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PREFACE 


rilESENT EDITION IN THE “STANDARD 
NOVELS." 


Although t))is Work has already obtained more at- 
(cntfon than even the parental fondness of an author 
led me to expect, yet the worthy publisher, Mr. Bent¬ 
ley, not only expects that in a new garb the public 
may be inclined to welcome the re-appearance of an 
old friend, but believes that welcome will be more 
hearty if tfie parent aids once more in dressing his off¬ 
spring for the stage. When this Work was first written, 
my literary career had just commenced, and inexperi¬ 
ence, of course, added to the many earors of taste and 
judgment with which the natural defects of the author 
caused the pages to overflow. As I do not pretend to 
rew'rite the Work, those errors of taste and judgment 
must of course remain; and I can only hope, that 
w'hatevcr little merits the public discovered in it be¬ 
fore, may still act as a propitiation upon its re-appear¬ 
ance in the present form. 

Some of the numerous errors in style which it con¬ 
tained may be attributed to my residence in a foreign 
country at the time of its first publication, which pre- 
A 4 
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vented me from correcting the press so carefully ;is 
I could have wished. The greater part of these, 1 
trust, I have now removed; but, at the same time, I must 
acknowledge that no one is more unfitted for the task 
of correcting than myself. However deejtly 1 may be 
impressed with the necessity of conveying thoughts 
accurately by great precision of language, I am always, 
in reading, led away by the idea from very close atten¬ 
tion to the words. Although I believe I am justified 
in saying that “ Daunley ” obtained some share of 
favour both with the public and with the revjewers, 
the latter gentlemen, of course, were bound, in their 
critical function, to discover and point out the defects 
ajid errors of the Work. In general, like the painter 
who pleased every body and nobody, I gained marks 
of approbation from one on the very point which 
others had selected for blame. On one or two matters, 
however, several gentlemen, for whose opinion 1 have 
a great respect, united in their censure; and, although 
in composing I never write with the fear of criticism 
before my eyes, and never suffer myself to be restrained 
by any principle but my own sense of what is good in 
taste and right iij feeling, — what is likely to interest 
without injuring, and benefit while it amuses, — yet 
the criticism to which I now refer deserves my best 
thanks, as having aided to form and purify my taste. 
On one or two points, how'ever, regarding simple 
matters of fact, most of the critics were wrong. Some 
of the reviewers accused me of that heinous fault in 
romance-writing, which I know not how to express 
except by the term archaeology ; and some praised me 
highly for the deep research I had bestowed on the 
Work. I cannot take praise to myself on the one, nor 
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blame on tlie other, score, as a short account of how 
the story was really composed will a* once show: — 

I was travelling in France, in December of the year 
1828, and stopped I'or the evening at Montreuil-sur- 
Mer. The inn was very comfortable, the innkeeper 
very civil, the fare very good, and the fire very bright 
and warm ; but the rest of the party, which, how¬ 
ever much it may have increased since, was at that 
time a small one, was tired with the journey, and had 
retired to bed. Aii hour or so remained unoccupied 
before my usual time of rest, and being without music 
or society, having dined, warmed myself, and thought 
over the events of the day, there was no other resource 
but sleep or reading. I accordingly rang the bell, and 
asked the landlord if he could lend me a book. He 
replied that he could, and an English book to boot, 
vvhiclj had been left with him by some unfortunate 
traveller, in part payment of a debt. ' He went away, 
and returned in a few minutes, labouring under tbe pon¬ 
derous fbli*s which contain the antiquarian labours of 
the learned and facetious Grose. One of the first pages 
that 1 looked at offered his account of Chilham Castle, 
and, tlmugh I read that to the end, I read no farther. 
I gazed upon the engraving, representing the ruined 
dwelling of the noble, the beautiful, and the brave of 
other days ; Imagination peopled it with beings of her 
own ; they began to move, and speak, and act at the 
will of the enchantress; and before 1 quitted the chair, 
the whole story of “Darnley; or, the Field of the 
Cloth of Gold,” was as distinctly and clearly laid 
out as it is here presented to the public. I took a 
sheet of paper and pen and ink, and wrote down the 
sketch, and in the composition of the Work drew out 
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no other scheme or plan than tliat. I remained in 
France till long after the whole was completed; and, 
buried in a remote part of Normandy, had no books 
of reference whatsoever. I may say more: so great a 
check do 1 conceive the habit of constantly referring to 
authorities to be upon imagination — so great an em¬ 
barrassment does it produce in style, tliat I seldom, il' 
ever, in composing a work of fiction, open any book of 
history except for the dates, and such few particulars 
as tlie memory of every one is apt to let slip. 1 have, 
I believe, a tolerable, general knowledge of history, but 
certainly not more than every Knglish gentleman ought 
to possess; butl would rather even commit a few errors, 
which in such work.s are of little or no importance, 
than distract my thoughts, and cramp thy own mind, 
by constant reference, while writing, to sources of in¬ 
formation. The generjil conception of the characters, 
and the general •/elation of events, will alway be suffi¬ 
ciently correct without fettering composition by such 
shackles; and when 1 am writing a romance,^ make no 
pretension to writing a history. 

The CoUa^ef Great Marlow, June, 1836* 
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Every one has heard of the learned VonderbnigiuSj the 
famous Dutch poet, historian, philosopher, orator, and 
critic, who, according to the best accounts, could trace his 
genealogy to the most ancient families in Holland, being 
descemled from Adam and Eve by the mother’s side, and 
the Lord knows who by the father’s. It does not become 
me, however, to follow his lineage farther up than to one 
William Hans," a Dutch merchant, who inhabited London 
in the year of Grace one thousand five hundred and odd, 
and who somewhere about the end of the same year (to save 
scandil) espoused one Julian, otherwise, Juliana, other¬ 
wise July,‘otherwise Gillian Higgins, having issue Winken 
Hans, him succeetling. 

Winkin ilans had issue Gueldcrn and Perterkin and 
Johanna, which last, Johanna, married Pingerstillen Von 
Wolfenbottle, w'hoso daughter Mary espoused Frederic 
Stinten Vonderhrujius, whose eldest son is the subject of 
the present memoir, or rather was the subject thereof, for 
the memoir is present, atid the subject is passed; and as 
the learned Vonderbrugius himself observes in the three 
hundred and forty-fourth volume of his works, folio 
edition, page nine hundred and seventy, “ What is past 
may be present, but what is present cannot be past.” • 

However, not to enter into a metaphysical discussion, we 
w’ill proceed with the biography of Carle Angelicus Brig- 
denthrorpe Vonderbrugius, the day of whose birth is un¬ 
fortunately somewhat obscure. In the great dictionary of 
Millenhorn it is stated to have occurred on the 11th of 
S^nuary ; but the black letter copy of the lives of die 
Dutch poets, in ninety volumes, makes it on the 12th, and 
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the abridged edition, in forty-four, leaves the matter doubt¬ 
ful. However, several curious facts are mentioned by all 
his biographers, from which, perhaps, by chronological 
examination, persons of more extensive fesearch than my¬ 
self may be enabled to ascertain the precise period. 

First, it is to be observed, that during gestation bis 
mother dreamt, tltree successive times, that she was delivered 
of a folio volume. In the next place, in the eighth month 
of her pregnancy, her husband was choked with a bit of 
sheep-skin; upon hearing which she was so much affected, 
that she could only exclaim, “ Poor man ! — bid Jenkin 
Stirral give me the bottle of Skidam that stands behind the 
door in the back room.” And in the third place, on the 
day of her accouchement, the public library at Antwerp was 
burnt to the ground. 

Prom these three circumstances, various people augured 
various things, but the generally received interpretation 
thereof was as follows:—From the dream of the folio, it 
was decided that the young Voiiderbrugius would write an 
amazing deal; from the cause of the huband's death, and 
the widow’s exclj,mation, that he would be a pastoral com¬ 
poser aud a man of great spirit; and from the 'destruction 
of the library, that his eru<iition would leave nothing to be 
learned or desired from any other author. *• 

All this was fulfilled in a very wonderful manner. In 
accomphshment of the first, he is known to have published 
six hundred and thirty-two volumes of poetry and prose, 
all in folio, for the purpose of justifying his mother. In 
the next place, no one is unacquainted with his adaptation 
of the eclogues of Virgil to the Dutch language, the begin¬ 
ning of which may be Englished — 

** Thou Tityrui reclining in fhe shade, 

By an umbrageous wiiulnhll moving made,'* 

&c. &c. &c. &C. 

And in regard to the third augury, who that ever had the 
whole of Vonderbrugius’s works at hand would think of 
consulting any other? But, alas! what a treasure is with¬ 
held from the world by the non-publication of the various 
valuable MSS. which he left! Of this, however, more 
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licreafter, sb iii the present instance we must follow this 
great phenomenon’s short, but bright, career. 

Vonderbrugius is represented not to have been weaned 
till he reached the age of two years, which is doubtless the 
cause of that milk of human kindness discoverable in all 
his works. This, however, is a mere report, and the 
first fact of consequence that we discover concerning him 
is, that at four years old he was whipped by a barbarous 
schoolmaster for oversetting a bottle of ink on a ream of 
paper, which was soaked through to the very innermost 
sheet. At nine years old he was fed upon peas-porridge, 
and about the same time published his great work upon 
projectiles. In that year also appeared his elegant treatise 
upon “ 'J'he Emptiness of Human Acquirements.” 

The success of these works induced his mother the next 
year to vary his diet, and to allow him pickled-salmon, 
occasionally chequered with red-herrings, on which he pro. 
duccJ his wonderful Essay on the Integral Calculus, 
together with his “ Satirist's Guide, or the Art of Bearing 
False Witness against your Neighbour.” The next year 
he took to beef and mustard, and wrote three books of a 
very opposite tendency, namely, “ The Defence of the 
Pope;” “An Essay on the English Constitution and 
“ The Court Jester; or. Every Man his own Fool.” 

Shortly after this he was elected professor of Conic 
Sections at the University Of Leyden, where he gave to the 
world ^his very ingenious essay on Carving ; and having 
taken to eating pork for supper, he published his grand 
commentary and explanation of the Apocalypse of St. John; 
his calculations of the longitude, and his method of magni. 
fying fixed stars. He next tried a course of saur krout, 
and edited one of the great critical journals of Leyden : 
but, having discovered a combination amongst the authors 
of tile city, for the purpose of murdering him, he gave up 
saur krout and the review, and abandoned himself to roast 
mutton, cauliflowers, and Bordeaux wine; upon which diet 
he continued till his death, which occurred exactly seventy 
years afterwards. His writings during this period con¬ 
sisted principally of history, biography, pastoral poetry, eu¬ 
logies, etegics, natural history and philosophy; and so much 
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beloved had he made himself by the time of his decease^ 
that it was actually proposed in the senate of the University 
of Leyden to embalm his body, and place it in a glass 
pillar, after the manner of the Ethiopians, as described by 
Herodotus. It being necessary, however, to summon the 
council, and give one week's notice before the motion could 
be made — the customary forms also taking up one day, 
and the speeches on the occasion occupying three — before 
the embalming was voted — the professor stunk. 

It so happened that when Nicholas Vonderbrugius, the 
lineal decondant and heir direct of this great man, was last 
in London, 1 had an opportunity of serving him essentially, 

by introducing him to my friend Alderman-, who, 

instantly bought of him nine thousand hundreil weight of 
salt-butter, and five thousand hundred weight of cheese ; 
and so great was the liberal Dutchman’s gratitude, that he 
promised if ever I came to Leyden he would show me his 
great great grandfather’s library. « 

Accordingly, being in Holland some years ago, I struck 
across the country to Leyden, where I was hospitably re¬ 
ceived by the mprcliant^ who after dinner conductt*d me 
into an immense chamber, ornamented with oak shelves, 
whereon were deposited the works of Vonderbrugius, in 
folio — six hundred and thirty-two volumes!! h It was a 
solemn —it was an awful sight! and we stood mute with 
reverence in jtresence of those ponderous monuments of 
human industry. 

At length my eye fell upon half-a-dozen octavo volumes, 
pushed into one corner of the library, and on asking what 
they were, my host fell into somewhat of a passion, ex¬ 
claiming, “ That is the only weakness of which my great 
ancestor wks ever guilty. Who could conceive that he 
would be fool enough, after having written six hundred 
and thirty two volumes folio, to degenerate into an octavo 
in his old age. I will go and order it to be burnt imme¬ 
diately.” , 

“ Burnt 1 ” exclaimed I; “ Heaven forbid ! Give it to 
me.” 

“ With all my heart,” replied he ; and I carried it oif. 

Its contents 1 now giw to the public in an abridged 
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form, and have only to remark, that the William Hans 
mentioned hereafter was neither more nor less than the 
great great grandfather of Professor Vondeibrugius, as 
shown in the genealogy at the beginning of this preface. 
From this I infer, as an indubitable fact, that the whole 
history which follows was compiled from authentic family 
documents, and consequently must be true ! 
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CHAPTER I. 

In this King Arthur's reign, 

A lustv Knight Wc«s pricking u’er the plain. 

Drydsn. 

On the'morning of the 24th day of March, 1520, a 
traveller was seen riding in the small rugged cross road 
which, traversing the eastern part of Kent, formed the 
immetliate comm;inication between Wye* and Canterbury. 
Far be-it from me to insinuate that this road pursued any 
thing like a direct course from the one place to the other j 
on the contrary, it seemed, like a serpent, to get on only by 
twisting: apd yet truly, as its track now lies pictured on 
the old county map before me, I can discover no possible 
reason for its various contortions, inasmuch as they avoid 
neither ascents nor descents, but proceed alike over rough 
and smooth, hill and dale, appearing only to wind about for 
the sake of variety. I can conceive the engineer who planned 
it laughing in his sleeve at the consummate meanderings 
which he compelled his travellers to undergo. However, 
as at the time 1 speak of this was the Only road through 
that part of the country, every traveller was obliged to con¬ 
tent himself with it, such as it was, notwithstanding both 
its circumvolutions and its ruggedness. 

Indeed the horseman and his beast, who on the afore¬ 
mentioned morning journeyed onward together towards 
Canterbury, were apparently well calculated to encounter, 
what the profane vulgar call, the ups and downs of life j 
for never a stouter cavalier mounted horse, and never 

* One of tho$« rare but pleaiant little towns which are fortunate enough to 
Maud upcH) no high road; but which, on looking into Cary’a Itinerary, wiil be 
found to hiTe a way ttf thdr own. It is near Aidiford. 

B 
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a stouter horse was mounted by cavalier; and there was 
something in the strong quadrate form of each—in 
the bold free movement of every limb, and in the firm 
martial regularity of their pace, which spoke a habitual 
consciousness of tried and unfailing power. 

The rider was a man of about five or six-and-twenty, 
perhaps not so old ; but the hardy exposed life which had 
dyed his florid cheek with a tinge of deep brown, had 
given also to his figure that look of set mature strength, 
which is not usually concomitant with youth. But strength 
with him had nothing of ungraccfulness, for the very 
vigour of his limbs gave them ease of motion. Yet there 
was something more in his aspect and in his carriage than 
can rightly be attributed to the grace induced by. habits of 
martial exercise, or to the dignity derived from consciousness 
of skill or valour; there was that sort of innate nobility of 
look, which we are often weakly inclined to combine in our 
minds with nobility of station, and that' peculiar ^rt of 
grace which is a gift, not an acquirement.. 

To paint him to the mind’s eye were very difficult, 
though to describe him' were very easy: for though-1 were 
to say, that he was a tall fair man, with the old Saxon 
blood shining out in his deep blue eye, and in his full short 
upper lip, from which the light brown mustache turned off" 
in a sweep, exposing its fine arching line — though I were 
to speak of the manly beauty of his features, rendered 
scarcely less by a deep scar upon his forehead — or were 1 
to detail, with the accuracy of a sculptor, the el^'ant pro¬ 
portion of every limb, 1 might indeed communicate to the 
mind of the reader the idea of a much more handsome 
man than he really was ; but I should fail to invest the 
imdge with that spirit of gracefulness which, however com¬ 
bined with outward form, seems to radiate from within, which 
must live to be perfect, and must be seen to be understood. 

His apparel was not such as his bearing seemed to 
warrant: though good, it was not costly, and though not 
faded, it certainly was not new. Nor was the fashion of 
it entirely English: the grey cloth doublet slashed with black, 
aa well as the falling ruff round his neck, were decidedly 
Flemish ; and hia hose of dark stuff, might probably have 
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been pronounced foreign also by the connoisseurs of the 
May, eJthough the variety of modes then used amongst our 
change-loving nation justified a man in choosing the fash¬ 
ion of his breeches from any eKtreme, whether from the 
fathomless profundity of a Dutchman's ninth pair, or from 
the close fitting garment of the Italian sworder. Tlie 
traveller’s hose approached more towards the latter fashion, 
and served to show off the fair proportion of his limbs, 
without straightening him by too great tightness, while 
his wide boots of untanned leather, pushed down to the 
ankle, evinced that he did not consider bis journey likely to 
prove long, or, at least, very fatiguing. 

In those days when, as old Holinshed assures us, it was 
not safe to ride unarmed, even upon the most frequented 
road, a small bridle path, such as tiiat which the traveller 
pursued, was not likely to afford much greater security. 
However, he did not appear to have furnished liimself with 
more ijian the cotliplement of offensive arms, usually worn 
by every one above the rank of a simple yeoman ; namely, 
the long straight double-edged sword which, thrust through 
a broad buff" belt, hung perpendlciflarly dqwn his thigh, 
with the hilf shaped in form of a cross, without any far. 
ther guard for the hand; while in the girdle appeared a 
small dagger, etvhich served also as a knife: added to these 
was a dag or pistol, which, though small, considering the 
dimensions of the arms then used, would have caused any 
horse-pistol of the present day to blush at its own insigni¬ 
ficance. • 

In point of defensive armour he carried none, except a 
steel cap, which hung at his saddle-bow, while its place on 
his head was supplied by a Genoa bonnet of black velvet, 
round which his rich chestnut hair curled in thick iftofusifin. 

Here have I bestowed more than a pi^e and a half upon 
the description of a man’s dress and demeanour which, 
under most circumstances, I should consider a scandalous 
and illegitimate waste of time, paper, and attention; but, 
in truth, I would fain, in the irresent instance, that my 
reader should see my traveller before his mind's eye, ex¬ 
actly as his picture. r^resents him, pricking along the 
road on his strong Made horse, with his cheat home for- 
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ward, his heel depressed, his person erect, and his whole 
figure expressing corporeal ease and power. 

Very different, however, were his mental sensations, if 
one might believe the knitted look of tliought tliat sat upon 
his full broad brow, and the lines that early care seemed to 
have busily traced upon the cheek of youth. Deep medi¬ 
tation, at all events, was the companion of his way ; for, 
confident in the surefootedness of his steed, he took no 
care to hold his bridle in hand, but suffered himself to be 
borne forward almost unconsciously, fixing his gaze upon 
the line of light that hung above the edge of the hill 
before him, as if there he spied some object of deep 
interest; yet, at the same time, with that fixed intensity, 
which told, that, whilst the eye thus occupied itself, the 
mind was far otherwise employed. 

It was a shrewd March morning, and the part of the 
road, at which the traveller had now arrived, opened out 
upon a wide wild common, whereon the* keen north-west 
blast had full room to exercise itself unrestrained. On 
the one side, the country sloped rapidly down from the 
road, exposing an extensive view of some fine level plains, 
distributed into fields, and scattered witli a ‘multitude of 
hamlets and villages; the early smoke rising from the 
chimneys of which, caught by the wind, mingled with 
the vapour from a sluggish river in the bottom, and, drift¬ 
ing over the scene, gave a thousand different aspects to the 
landscape as it passed. On the other hand, the common 
rose against the sky in a wide sloping upland] naked, 
desolate, and unbroken, except where a clump of stunted 
oaks raised their bare heads out of an old gravel pit by the 
road side, or where a group of dark pines broke the 
distant livie of the ground. The road which the traveller 
had hitherto pursued proceeded still along the side of the 
hill, but, branching off to the left, was seen another rugged 
gravelly path winding over the common. 

At the spot where these two divaricated, the horseman 
stopped as if uncertain of Ms farther route, and looking 
for some one to direct him on his way. But he looked 
in vain ; no trace of human habitation was to be seen, nor 
any indication of man's proximity, except such as could be 
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gathered from the ^rf^nce of a solitary duck, which 
Seemed to be passi^nts anchoritish hours in fishing for 
the tadpoles that ifiHabited a little pond by die road-side. 

The traveller jjjfiaaed, undetermined on which of the two 
roads to turn his horse, when suddenly a loud scream met 
his ear, and instantly setting spurs to his horse, he galloped 
towards the quarter from whence the sound seemed to proceed. 
Without waiting to pursue the windings of the little path, 
in a moment he had cleared the upland, towards the spot 
where he had beheld the pines, and, instead of finding that 
the country heyond, as one might have imagined from the 
view below, fell into another deep valley on that side, he 
perceived that the common continued to extend for some 
way overman uninterrupted flat, terminated by some wide 
plantations at a great distance. 

In advance, sheltered by a high bank and the group of 
pines above mentioned, appeared a solitary cottage formed 
of woad and mu3. It may be well supposed that its ar¬ 
chitecture was not very perfect, nor its construction of the 
most refined taste; but yet tliere seemed some attempt at 
decoration in the rude trellis that surrounded the door-way, 
and in the niat cutting of the thatch which covered it from 
the weather. As the traveller rode towards it the scream 
was reiterated) and now, guided by his ear, he proceeded 
direct towards a little garden, which had been borrowed 
from the common, and enclosed with a mud wall. The 
door of this enclosure stood open, and at once admitted the 
strange/into the interior, where he beheld—what shall be 
detaUed in the following chapter. 


CHAPTER II. 


** P&Uent sfoursefft Madam, and pardon me.** 

Shakspeabe. 


Now, doubtless, every romance-reading person into 
whose hands this Wk may fall, will conclude and de- 
B 3 
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terminc, and feel perfectly convinced in their own minds, 
that the scream, mentioned in the last chapter, announces 
no less important a being than the heroine of the tale, and 
will be very much surprised, as well as disappointed, to 
hear that when the traveller rode through the open gate 
into the little garden attached to the cottage, he perceived 
a group, which certainly did not derive any interest it 
might possess from the graces of youth and beauty. It 
consisted simply of an old woman, of the poorest class, 
striving, with weak hands, to stay a stout rosy youth, of 
mean countenance, but good apparel, from repeating a 
buifet he had bestowed upon the third person of the group, 
a venerable old man, who seemed little calculated to resist 
his violence. Angry words were evidently still passing on 
both parts ; and, before the traveller could hear to what 
they referred, the youth passed the woman, and struck 
the old man a second blow which levelled him with the 
ground. ’ 

If one might judge from that traveller’s appearance, he 
had seen many a sight of danger and of horror ; but tliere 
was something in thg view of the old man’s white hair, 
mingling with the mould of the earth, that blanched his 
cheek, and made his blood run cold. In a moment he 
was off his horse, and by the young man’s <side. “ How 
now. Sir villain!" cried he, “ art thou mad, to strike thy 
father ?” 

“ He’s no father of mine," replied the sturdy youth, 
turning away his head with a sort of dogged feeling of 
shame. “ He’s no father of mine—I’m better come.’’ 

“ Better come, misbegotten knave !’’ cried the traveller; 
“ then thy father might blush to own thee. Strike an old 
man like'that 1 Get ffiee gone, quick, lest I flay thee !’’ 

“■ Get thee gone, thyself!’’ answered the other, his feel¬ 
ing of reprehension being quickly fled: and turning sharply 
round, with an air of effrontery which nought but the 
insolence of office could inspire, he added, “ Who art 
thou, with thy get thee gones ? I am here in right of Sir 
Payan Wileton, to turn these old vermin out; so get thee 
gone along with them!’’ And he ran his eye over the 
stranger’s simple garb with a sneer of sturdy defiance. 



DABN'LEY. 7 

The traveller gazed at him for a moment, as if in as¬ 
tonishment at his daring ; then, with a motion as quick as 
light, laid one band upon the yeoman’s collar, the other 
upon the thick band of his kersey slop breeches, raised him 
from the ground, and, giving him one swing back, to allow 
his arms their full sweep, he pitched him at once over the 
low wall of the garden into the heath-bushes beyond. 

Without affording a look to his prostrate adversary, the 
stranger proceeded to assist the old man in rising, and, 
amidst the blessings of the good dame, conveyed him into 
the cottage. He then returned to the little garden, lest 
his horse should commit any ravages upon the scanty 
provision of the old couple (for he was, it seems, too gootl 
a soldiej even to allow his horse to live by plunder), and, 
while tying him to the gate-post, his eye naturally turned 
to the bushes into which he had thrown his opponent. 

The young man had just risen on his feet, and, in un¬ 
utterable rage, *was stamping furiously on the ground, 
without however daring to re-enter the precincts from 
which he had been so unceremoniously ejected. The 
stranger contented himself witli observing that he was not 
much hurt^ and, after letting his eye dwdll for a moment 
on the cognisance of a serpent twined round a crane, 
which was embroidered on the yeoman’s coat, he again 
entered the cottage, while the other proceeded slowly over 
the common, every now and then turning round to shake 
his clenched fist towards die garden, in the last struggles of 
impotect passion. 

“ AVell, good father, how fares it with thce.^” demanded 
the traveller, approaching the old man. “ I fear that 
young villain has hurt thee.” 

“ Nay, Sir, nay,” replied the other, “ not so,; in faith 
he did not strike hard : an old man’s limbs are soon over¬ 
thrown. Ah! well, I remember the day when I would 

have whacked a score of them. But I’m broken now_ 

Kate, give his worship the setde. If our boy had seen 
him lift his hand against his father, ’faith, he'd have 
broken his pate. Though your worship soon convinced 
him—God’s blessing upon your head for it.” 

The stranger silendy sat himself down in the setde, 
B 4 
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which the old woman placed for him with a thousand 
thanks and gratulations, and suffered them to proceed un¬ 
disturbed, with all the garrulity of age, while his own 
tlionghts seemed, from some unapparent cause, to have wan¬ 
dered far upon a different track. Whether it was that the 
swift wings of memory had retraced in a moment a space 
that, in the dull march of time, had occupied many a long 
year, or tliat the lightning speed of hope had already borne 
him to a goal, which was still far beyond probability’s 
short view, matters little. Most likely it was one or the 
other; for the present is but a point to which but little 
thought appertains, while the mind hovers backwards and 
forwards between the past and the future, expending the 
store of its regrets upon the one, and wasting all its wishes 
on the other— He awoke with a sigh. “ But tell me,” 
said he to the old man, “ what was the cause of all this ?” 

“ Why, Heaven bless your worship,” replied the cot. 
tager, who had been talking all the timej I havg just 
been telling yon.” 

“ Nay, but I mean, why you came to live here ?” said 
the traveller, " for this is but a poor place!” and he 
glanced his eye over the interior of the cottage. Vhich was 
wretched enough. Its floor formed of hardened clay—its 
small lattice windows boasting no glass in the wdcker frames 
of which they were composed, hut showing in its place 
some thin plates of horn (common enough in the meaner 
cottages of those times), admitting but a dull and miserable 
light to the interior—its bare walls of lath, throifgh the 
crevices of which appeared the mud that had been plas¬ 
tered on the outside—all gave an air of poverty and un¬ 
comfort difficult to find in the poorest English cottage of 
to-day. ‘t-I think you said that you had been in better 
circumstances continued the traveller. 

“ I did not say so, your worship,” replied the old man, 
“ but it was easy to guess ; yet, for twelve long years, have 
1 known little but misery. I was once gate.porter to my 
good Lord Fitzbemard, at Chilham Castle, here hard by— 
your worship knows it, doubtless ? Oh ! ’t was a fair 
place in those days, for my lord kept great state, and 
never a day but what we had the tilt-yard full of gallants. 
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who would bear away the ring from the best in the land. 
My old lord could handle a lance well, too, though he 
waxed aged; but’t tvas my young Lord Osborne that was 
the darling of all our hearts. Poor youth ! he was not then 
fourteen, yet so strong, he'd break a lance and bide a 
bufict with die best. He's over the seas now, alas 1 and 
they say, obliged to win his food at the sword’s point.” 

“ Nay, how so ?” asked the traveller. “ If he were 
heir of Chilham Castle, how is it he fares so hardly, this 
Lord Osborne?” 

“ We called him still Lord Osborne,’' answered the old 
woman, “ for I was his nurse, when he was young, your 
worship, and his christened name was Osborne. But his 
title wjs Lord Damley, by those who called him properly. 
God bless him for ever! Now, Richard, tell his honour 
how all the misfortunes happened.” 

"’Twin but tire his honour,” said the old man. “ In 
his |oung day<ie must have heard how Empson and Dud¬ 
ley, the two blackest traitors that ever England had, went 
through all the country, picking holes in every honest 
man’s coat, and sequestrating their estates, as ’twas then 
called. Eord bless thee, Kate! his worslfip knows it all.” 

I have heard something of the matter, but I would 
fain understand it more particularly,” said the stranger. “ I 
had learned that the sequestrated estates had been restored, 
and the hnes remitted, since this young king was upon the 
throne.” 

“ Ay, truly. Sir, the main part of them,” answered the 
old man ; “ but there were men who, being in the 
Court’s displeasure, were nqt Sk*Iy t» have justice done 
them. Such a one was my good lmi4 and master, who, 
they say, had been heard to declare, he held Berkyn 
Warbeck’s title as good as king Harry the Seventh’s. So 
when they proved the penal statutes against him, as they 
called it, instead of calling for a fine, which every peasant 
on his lapd would have brought his mite to pay; fiiey took 
the whole estate, and left him a beggar in hia age. But 
that was not the worst, for doubtless the whole would have 
heen given back again when the good young king did jus¬ 
tice on Empson and Dudley; but, as this sequestration was 
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a malice, and not an avarice like the rest, instead of trans¬ 
ferring the estate to the king’s own hand, they gave it to 
one Sir Payan Wileton, who, if ever a gallows was made 
higher than Hamau’s, would well grace it. This man has 
many a friend at the Court, gained, they say, by foul 
means ; and though much stir was made some eight years 
agone, by the Lord Stafford and the good Duke of Buck, 
ingham, to have the old lord’s estates given back again. 
Sir Payan w'as strong enough in abettors to outstand them 

all, and then-but I hear horses’ feet. ’’Pis surely Sir 

Payan sent to hound me out even from this poor place.’’ 

As he spoke, the loud neighing of the stranger’s horse 
announced the approach of some of his four-footed fra¬ 
ternity, and, opening the cottage-door, the old man,looked 
forth to ascertain if }us apprehensions were just. 

The cloud, however, was cleared off his brow in a mo¬ 
ment, by the appearance of the person who rode into the 
garden. * 

“Joy, good wife! joy !” cried the old man ; “ it is Sir 
Cesar! It is Sir Cesar ! We are safe enough now !” 

“ Sir Cesar!” cried the traveller; “ that is a strange 
name!” and he tamed to the cottage-door to exfcmiue the 
person that approached. 

Cantering through the garden on a milk-wlijte palfrey, 
adorned with black leather trapping, appeared a little old 
man, dressed in singular but elegant habiliments. His 
doublet was of black velvet, his hose of crimson stuff, and 
his boots of buff. His cloak was black like his coat, but 
lined with rich miniver fur, of which also was his bonnet. 
He wore no arms except a small dagger, the steel hilt of 
which glittered in his girdle; and to turn and guide his 
palfrejf, he vtade use of neither spur nor rein, but seemed 
more to direct than urge him, with a peeled osier stick, 
with which he every now and then touched the animal on 
either ear. 

His person was as singular as his dress. Extremely 
diminutive in stature, his limbs appeared well formed, and 
even graceful. He was not a dwarf, but still considerably 
below the middle size; and, though not mis-shapen in 
body, his face had that degree of prominence, and his eye 
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that keen vivacious sparkle, generally discovered in the 
deformed. In complexion he was swarthy to excess, while 
his long black hair, slightly mingled with grey, escaped 
from under his bonnet and fell upon his shoulders. Still 
the most remarkable feature was his eye, which, tliough 
sunk deep in his head, had a quickness and a fire tliat 
contradicted the calm placid expression of the rest of his 
countenance, and seemed to indicate a restless, busy spirit; 
for, glancing rapidly from object to object, it rested not a 
moment upon any one thing, but appeared to collect the 
information it sought with the quickness of lightning, and 
then fly off" to something new. 

In this manner he approached the cottage, his look at 
first raijndly running over the figures of the two cottagers 
an<l their guest; but then turning to • their faces, his eye 
might be seen scanning every feature, and seeming to ex¬ 
tract their meaning in an instant: as in the summer, we 
see tile bee darting into every flower, and drawing forth 
its sweet essence, while it scarcely pauses to fold its wings. 
It seemed as if the face was to him a book, where each 
line was written with some tale of some information, but 
in a character so legible, and a language so well known, 
that a moment sufficed him for the perusal of the whole. 

At the c»ttage-door the palfrey stopped of itself, and, 
slipping down out of the saddle with extraordinary activity, 
the old gentleman stood before die traveller and his host 
with that sort of sharp sudden motion which startles, 
althoflgh expected. The old man and his wife received their 
new guest with reverence almost approaching to awe ; but, 
before noticing them farther than by signing them each 
with the cross, he turned directly towards the traveller, 
and doffing his cap of miniver, he made him % profound 
bow, while his long hair, parted from the crown, fell over 
his face and almost concealed it “ Sir Osborne Maurice,” 
said he, “ well met.” 

The traveller bowed in some surprise to find himself 
recognised by the singular person who addressed him. 
“ Truly, Sir,” he answered, “ you have rightly fallen 
upon the name I bear, and seem to know me well, 
though in truth I can boast no such knowledge in regard to 
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you. To my remembrance, this is the first time we have 
met" 

“ Within the last thousand years,” replied the old man, 
" we have met more than a thousand times; but I re¬ 
member you well before that, when you commanded a 
Roman cohort in the first Punic war.” 

“ He’s mad !” thought the traveller, “ profoundly in¬ 
sane !’’ and he turned an inquiring glance to the old cot¬ 
tager and his wife: but far from showing any surprise, 
they stood regarding their strange visiter with looks of 
deep awe and respect. However, the traveller at length 
replied, “ Memory, with me, is a more treacherous guar¬ 
dian of the past: but, may 1 crave the name of so ancient 
an acquaintance i’ ” 

“ In Britain,” answered the old man, “ they call me 
Sir Cesar; in Spain, Don Cesario; and in Padua, simply 
Cesario il dotto.” 

What!’’ cried Sir Osborne, " the famlius —— 

“ Ay, ay!” interrupted the old man ; “ famous if it 
may so be called.—But no more of that.—Fame is but 
like a billow on a sandyshore, that when the tide is in, it 
seems a mighty thing, and when't is out, ’t is nothing. If 
1 have learned nought beside, I have learned to despise 
fame.” ' i* 

“ That your learning must have taught you far more, 
needs no farther proof than your knowledge of a stranger 
that you never saw—at least with human eyes,” said Sir 
Osborne; “ and in truth, this, your knowledge, makes me 
a believer in that art which, hitherto, 1 had held as emp¬ 
tiness." 

“ Cast from you no ore till you have tried it seven times 
in thu fire,^’ replied Sir Cesar; " hold nothing as emptiness 
that you have not essayed. But hark! bend down thine 
ear, and thou shalt hear more anon !” 

The young traveller bowed his head, till his ear was on 
a le^ with the mouth of the diminudve speaker, who 
seemed to whisper not more than one word, but that was 
of such a nature as to make Sir Osborne start back, and fix 
his eyes upon him with a look of inquiring astonishment, 
that brought a smUe upon the old man's lip. “ There is 
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no magic hercj” said Sir Cesar: “you shall hear more 
hereafter.—But hush! come into the cottage—for hunger, 
that vile earthly want, calls upon me for its due; herein, 
alas! we are all a-kin unto the hog—come.” 

They accordingly entered the lowly dwelling, and sat 
down to a small oaken table placed in the midst; Sir Cesar, 
as if accustomed to command there, seating the traveller as 
his guest, and demanding of the old couple a supply of 
those things he deemed ffecessary. “Set down the salt in 
the middle, Richard lleartley — now bring the bread — 
take the bacon from the pot, dame, and if there be a pom- 
pion yet not mouldy, put it down to roast in the ashes. 
Whet Sir Osborne’s dagger, Richard. Is it all done ? — 
then s4 with us, for herein are men all alike. Now 
tell me, Richard Heardey, while we eat, what has hap¬ 
pened to thee tltis morning, for 1 learn thou hast been in 
jeopardy.” 

Thus speakiii^, he carved the bacon with his dagger, and 
distri\)uted to every one their portion, while Sir Osborne 
Maurice looked on not a litde interested in the scene, one 
of the most curious parts of which, was the profound taci¬ 
turnity thirt had succeeded to garrulity in the two old cot. 
tagers, and the promptitude and attention with which they 
executed all,thcir guest's commands. 

The old gentleman’s question seemed to untie Richard 
Hcardey’s li}>s, and he communicated in a somewhat cir- 
cmnlpcutory phrase, that, though he had huilt his house 
and enclosed his garden on common land, which, as he 
took it, “ was free to every one, yet within the last year 
Sir Payan M'ileton had demanded for it a rent of two 
pounds per annum, which was far beyond his means to 
pay, as Sir Payan well knew; but be didjt only in 
malice,” the old man said, “ because he was the last of the 
good old lord’s servants who was left upon the ground; 
and he, Sir Payan, was afraid, that even if he were to die 
there, his bones would keep possession for his old master; 
BO he wished to drive him away altogether.” 

“ Go forth on no accoimt 1 ” interrupted Sir Cesar. 
“ Without he take thee by force and lead thee to the bound, 
and put thee off, go not beyond the limits of the lordship 
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of Chilham Castle; neither pay him any rent, but live 
house free and land free, as I have commanded you.” 

“ In truth,” answered the old man, “ he has not 
essayed to put me off; but he sent his bailiff this morning 
to demand the rent, and to drive me out of the cottage, 
and to pull off the thatch, though our Richard, who has 
returned from the army beyond the seas, is up at the 
manor to do him man service fof the sum." 

" Hold !” cried Sir Cesar, “ let thy son do him man 
service, if he will, but do thou him no man service, and 
own to him no lordship. Sir Payan Wileton has but his 
day — that will soon be over, and all shall be avenged — 
own him no lordship, I say ! ” 

“ Nay, nay. Sir, 1 warrant you,” replied the olfl man, 

“’t was even that that provoked Peter Wilson, the young 
bailiff, to strike me, because I said Sir Payan was not roy 
lord, and I was not his tenant, and that if he stood on 
right, I had as much a right to the soil as he.” 

“ Strike thee ! Strike thee ! Did he strike thee ? ” 
cried Sir Cesar, his small black eyes glowing like red-hot 
coals, and twinkling like^stars on a frosty night. “ Sure 
he did not dare to strike thee ?” , 

“ He felled him. Sir Cesar,” cried the old woman, 
whose tongue could refrain no longer; “ he filled him to 
the ground. He, a child I have had upon my knee, felled old 
Richard Heartley with a heavy blow ! ” 

" My curse upon him!” cried the old knight, while 
anger and indignation gave to his features an expression 
almost sublime ; “ my curse upon him ! May he wither 
heart and limb like a blasted oak ! like it, may he be dry 
and sapless, when all is sunshine and summer, without a 
green^ leaf ^to cover the nakedness of his misery; without 
flower or fruit may he pass away, and fire consume the 
rottenness of his core! ” 

" Oh! your worship, curse him not so deeply; we 
know how heavy your curses fall, and he has had some 
payment already,” said the old cottager : " this honourable 
gentleman heard my housewife cry, and came riding up. 
So when he saw the clumsy coward strike a feeble old man 
like me, he takes me him up by the jerkin and the slops. 
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and casts him as clean over the wall on the heath, as I've 
'seen Hob Johnson cast a truss out of a hay-cart.” 

“ Sir Osborne, you did well," said the old knightyou 
acted like your race. But yet I could have wished that 
this had not happened;'t would have been better that your 
coming had not been known to your enemies before 
your friends, which, I fear me, will now be the case. He 
with whom you have to do, is one from whose keen eye 
nought passes without question. The fly may as well find 
its way through the spider’s web, without wakening the 
crafty artist of the snare, as one, on whom that man has 
fixed his eye, may stir a step without his knowing it. But 
there is one who sees more deeply than even he does.” 

“ Yourself, of course,” replied Sir Osborne; “ and 
indeed 1 cannot doubt that it is so ; for I sit here in mute 
astonishment to find that all I held most secret is as much 
known to you as to myself.” 

“Ph, this i*s all simplicity,’’ replied the old man ; 
“ these are no wonders, though 1 may teach you some 
hereafter. At present I will tell you the future, against 
which you must guard, for your fortune is a-making.” 

“ But if our fate be fixed,” said Sir OsSorne, “ so that 
even mortal eyes can see it in the stars, prudence and 
caution, wisiiom and action, are in vain ; for how can we 
avoid what is certainly to be ? ” 

“ Not so, young man,” replied Sir Cesar; ” some things 
are certain, some are doubtful: some fixed by fate, some 
left toliuman will ; and those that see such things as are 
certain, may learn to guide their course through things that 
are not so. Thus, even in life, my young friend,” he 
continued, speaking more placidly, for at first Sir Osborne’s 
observation seemed to have nettled hftn, — “ th«s, even in 
lifq, each ordinary mortal sees before him but one thing 
sure, which is death. It he cannot avoid; yet, how 
wholesome is the sight to guide us in existence! So in 
man’s destiny, certain points are fixed, some of mighty 
magnitude, some that seem but trivial; and the rest are 
determined by his own conduct. Yet there are none so 
clearly marked, that they may not be influenced by man’s 
own will, so that when the stars are favourable, he may 
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cany his good fortune to the highest pitch by wisely seiz. 
ing opportunity ; and when they threaten evil or danger, 
he may fortify himself against tlie misfortunes that must 
occur, by philosophy; and guard against the peril that 
menaces, by prudence. Thus, what study is nobler, or 
greater, or more beneficial, than that which lays open to 
the eye the book of fate ? ” 

The impressive tone and manner of the old man, joined 
even with the singularity of his appearance, and a certain 
indescribable, almost unearthly fire, that burned in his 
eye, went greatly in the minds of his hearers to supply any 
deficiency in the chain of his reasoning. The extraordi¬ 
nary, if it be not ludicrous, is always easily convertible into 
the awful; and where, as in the present instance, it-becomes 
intimately interwoven with all the doubtful, the mysterious, 
and the fearful in our state of being, it reaches that point 
of the sublime to which the heart of every man is most 
sensible. Those always who see the least'^of what is true, 
are most likely to be influenced by what is doubtful ; and, 
in an age where little was certainly known, the remote, the 
uncertain, and the wild,' commanded man's reason by his 
imagination. 

Sir Osborne Maurice mused. If it be asked whether he 
believed implicitly in that art which many persons were 
then said to possess, of reading in the stars the future fate 
of individuals or nations, it may be answered. No. But 
if it be demanded whether he rejected it absolutely, 
equally. No. He doubted: and that was a stretch %f phi. 
losophy to which few attained in his day; when the study 
of judicial astrology was often combined with the most 
profound learning in other particulars; when, as a science, 
it was coilsidered the highest branch of human knowledge, 
and its professors were regarded as almost proceeding a step 
beyond the just boundary of earthly research — we might 
say even more—when they produced such evidence of 
thdr extraordinary powers, as might well convince the best- 
informed of an unlettered age, and which affords curious 
Buhjst^ of inquiry even to the present time. 

In the meanwhile. Sir Cesar proceeded: “ I speak thus 
as preface to what 1 have to tell you; not that 1 suppose 



SAnNI.KV. 


if 

you will lie dismayed when you hear that immediate dan¬ 
ger menaces you, because 1 know you are incapable of 
fear j but it is because I would have you wisely guard 
against what I foretel. Know, then, I have learned that 
you are likely to be in peril to-morrow, towards noon ; 
tlierefore, hold yourself upon your guard. Divulge not 
your proceedings to any one. Keep a watchful eye, and a 
shrewd ear. Mark well your company ; and see that your 
sword be loose in the sheath.” 

“ Certainly, good Sir Cesar, will I follow your counsel," 
replied Sir Osborne. “ But might I not crave that you 
would afford me farther information, anil, by showing me 
what sort of danger threatens me, give me the means of 
avoiding it altogether ? " 

“ What you ask I cannot comply with,” answered the 
old man. “ Think not that the book of the stars is like a 
child’s horn-book, where every word is clearly spelled. 
Vague^and undefftied are the signs that we gain. Certain 
it is, that some danger threatens you ; but of what nature, 
who can say } Know that, at the same time as yourself, 
were born sixty other persons, to wh8m tlie planets bore an 
equal asccndlncy ; and at the same hour to-morrow, each 
will undergo some particular peril. Be you on your guard 
against yours.* 

“ Most assuredly 1 will, and I give you many thanks,” re¬ 
plied Sir Osborne. “ But 1 would fain know of what 
reason you take an interest in my fate more than in any of 
the othe# sixty persons you have mentioned.” 

“ How know you that I do so ? ” demanded Sir Cesar 
dryly. “ Perchance had I met any one of them in this 
cottage, I might have done tliem the same good turn. 
However, ’t is not so. I own I do take interest In ydhr 
fate, more than that of any mortal being. Look not sur¬ 
prised, young man, for I have cause: nay more — you 
shall know more. Mark me ! our fates are united for ever 
i in this world, and I will serve you; though I see, darkling 
! through the obscurity of time, that the moment which 
I crowns all your wishes and endeavours is the last that 1 
: shall draw breath of life. Yet your enemy is my enemy, 

! 0 
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your friends are ray friends, and I will serve you, tliough 
1 die! ” 

He rose and grasped Sir Osborne’s hand, and fixed his 
dark eye upon his face. “ ’Tis hard to part with existence 
— the warm ties of life — the soft smiling realities of a 
world we know — and to begin it all again in forms we 
cannot guess. Yet, if my will could alter the law of fate, 
I would not delay your happiness an hour ; though I know, 
1 feel, that this thrilling blood must then chill — that this 
quick heart must stop — that the golden light and the 
glorious world must fade away — and that my soul must 
be parted from its fond companion of earth for ever and 
forever. Yet it shall be so. It is said. Reply not! Speak 
not! Follow me ! Hush ! Hush ! ” And proceeding to 
the door of the cottage, he mounted his palfrey, which 
stood ready, and motioned Sir Osborne to do the same. 

The young knight did so in silence, and rode along with 
him to the garden-gate, followed by tlie old cpttagers. 
There Richard Heartley, as if accustomed so to do, held 
out his hand; Sir Cesar counted into it nine nobles of 
gold, and prqpeeded da the road in silence. 


CHAPTER III. 


** niuiWe dreams in mystic forms expressed.** 

Blacrmork. 


That which is out of the common course of nature, and 
fair whitih we can see neither cause nor object, requires of 
course a much greater body of evidence to render it histori¬ 
cally credible, than is necessary to authenticate any event 
within tlie ordinary operation of visible agents. Were it 
not so, the many extraordinary tales respecting the astro, 
logers, and even the magicians of the middle ages, would 
now rest as recorded truth, instead of idle fiction, being 
supported by much more witness than we have to prove 
many received facts of greater importance. 
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Till the last century, the existence of what is called the 
second sight, amongst the Scots, was not doubted : even in 
the present day it is not disproved; and we can hardly 
wonder at our ancestors having given credence to the more 
ancient, more probable, more reasonable superstition of the 
fates of men being influenced by the stars, or at their 
believing that the learned and wise could see into futurity, 
when many in this more enlightened age imagine that 
some of the rude and illiterate possess the same faculty. 

It is not, however, my object here to defend long-gone 
superstitions, or to show that the predictions of the astro¬ 
logers were ever really verified, except by those extraordi¬ 
nary coincidences for which we cannot account, and some 
of which «very man must have observed in the course of 
his own life. That they were so verified on several occa¬ 
sions, is nevertheless beyond doubt; for it is not the case 
that, in the most striking instances of this kind, as many 
writers Jiave asserfed, the prediction, if it may be so called, 
was fabricated after its fulfilment. On the contrary, any 
one who chooses to investigate may convince himself that 
the prophecy was, in many instances,*enounc(^, and is still 
to be found fecorded by contemporary writers, before its 
accomplishment took place. As examples, might be cited 
the prognostication made by an astrologer to Henry the 
Second of France, that he should be slain in single combat; 
a thing so unlikely, that it became the jest of his whole 
court, but which was afterwards singularly verified, by his 
being accidentally killed at a tournament by Montgomery, 
captain of the Soottish guards. Also the prediction, by 
which the famous, or rather infamous, Catherine deMedicis, 
was warned that St. Germains should be the place of her 
death. The queen, fully convinced of its trutH^ neilfer 
from that moment set foot in town or palace which bore the 
fatal name; but in her last moments, her confessor being 
absent, a priest was called to her assistance, by mere acci¬ 
dent, whose name was St. Germains, and actudly held her 
in his arms during the dying struggle. 

These two instances took place about fifty years after 
the period to which this history refers, and may serve to 
sJiow how strongly rcoted in the minds of the higher classes 
c 3 
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was this sort of superstition, when even the revival of 
letters, and the diffusion of mental light, for very long did 
not seem at all to affect them. The habits and manners 
of the astrologers, however, underwent great changes; and 
it is, perhaps, at the particular epoch of which we are now 
writing, namely, the reigns of Henry the Eighth of 
England and Francis the First of France, that this sin¬ 
gular race of beings was in its highest prosperity. 

Before that time, they had in general affected strange 
and retired habits, and, whether as magicians or merely 
astrologers, were both feared and avoided. Some exceptions, 
however, must be made to this, as instances are on record 
where, even in years long before, such studies were pur¬ 
sued by persons of the highest dass, and won jjhem both 
love and admiration ; the most brilliant example of which 
was in the person of Tiphaine Raguenel, wife of the 
famous Constable du Guesclin, whose counsels so much 
guided her husband through his splendid career. 

The magicians and astrologers, however, which were 
scattered through Europe towards the end of the fifteenth 
century, and the beginning of that which succeeded, 
though few fn number, from many drcumstinces, bore a 
much higher rank in the opinion of the world than any 
who had preceded them. This must be attributed to their 
being in general persons of some station in society, of 
profound erudition, of courtly and polished manners, and 
also to their making but little pretension on the score of 
their supposed powers, and never any display thereof, 
except they were earnestly solicited to do so. 

There was likewise always to be observed in them a 
degree of eccentricity, if a habitual difference from their 
fe'low-heings might be so called, which being singular, but 
not obtrusive, gave them an interest in the eyes of the 
higher, and a dignity in the estimation of the lower classes, 
as a sort of beings separated by distinct knowledge and 
feeling from the rest of mankind. In dtose ages, a thou¬ 
sand branches of useful knowledge lay hid, like diamonds 
in an undiscovered mine ; and many minds, of extraordi¬ 
nary keenness and activity, wanting legitimate objects of 
research, after diving deep in ancient lore, and exhausting 
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^the treasures of antiquity, still unsated, devoted them* 
selves to those dark and mysterious sciences that gratified 
their imagination with aU the wild and the sublime, and 
gdned for them a reverence amongst tlieir fellow-creatures 
approaching even to awe. 

As we have said before, whatever was die reality of 
their powers, or however they contrived to deceive them¬ 
selves, as well as others, they certainly received not only 
the respect of the weak and vulgar, but if they used their 
general abilities for the benefit of mankind, they were sure 
to meet with the admiration and the friendship of the 
great, the noble, and the wise. Thus, the famous Earl of 
Surrey, the poet, the courtier, the most accompUshed gen¬ 
tleman anil bravest cavalier of* that very age, is known to 
have lived on terms of intimacy with Cornelius Agrippa, the 
celebrated Italian sorcerer, to whose renown the fame of 
Sir Cesar of England is hardly second, though early sor¬ 
rows, of the most acute kind, had given a much higher 
degree of wildness and eccentricity to the character of the 
extraordinary old man of whom we speak, than the ac¬ 
complished I|alian ever suffered to appear. , 

In many circumstances, there was still a great degree of 
similarity between them: both were deeply versed in 
classical litcrafbre, and were endowed with every elegant 
attainment ; and both possessed that wild and vivid ima¬ 
gination, which taught them to combine in one strange and 
heterogeiieous system the pure doctrines of Christianity, 
the theories of the Pagan philosophers, and the strange 
mysterious notions of the dark sciences Uiey pursued. 
Amongst many fancies derived from the Greeks, it seems 
certain that both Sir Cesar and Cornelius Agrijipa received, 
as an undoubted fact, the Pythagorean doctrine of^e 
transmission of the soi^ through various human bodies for 
a long period of existence, the spirit retaining, more or 
less, in different men, the recoUection of events which had 
occurred to them at other periods of being. 

One striking difference, however, existed between these 
two celebrated men. Cornelius Agrippa was all mildness, 
gentleness, and suavity; while Sir Cesar, irritated by the 
memory of much sorrow, was wild, vehement, and im- 



PARNLET. 


*52 

petuous ; ever striving to do good, it is true, but hasty and 
impatient under contradiction. The same sort of mental 
excitement hurried him on to move from land to land, and 
place to place, without seeming ever to pause for any length 
of time; and as he stood not upon the ceremony of intro¬ 
duction, but made himself known to whomsoever tile 
fancy of the moment might lead him, he was celebrated in 
almost every part of the world. 

So much as we have said seemed necessary, in order to 
give our readers some insight into the character of the ex¬ 
traordinary man whose history is strongly interwoven with 
the web of the present narrative, and to prevent its being 
supposed that he was an imaginary being devised for the 
nonce; but we shall now proceed with him in Siis proper 
person. 

“ Let us reason.” said Sir Cesar, breaking forth ab¬ 
ruptly, after he had ridden on with the young knight some 
way in silence — “ let us reason of nature and philosophy ; 
of things that are, and of things that may be; for I 
would fain expel from mj brain a crowd of sad thoughts 
and dark imaginings, lhat haunt the caverns of memory." 

“ I should prove but a slow reasoner," replied the 
young knight, “ when compared with one whose mind, if 
report speak truth, has long explored the deepest paths of 
science, and discovered-the full wealth of nature.” 

“ Nay, nay, my friend,” answered the old man, “ some¬ 
thing 1 have studied, it is true; but nature's full wealth 
who shall ever discover ? Look through the boundless 
universe, and you shall find that were the life of man ex¬ 
tended a thousand fold, and all his senses refined to the 
most exquisite perfection, and had his mind infinite faculty 
to fomprehend, yet the portion he could truly know would 
he to tlie great whole as one grain of sand to the vast 
foundation of the sea. As it is, man not only contemplates 
but few of Nature’s works, but also only sees a little part 
of each. Thus, when he speaks of life, he means but that 
which inspires animals, and never dreams that every thing 
has life—and yet it is so. Is it not reasonable to suppose 
that every thing that moves feels? and we cannot but cwi- 
chlde that every thing that feels has life. The Indian tree 
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that raises its branches when any living creature approaches 
Must feel, must have sensation; the loadstone that flies to 
its fellow must know, must perceive that that fellow is near. 
Motion is life ; and if viewed near, every thing would be 
found to have motion, to have life, to have sensation.” 

Sir Osborne smiled. “Then do you suppose,” demanded 
he, “ that all vegetables and plants feel?” 

“Nay, more, much more!” answered the old man. “ I 
doubt not that every thing in Nature feels in its degree, 
from the rude stone that die mason cuts to man, the most 
sensidve of substantial beings.” 

“ It is a bold doctrine,” said the young knight, who, 
willing to gain what insight he could into his companion’s 
character^ pressed him for a stiU farther exposition of his 
opinions, though at the same time he himself felt not a litde 
carried away by the energy of manner and rich modulation 
of tone with which the old man communicated his singular 
ideas. “ It is a tiold doctrine, and would seem to animate 
the wBole of Nature. Could it be proved, the world would 
acquire a glow of life, and activity of existence, where it 
now appears cold and silent.” • 

“ The wliole of Nature i* animated,” replied Sir Cesar. 
“ Life combined with matter is but a thousandth part 
of life existent. The world teems with spirits : the very 
air is thick with them. They dance in the sunshine, they 
ride upon the beams of the stars, they float about in the 
melodies of music, they nestle in the cups of the flowers ; 
and I am forced to believe that never a flower fades, or a 
beam passes avvay, without some being mourning the brief 
date of loveliness on earth. Doubt not, for this is true; 
and though no one can prove that matter is sensitive, yet it 
can be proved that such spirits do exist, and that iJley rtay 
be compelled to clothe themselves with a visible form. It 
can be proved, I say, and I have proved it,” 

“ I have heard the same reported of you,” replied Sir 
Osborne; “ when you, with the renowned Cornelius 
Agrippa, called up a spirit to ascertain what would be the 
issue of the battle of llavenna. Was it not so ?” 

“ Speak not of it!” cried the old man, “ speak not of 
it! In that battle fell the bright, the gallant, the amiable 
o 4 
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Nemours. Though warned by counsel, by prophecy, and 
by portend he would venture his life on that fatal battik, 
and fell. Speak not of it! But now to you and yours. 
Whither go you ?” 

“ My first care,” replied Sir Osborne, “ must be to seek 
my father, at whose wish I have now returned to England. 
To you, who know far more of me and mine than I ever 
dreamed that mortal here had heard, 1 need not say where 
my father dwells.” As he spoke, Sir Osborne drew up his 
horse, following the example of his companion, whose pal¬ 
frey bad stopped at a point where tlic road, separating into 
two branches, gave the traveller the option of proceeding 
either towards Canterbury or Dover, as his business or 
pleasure might impel. At the same time the youjtg knight 
fixed his eye upon the other's face, as if to ascertain what 
was passing in his mind, seeking, probably, thence to learn 
how far the old man’s knowledge really extended in respect 
to himself and his concerns. ' 

“ It is a long journey," said Sir Cesar thoughtfully, 
“ and't will take you near three weeks to travel thither and 
back. Much may bei lost or won in three weeks. You 
must not go.Hie on to Dover, and thence ■ to London : 
wait there till I give you farther news, and be sure that 
my news shall be of some avail.” ^ 

“ It cannot be,” answered Sir Osborne Maurice. “ Be¬ 
fore I take any step whatever, I must see my father; and 
though I doubt not that your advice be good, and your 
knowledge more than natural, I cannot quit my road, or 
wait in any place, till I have done the journey to which 
duty and affection call me.” 

“ Your own will then be your guide, though it be a bad 
one,” auwered Sir Cesar. “ But mark, I tell you^ if you 
pursue the road you are on, you will meet with danger, 
and will lose opportunity. My words are not wont to fall 
idly." 

“ Whatever danger may occur," replied Sir Osborne, 
*' my road lies towards London, and it shall not be easy to 
imp^e me on my way.” 

“ Ho ho! so headstrong!” cried the old knight. 
“ r God’s name, then, on! My palfrey goes too slow for 
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your young blood. Put spurs to your steed. Sir, and get 
■^ick into the perils, from which you will need ray hand 
to help you out. Spur, spur. Sir Knight ; and good speed 
attend you.” 

“ By your leave, then,” replied Sir Osborne, taking the 
old man at his word, and giving his horse the spur. “ Sir 
Cesar, I thank you for your kindness: we shall meet again, 
when I hope to thank you better; till then farewell!’’ 

“ Farewell, farewell!” muttered the old knight; “just 
the same as ever! If I remember right, he was killed in 
the first Punic war, for not taking the advice of Valerius 
the soothsayer; and though now his soul has passed 
through fifty different bodies, he is just as headstrong as 
ever." And with these sage reflections Sir Cesar pursued 
his way. 

Leaving him, however, to his own meditations, we must 
now, for some tijie, follow the track of Sir Osborne Mau. 
rice, yrhose horse bore him quickly along that same little 
tortuous road, in the midst of which we first encountered 
him. To say sooth, .some speed was necessary; for what¬ 
ever might be the cause that inducAl the yqung knight to 
linger at the cottage of old Richard Heartley, and whatever 
might have been Ae ideas that had occupied him during 
so long a revtrie, he had wasted no small portion of the 
day, between listening to the garrulity of the old man, 
thinking over the circumstances which that garrulity called 
up to memory, and conversing with the singular being 
from \^om he had just parted; and yet, within a mile of 
the spot where he had left the astrologer. Sir Osborne 
drew in his bridle, and, standing in the stirnip, looked 
round .him on both aides over the high bank of earth, 
which in that place flanked the road on either haffd. • 

After gazing round for a moment, and marking every 
trifling object with an attention whidt was far more than 
the scenery merited, from any apparent worth or pic¬ 
turesque beauty, he turned his horse into a small bridle¬ 
path, and riding on for about a mile, came in front of a 
mansion, which, even in that day, bore many a mark of 
venerable antiquity. 

A small eminence, at about five hundred yards’ distance 
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from it, gave him a full view of the building, as it rose 
upon another slight elevation, somewhat higher than tBat 
on which he stood. Through the trees, which filled up 
the intermediate space, was seen gliding a small river, that, 
meandering amongst the copses, now shone glittering in 
the sun, now hid itself in the shades, with that soothing 
variety, gay yet tranquil, placid but not insipid, which 
is the peculiar characteristic of the course of an English 
stream. The wind had fallen, the clouds had dispersed ; 
and the evening sun was shining out, as if seducing the 
early buds to come forth, and yield themselves to his 
treacherous smile, and all the choir of Nature was hymning 
its song of joy and hope in the prospect of delightful 
summer. Above the branches, which were yet scarcely green 
with the first downy promise of the spring, was seen rising 
high the dark octagon keep of Chilham Castle. It was a 
building of the old irregular Norman consfruction; and the 
architect, who probably had forgot that a staircase ws re¬ 
quisite till he had completed the tower, had remedied the 
defect, by throwing out from tlie east side a sort of square 
buttress, whic^ contaibed the means of ascending to the 
various stories of which it was composed, fin the west 
side of the keep, appeared a long mass of building of a 
still more ancient date, surrounded by strong- stone walls 
overgrown with ivy, forming a broken but pictuvesqvie 
line of architecture, stretching just above the tops of the 
trees, and considerably lower than the tower ; while a small 
detached turret was seen here and there, completing the 
castellated appearance of the whole. 

Sir Osborne paused, and gazed at it for five or ten mi. 
nutes in silence, while a variety of very opposite ex. 
pres4ions*'took possession of his countenance. Now, it 
seemed that the calm beauty of the scene filled him with 
thoughts of tranquillity and delight; now, that the view 
recalled some poignant sorrow, for something very bright 
rose and glistened in his eye. At last his brow knit into 
a frown, and anger seemed predominant, as, grasping the 
pommel of his sword with his left-hand, he shook his 
clenched fist towards the antique battlements of the castle, 
and then, as if ashamed of such vehemence of passion. 
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he turned his horse, and galloped l)8ck on the road he 
atme. 

The moment after he had again entered upon the road 
to Canterbury, a sudden change took place in the pace of 
his horse, and perceiving that he had cast a shoe, the 
young knight was forced, although the sun was now 
getting far west, to slacken his pace ,* for tlie lady who 
walked over the burning ploughshares would have found it 
a different story, had she tried to gallop over that road 
without shoes. Proceeding, therefore, but slowly, it was 
nearly dark when he rcaclied the little village of North- 
bourne, where, riding up to the smithy, he called loudly 
for the farrier. No farrier, however, made his appearance: 
all was silent, and as black as his trade ; and the only an¬ 
swer which Sir Osborne could procure was at length elicited 
from one of a score of boys, who, widi open eyes and 
gaping mouths, stood round listening unmoved for a quarter 
of an^hour, whilS the knight abjured the blacksmith to come 
forth and show himself. 

“ Can I have my horse shod here or not, little varlet ?” 
cried he at length to one of the most incorrigible starers. 

“Ye mr^, if ye loyke,” answered the boy, with that air 
of impenetrable stupidity which an English peasant boy 
can sometiinss get up when he is half frightened and half 
sullen. f 

“lie means ye moy if ye can,” answered another 
urchin, with somewhat of a more intellectual face; “ for 
Jenkiif Thumpum is up at the hostel shoeing the mer¬ 
chant’s beast, and Dame Winny, his wife, is gone to hold 
the lantern. He I he ! he !” 

“ Ha ! ha ! ha !” roared his companions, to whose mind 
Dame IVinny holding the lantern was a very gSod Joke. 
“ Ha! ha ! ha! wherever Jenkin Thumpum is, there 
goes Dame • Winny to hold the lantern. Ha! ha! 
ha!” 

“ But how far is it to the inn, my good boy ?” de¬ 
manded Sir Osborne. 

“ Oh, it’s for half an hour up the road ye see, replied 
the boy, who still chuckled at his own joke, and wanted 
fain to repeat it. 
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“ But are you sure the blacksmith is there ?" de¬ 
manded Sir Osborne. " 

“ Oy, oy !” replied the boy, “ as sure as eggs are bacon, 
if he’s not coming back again. So if ye go straight up 
along, you’ll meet Jenkin coming, and Dame Winny 
holding the lantern. Ha ! ha! ha 1" 


CHAPTER IV. 

** The flrtt, forgive my vorse if too diflfUse^ 

Performed the kitchen’s and the iiariour's use.” 

It was quite dark when Sir Osborne Maurice arrived at 
the gate of the hostel or inn, which consisted of a long 
row of low btdldings, running by the side of the road, with a 
straw-yard at the nearer end ; into this the traveller guided 
his horse by the light of a horn lantern, which was held 
by no other pprson th‘an Dame Winny herself, while her 
husband. Master Thumpum, pared the hoof of a stout 
gelding which stood tied to the stable-door. (Things 
were arranged difibrently in those days from \/hst they are 
now.) 

As soon as the good lady heard the sound of a horse s 
feet entering the court, she raised her melodious voice to 
notify to the servants of the house a traveller’s arrival. 

“ Tim Chamberlain ! Tim Chamberlain !” cried she, 
“ here’s a master on horseback.” 

The chamberlain, for by such sonorous title did he 
designat^imself, came forth at the summons, presenting 
not only the appearance of an ostler, but of a bad ostler 
too ; and after assisting the knight to dismount, he took 
from the saddle the leathern bags, which commonly ac¬ 
companied a traveller on a journey in those days, and 
running his hand over the exterior, with the utmost non¬ 
chalance, endeavoured to ascertain whether the contents 
w^re such aa might be acceptable to any of his good friends 
on the road. 
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Sir Osborne’s first care was of his horse, which he or- 
asred to be shod, for the purpose of proceeding immedi. 
ately ; but finding its foot somewhat tender, he at length 
determined upon passing the night at the inn, rather than 
injure an animal on which his farther journey greatly de. 
pended ; and leaving the chamberlain to examine his bags 
more at his leisure, he entered the kitchen, which was then 
the common room of reception. 

Night had by this time rendered the air chilly ; and the 
sight of a large fire, which greeted his eye as he pushed 
open the door, promised him at least that sort of reception 
for which he was most anxious, as he did not propose to him¬ 
self any great communion with those who might be within, 
'rise apartment was not very inviting in any other par¬ 
ticular than the cheerful blazing of the large logs of wood 
with which the eardi was strewed, for the floor was of 
battened mud, and the various utensils which hung round 
did qpt do great*credit to tlie hostess' housewifery. 

Much was the confusion which reigned amidst pans, 
kettles, pots, and plates ; and sundry were the positions of 
spits, gridirons, and ladles ; in short, it seemed as if the 
implements of cooking had all got drunk atW a hard, day’s 
work, and had tumbled over one another the best way 
they could in search of repose. From the large black 
rafters overhead, however, hung much that might gratify 
the eye of the hungry traveller ; for the kitchen seemed to 
serve for larder as well as drawing-room. There, might 
be seeti the inimitable ham of York, with manifold sides 
of bacon, and dangling capons, and cheeses store; and 
there, too, was the large black turkey, in its native plumes, 
with endless strings of sausages, and puddings beyond ac¬ 
count. Nor was dried salmon wanting, nor a net full of 
lemons, nor a bag of peas ; in a word, it was a very com¬ 
fortably garnished roof, and in some degree compensated 
for the disarray of the room that it overhung. 

In those days, the dose of evening was generally the 
signal for every traveller to betake himself to the nearest 
place of repose; and with his cirde round the fire, and 
his own peculiar chair placed in the most approved 
comer of Ae vast chimney, mine host of the inn seldom 
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expected the arrival of any new guest after dark. It was 
then, if his company were somewhat of his own degree, 
that he would tell his best story, or crack his best joke ; 
and sometimes even, after many an overflowing flaggon 
had gone round at the acknowledged expense of his guests, 
he himself too would club his tankard of toast and ale, for 
which, it is probable, he found suflicient means to make 
himself kindly reparation in some other manner.' 

In such course flowed by the moments at the inn, 
when Sir Osborne Maurice, pushing open the door of the 
kitchen, interrupted the landlord in the midst of an ex¬ 
cellent good ghost story, and made the whole of the rest 
of the party turn their heads suddenly round, and fix tlieir 
eyes upon the tall graceful figure of the young knight, as if 
he had been the actual apparition under discussion. 

The assembly at the kitchen fire consisted only of six 
persons. Mine host, as above stated, in his large arm. 
chair, was first in bulk and dignity. Whether it be or 
not a peculiar quality in beer to turn every thing which 
contains a great quantity of it into the shape and de¬ 
meanour of a tun, has often struck me as a curious question 
in natural phfiosophy; but certain it is that many inn¬ 
keepers, but more peculiarly the innkeeper in question, 
possess, and have possessed, and probably wip, possess, so 
long as such a race exists, the size, rotundity, profound¬ 
ness, and abhorrence of locomotion, which are considered 
as peculiar attributes of the above-named receptacle, as 
well as the known quality of containing vast quantities of 
liquor. Mine host was somewhat pale withal ; but sundry 
carbuncles illuminated his countenance, and gave an air of 
jollity to a face whose expression was not otherwise very 
amiable. 

Next to this dignitary sat a worthy representative of a 
race now, alas ! long, long extinct, and indeed almost un¬ 
recorded. 

Oh, could old Hall or Holinshed have divined that the 
Portingal captain would ever become an animal as much 
exfinct as the mammoth or the mastodon, leaving only a 
few scattered traces to mark the places through which he 
wandered, what long and elaborate descriptions sliould we 
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not have had, to bear at least his memory down to coming 
ages ! But in the days of those worthy writers, Portugal, 
or, as they wrote it, Portingal, was tiie land from which 
adventure and discovery issued forth over the earth, ay, 
and over the water too; and they never dreamt that the 
flourishing kingdom whose adventurous seamen explored 
every corner of the known world, and brought the fruits 
and treasures of the burning zone to the frigid regions of 
the north, would ever dwindle away, so as to be amongst 
the nations of Eurojie like a sprat in a shoal of herrings ; 
or certainly tliey would have given us a full and particular 
description of a Portingal captain, from the top of his head 
down to the sole of his shoe. 

Luckily, however, the learned Vonderbrugius has sup¬ 
plied this defect more to my purpose than any other 
writer could have done, not only by describing a Portingal 
captain in the abstract, but the very identical Portingal 
captain who thefe, and at that moment, sat by the fire¬ 
side. 

1 have already hinted that the learned Theban’s Latin 
is somewhat obscure, and I will owr* that the beginning of 
his definitidn rather puzzled me: “ CapiUmus Portinga- 
lennis est homo pedibus sex —" 

If was very easy to construe the first four words, like a 
boy at school: Capitanus Portingalensis, a Portugal cap¬ 
tain ; est homo is a man. That was aU very natural, but 
when it came to pedibus sex, with six feet, I was very 
much astonished, till I discovered that the professor meant 
thus elegantly to express that he was six feet high. 

But before I proceed with the particular account, it may 
be necessary to say a word or two upon the general history 
and qualifications of the Portingal captains of •liiat^ay. 
Portugal, as has been observed, was then the cradle of ad¬ 
venturous merchantmen ; tliat is to say, of men who 
gained an honest livelihood by buying and selling, fetch¬ 
ing and carrying, lying and pilfering, thieving wholesale 
and retail, swearing a great deal, and committing a little 
manslaughter when it was necessary. With these qualifi¬ 
cations it may well be supposed that the Portingal captains 
were known and esteemed in every quarter of the globe, 
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except America; and as they were daring, hardy, boasting 
fellows, who possessed, withal, a certain insinuating man¬ 
ner of giving little presents of oranges, lemons, nutmegs, 
cinnamon, &c. to the good dames of the bouses where 
they were well received, as well as of rendering every sort 
of unscrupulous service to the male part of the establish¬ 
ment, it may equally well be supposed that some few 
people shut them out of their houses, and called them 
“ thievish vagabonds,” while a great many took them in, 
and thought them “ nice, good-humoured gentlemen.” 

Freeholders of the ocean, their own country bound them 
by no very strict laws ; and if they broke the laws of any 
other, they took to their ship, which was generally near, 
and, like the Greenwich Pensioner, “ went to s<ifl again.” 
Speaking a jargon of all languages, accommodating them, 
selves to all customs, cheating and pilfering from all 
nations, and caring not one straw more for one country 
than another, they furnished the epitome,'’the beau ideal of 
a true citizen of the world. 

The specimen of this dignified race, who occupied a 
seat between mine host and hostess, was, as we have seen, 
six feet high* and what sailors would term*-broad over 
the beam. His neck was rather of the longest, and at the 
end of it was perched a mighty small hea4. whose front 
was ornamented with a large nose, two little dark twinkling 
eyes under a pair of heavy black brows, and a moutli of 
quite sufficient size to serve a moderate-minded pair. 
Any one who has heard of a red Indian may form some 
idea of his complexion, which would remind one of a 
black sheep marked with red ochre ; and from this rich 
soil sprang forth and flourished a long thin pair of 
mustachses, something after the Tartar mode. His dress 
was more tolerable than his face, consisting of a dark 
brown doublet, slashed with light green (much resem¬ 
bling a garden full of cabbage stocks), with tranks and 
hosen to correspond ; while in his belt appeared a goodly 
assortment of implements for catting and maiming, too 
numerous to be recited ; and between his legs, as he sat 
and rocked himself on his chair, he held bis long sword, 
with the point of which he ever and anon raked fresh 
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ashes round a couple of eggs that were roasting on the 
hearth. 

Smiling on this jewel of a captain, sat our landlady in 
the next chair, a great deal too pretty to mind the aiiairs of 
her house, and a great deal too fine to be very good. Now 
the captain was a dashing man, and though he did nut 
look tender, he looked tender things ; and besides, he was 
an old friend of the house, and had brought mine hostess 
many a little sentimental present from parts beyond tlie 
sea j so that she found herself justified in flirting with so 
amiable a companion by smiles and glances, while her 
rotund husband poured forth his ale-inspired tale. 

On the right hand of the hostess stood the cook, skewer, 
ing up % fine breast of house-lamb, destined for the rere 
supper of a stout old English clothier, Jekin Groby by 
name, who, placed in the other seat of honour opposite 
mine host, leaned himself back in a delicious state of 
drowsiness betwdfen sleeping and waking, just hearing the 
buzzin'g of the landlord’s story, with only sufficient appre¬ 
hension left to catch every now and then “ the ghost — the 
ghost," and to combine that idea with strange misty fanta¬ 
sies in his •sleep-embarrassed brain. The* sixth person 
was the turnspit-dog, who, freed from his Ixioniun task, 
sat on his ruryp facing bis master, on whose countenance 
he gazed with most sagacious eyes, seeming much more 
attentive to the talc than any one else but the cook. 

As 1 have said, Sir Osborne threw open the door some¬ 
what suddenly, startling all within. Every one thought it 
was the ghost. The landlord became motionless; the 
landlady screamed; the cook ran the skewer into her hand; 
the tumspiudog barked; Jekin Groby knocked his head 
against the chimney ; and the Portingal captain r^a 0 ^- of 
the eggs through the body with the point of his sword. 

It has been said that a good countenance is a letter of 
recommendation, and to the taste of mine hostess it wa-s 
the best that could be given. Thus, after she had finished 
her scream, and had time to regard the physiognomy of the 
ghost who threw open the kitchen-door, she liked it so 
much better than that of the Portingal captain, that she 
got up with her very best courtsey ; drew a settle to the fire 
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next to herself ; bade the turnspit hold his tongue ; and 
ordered Tim Chamberlain, who followed hard upon‘Sir 
Osborne’s footsteps, to prepare for his worship the tapestry- 
chamber. 

“■ I seem to have scared you all,” said Sir Osborne, 
somewhat astonished at the confusion which his entrance 
had caused. “ What is the matter ? ” 

Nay, marry, sir, ’twas nothing,” replied the landlady, 
with a sweet simper, “but a foolish ghost that my husband 
spoke of.” 

“ The foolish ghost has broke my head, I know," said 
Jekin Groby, rubbing his pole, which had come in contact 
with the chimney. 

“ Nay, then, the ghost was rude, as well a% foolish,” 
remarked Sir Osborne, taking his seat. 

“ Ha! ha! well said, young gentleman,” cried the 
honest clothier. “ Nay, now, 1 warrant thou hast a merry 
heart.” ‘ 

“ Thou wouldst be out,” answered Sir.Osborne : “ my 
heart’s a sad one and he added a sigh that showed there 
was some truth in what he said, tbdugh he said it lightly. 

“ They sa^o that thin doublets cover alwaj gay heart,” 
said the rortingal captain. “ Now, Senhor ! your doub¬ 
lets was not very thick, good youth.” , 

“ Good youth!” said Sir Osborne, turning towards the 
speaker, whom he bad not before remarked, and glancing 
his eye over his person, — “ Good youth ! what mean you 
by that, sir ? ” But as his eye fell upon the faee of the 
Portingal, his cheek suddenly reddened very high, and the 
glance of the other sunk as if quelled by some powerful 
recollection. “Oh! ho!” continued the knight, “a 
wo»d with you, sir and rising, he pushed away the settle, 
and walked towards the end of the room. 

“ Pray don’t fight, gentlemen! ” cried the hostess, 
catching hold of the skirt of Sir Osborne’s doublet. “ Pray 
don’t fight! I never could bear to see blood spilled. John 
Alesop! Husband! yen are a constable; don’t let them 
fight!” 

“ Leave me, dame; you mistake me. Wc are not going 

fight,” said Sir O.sboriie, leading her back to tlie fire; 
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“ I merely want to speak one word to this fellow. Come 
hefe, sir ! ” 

The Portingal captain had by this time risen up to his 
full height; but as he marched doggedly after the young 
knight, there was a swinging stoop in his long neck that 
greatly derogated from the dignity of his demeanour. Sir 
Osborne spoke to him for some time in a low voice, to 
which he replied nothing but “ Dios ! It's nothing to J ! 
Vary well! Not a word !” 

“ Jlcmember, then,” said the knight, somewhat louder, 
“ if 1 find you use your tongue more than your prudence, 
I will slit your ears ! ” 

“ Pan de Dios! you arc the only man that dare to say 
me so,” aiuttercd the captain, following towards the fire, 
at which the knight now resumed his seat, and where mine 
host was expatiating to .lekin Groby, the hostess, the cook, 
and the tumspit-dog, upon the propriety of every con¬ 
stable letting genllemen settle their differences their own 
way. “ For,” said he, “ what is the law made for ? Why, 
to punish the offender. Now, if there is no offence com¬ 
mitted, there is no offender. Themwould the law be of 
no use; tln^cfore, to make the law useful, one ought to 
let the ofl'ence be committed without intermeddling, which 
would Ire rendering the law of no avail.” 

“ Very true,” said his wife. 

“ Why, there’s something in it,” said Jekin Groby ; 
“ for when I was at court, the king himself ordered two 
gentlcnftn to fight. Lord a’ mercy, it seemed to mo cruel 
strange! ” 

“ Nay, when wert thou at court. Master Jekin?” de¬ 
manded the landlord. 

“ Why, have I ate iamb and drank ale at thy htfUse 
twice every year,” demanded the indignant clothier, “ and 
know’st thou not, John Alesop, that I am clothier, other¬ 
wise cloth merchant, to his most Gracious Grace King 
Henry ? And that twice he has admitted me into his dig¬ 
nified presence ? And once that I staid six weeks at the 
Palace at Westminster ? 'Oh, it is a prince of a king I 
Lord a* mercy, you never saw his like ! ” 

;t Nay, nay, I heard not of it,” replied the landlord. 
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“ But come. Master Jekin, as these gentlemen don’t seem 
inclined to tight, tell us all about the court, and those 
■whom you saw there, while the lamb is roasting.” 

The honest clothier was willing enough to tell his story, 
and, including even the knight, every one seemed inclined 
to hear him, except indeeil the Portingal captain, who was 
anxious to recommence his flirtation with Master Alesop's 
dame. But she, having by chance heard a word or two 
about slitting of ears, turned up her nose at her foreign 
inamorato, and prepared herself to look at Sir Osborne 
Maurice, and to listen to Jekin Groby. 

“ Oh, it is a prodigious place the court! ” said the 
clothier, '• a very prodigious place indeed. But, to my 
mind, the finest thing about it is the king himself. Never 
was such a king; so fine a man, or so noble in his apparel! 
I have seen him wear as many as three fresh suits a day. 
Then for the broidery, and the cloth of gold, and the cloth 
of silver, and the coats of goldsmiths’ work—there was a 
world of riches ! And amongst the nobles too, there was 
more wealth on their backs than in their hearts or their 


heads. I’ll warrant. •'I’lie nobility of the land is quite cast 
away, since the youngsters went to fetch back the Lady 
Mary from France, after her old husband the French king 
died. None but French silks worn; and. good English 
clodi, forsooth, is too coarse for their fine backs! And then 
spte French fashions, too, not only touch the doublet, but 
his e;t the vest, and the nether end; so that with chamfred 
by thar, and short French breeches, they make-such a 
Fortingafigure, that except it were a dog in a doublet, you 
glance of -.ee any so disguised as our young nobility.”* 
recollection. « good clothier proceeded, the Portingal had 
wo*id vslth you'e fidgetted on his seat, as if with some wiU 
and walked towa... the apartment; and at length had risen 
“ Pray don’t woceeding towards the door, when the eye 
catching hold of theaurice fixed upon him, with a sort of 
don’t fight! 1 neverts glance, which he seemed well to nn- 
Alesop! Husband l.out more ado, he returned to his settle, 
fight!” 


Leave me think, deserves another inverted comma to 

^ At , from some of the writers of that day. 1 forget ftom 

fight, saul Sir < 
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and showed as if he had merely risen to stretch the un¬ 
wieldy length of his legs by a turn upon the floor. 

In the meantime," Jekin Groby went on. 

“ It is a lewd age and a bad, I wot, and the next will 
be a worse, seeing that all our young gallants are so full of 
strange fantasies — that is not to say all, for there is the 
young Earl of Darby, God bless his noble heart! he is an 
honest one and a merry, and right English to the core. 
One day he meets me in the antechamber, where I had 
always leave to stand to see all the world go in and out, 
and he says to me, ‘ Honest Jekin Groby,’ says he, ‘ dost 
thou stand here in the anteroom waiting for my Lord 
(Cardinal’s place, if he should chance to die.^’ 'Nay, 
my good»Lord,’ I was bold to answer, ‘ I know that here 
1 am out of place, yet my Lord Cardinal's would not suit 
me.' So then he laughed. Why not ? ’ says he, ‘ for cer¬ 
tainly thou art of^the cloth.’—But hark ! they are crying 
in the,court.” 

The honest clothier was right, for sundry sounds began 
to make themselves heard in the court-yard, announcing 
the arrival of no inconsiderable party^ wliich^^if one might 
judge by th? vociferation of the servants, consisted of peo¬ 
ple that made some noise in the world. 

L’p started (nine host, as well as his rotundity would let 
him, — up started mine hostess, and out rushed the cook j 
while, at the same moment, a bustling lackey, with 
riding-whip in hand, pushed into the kitchen, exclaiming, 
" Wha^s this! what’s thig! But one tapestried room, and 
that engaged ? Nonsense! it must be had, and shall be 
had, for my young lady and her woman !" 

" A torch ! a torch ! ” cried a voice without. " This 
way, lady. The rain is coming on very hard ; tfe Shall 
be much better here.” 

All eyes turned towards the door with that anxious cu¬ 
riosity which every small body of human beings feels when 
another person is about to be added to the little world of 
the moment. But fastidious, indeed, must have been the 
taste that could have found any thing unpleasing in the 
form that entered. It was that of a sweet, fair girl, in the 
spring of womanhood: every feature was delicate and 
I) 3 
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feminine, every limb was small and graceful; yet with that 
rounded fulness which is indispensable to perfect beaflty. 
Her colour was not high, but it was fine; and when she 
found herself before so many strangers, it grew deeper and 
deeper, till it might have made the rose look pale — 1 
hate long descriptions. She was lovely, and I have said 
enough. 

By this time the hostess had advanced, and a venerable 
old man in a clerical robe had followed into the room, 
while mine host himself rolled forward to see what best 
could be done for the accommodation of the large party, 
that seemed willing to honour his inn with their presence. 

“ I heard something about the best chamber being en¬ 
gaged,” said the young lady, in a voice that sweetly cor. 
responderl with her person, at the same time turning half 
towards the hostess, half towards the clergyman. “ 1 beg 
that 1 may disturb no one! Any chamber will do for mo 
and my woman, if you think we cannot reach the .Manor 
to-night.” 

“ Ay! but if we can have the best chamber, I don't 
see why not, Jady,” sSid the lady’s maid, who by this time 
had followed. *' 

Sir Osborne Maurice advanced. “ If it is to me,” said 
he, “ that the best chamber has been assigntd, 1 shall feel 
myself honoured in resigning it to a lady, but infinitely 
more, if my memory serves me right, and that lady be 
Lady Constance de Grey.” 

“Good heaven. Master Osborne Maurice!” Said the 
lady, colouring again with evidently no very unpleasant 
feelings. “ I thought you were iir Flanders. When 
did-” 

Biit ^he had no time to finish her phrase, for the old 
clergyman cast himself upon Sir Osborne’s neck, and wept 
like a child. “ My dear Osborne,” cried he, “ how ? 
when ? where ? — But I am a fool — how like you have 
grown to your dear lady mother ! — Pardon me, my lord— 
I mean, sir — I don’t know what I’m talking of. But 
yon know you were my first pupil, and like my child — 
and I never thouglit to see you t^ain before my old eyes 
‘w»te covered with the dust. Alack! alack! what a fine 
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man tlion art grown! ’Tis just five years, come May, 
since you came to take leave of me at the house of this my 
honoured lady’s father; and mind you how you taught 
her to shoot with the bow, and how pleased my good lord 
her father was to see you ?” 

“ I have not forgot one circumstance of the kind hos- 
jntality 1 then received,” said Sir Osborne, “ and never 
shall, so long as I have meniory of any thing.” 

“ Ay, but she has lost the archery,” said the old clergy¬ 
man. “ She has lost it entirely.” 

” liut 1 have not lost the bow, Master Osborne,” said 
the lady, with a smile: “ I have it still, and shall some 
(lay relearn to draw it.” 

There tvas a strange dift'ereiice between the manner of 
the clergyman and that of the lady, when addressing the 
young knight. Lady (Constance evidently saw him with 
pleasure ; but she^eemed to feel, or to suppose, that there 
existed, between them a diff'erence of rank, which made 
some reserve on her jtart necessary ; while, on the contrary, 
the old man gave way to unlimited joy at meeting with his 
former pupil, though (jualified by in air of respect and 
deference, wliicli mingled strangely with the expressions of 
fondness that he poured forth. 

By this time, the host and hostess having removed from 
the fire, and the Portingal captain having quietly slipped 
away in the bustle, no one remained near it but Jekin 
Groby; and he not being very terrific of aspect, Lady Con¬ 
stance flaced her.self in one of the vacant seats, tiU such 
time as her chamber should hu prepared. Sir Osborne 
wrung the old tutor’s hand affectionately, and whispered, 
while he followed to the side of Lady Constance, “ 1 have 
a world to say to you, and much upon which to ^rSuIt 
you.” 

“Good, good!” replied the old man, in the same sub¬ 
dued tone, “ when the lady has retired." 

Having seated themselves round the fire, the conversation 
was soon renewed, especitdly between the tutor and' Sir 
O.sborne. Lady Constance sometimes joining in, witli her 
sweet musical voice, and her gentle engaging manner, and 
sometimes falling into deep reveries, which seemed not of 
11 4 
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the happiest nature, if one might judge by the grave, and 
even sad cast, that her countenance took, as she fixed “her 
eyes upon the embers, and appeared to study deeply the 
various forms they offered to her view. 

In the meantime, the clergyman gradually engaged Sir 
Osborne to detail some of the adventures which he had 
met with during the five years that he had served in the 
Imperial army, then combating in Flanders ; and there he 
spoke of “ moving accidents by flood and field, of hair¬ 
breadth 'scapes in the imminent deadly breach/’ and of 
much that he bad seen, mingled witli some small portions 
of what he himself had done ; and yet when he told any of 
his own deeds that had met witli great success, he took 
care to attribute all to high good fortune and* a happy 
chance. It was tlms, he said, that, by a most lucky coin¬ 
cidence, he happened to take two standards of the enemy 
before the eyes of the late Emperor M|ximilian, who, as 
a recompence, honoured him with knighthood from his 
own sword. 

Indeed 1” exclaimed Lady Constance, waking from her 
reverie, “ thep I do congratulate you most sincerely. The 
road to fortune and to fame is now open to you. Sir 
Osborne, and I feel sure — 1 know that you will reach the 
goal.” 

'' A thousand thanks, lady, for your good augury,” re. 
plied the knight ; “ nor do 1 lack hope, tliough there are 
so many competitors in the field of fame that the difficulty 
of winning renown is increased. In the array df Flan¬ 
ders, there is many an aspirant with whom it is hard to 
contend.” 

“ True,” replied Lady Constance; “ but even that makes 
the‘^ntention more honourable. Oh! we have heard of 
that army, and its feats of arms, even here. We cannot 
be supposed to have received the names of all those who 
have done high deeds; but they say that the young Lord 
Darnley, the son of the unhappy Earl Fitzbemard, is 
realizing the tales of the knights of old. You must have 
met him. Sir Osborne Maurice. Do you know him ?” 

“ I cannot say that I know him well,” replied the 
knight, “though we have served long in the same army. 



BARKLEY. 41 

Hf has gained some renown, it is trae, but there are many 
men at arms as good as he.” 

“ I know not well why,” said Lady Constance after a 
pause, but I have always been much interested in that 
young gentleman’s history. The unexpected, and seem¬ 
ingly undeserved, train of misfortunes that fell upon his 
house, and the accounts that all men give of his gallantry 
and daring, his courtesy and accomplishments, have made 
him quite one of my heroes of romance.” 

TTliether it be true that very high praises of another 
will frequently excite some small degree of envy, even in 
the most amiable minds, matters not; but Sir Osborne did 
not seem very easy in his chair while Lady Constance 
recited fhe high qualities of his companion in arms. “ 1 
have heard,” replicil he at length, “ that die fame which 
Lord Darnley has acquired, either justly or unjusdy, has 
even reached theaears of our sovereign lord the king, and 
has worked much in favour of those claims which his 
family make to their forfeited estates. It is well known 
that his grace is the flower of this world’s chivalry ; and 
as the youQg lord is somewhat skilful in th$ tournois, and 
at the barriers, the king has, I hear, expressed a wish to see 
him, which, if he should come over, may turn favourably 
to his cause."* 

“ God grant it may !” said Lady Constance; “ although 
I have never seen the young gentleman, and though the 
person who now holds his estates is cousin to my deceased 
father.^-” 

“ Good God! is it possible ?” exclaimed Sir Osborne, 
“ that my lord your father is dead ? But I might have 
divined it from seeing you here alone.” 

Lady Constance sighed. “ I am indeed alone in aS the 
world,” said she. “ My father has been dead diese three 
years. My Lord Cardinal Wolsey claims me as ward of 
the Crown; and as I am now in my one-and-twentieth 
year, he calls me to a place I hate—tlie court. Knowing 
no one there, loved of no one there, 1 shall feel like an 
inexperienced being in a sad strange world. But when the 
time comes that 1 may command my own actions, if they 
will ever let me do so, 1 will return to my father’s halls. 



and Jive amongst my own tenantry. But to change a 
})ainful subject—tny good father,” she continued, turning 
to the clergyman, " were it not well to send a messenger to 
Sir Payan VV^ileton, to let him know that we shall not 
arrire at his house to-night, though we will take our fore¬ 
noon meal with him to-morrow ?” 

The old clergyman seemed somewhat embarrassed. “ I 
know not what to do,” said he. “ 'Twould he better not 
to go at all,—yet what can be done? You promised to 
go as you went to London, and one ought always to keej> 
one’s promise. So what can the lady do ?” And he turned 
abruptly to Sir Osborne, not so much as if he asked his 
advice, as if he made him an apology. 

Why, the lady had certainly better keep he^ word,” 
answered Sir Osborne, witli a smile; “hut you know, my 
good old friend, that I cannot judge of the circumstances.” 

“ Ay, true; I forgot,” answered the otW. “ She must 
go, I am afraid, though she knows what the man i»>, and 
<IisUkes him as much as any one-” 

At this moment the chamberlain entered, with Lady 
Oonstance’s woman, announcing that the tapestj-y chamber 
was now warmed and lighted; and the young lady left 
them, with many apologies to Sir Osborne for depriving 
him of his apartment. 

“ I warrant you, madam,” said Tim Chamberlain, “ his 
worship will be well lodged; for ’tis but the next room to 
that he had, and 'tis all as good, bating the tapestry.” 

“ I am a soldier, lady,” said Sir Osborne, “ and not 
much accustomed to tapestry to my chamber, without it be 
the blue hangings of the sky, spangled with the starry 
broidery of heaven ; but, in truth, I wish they had given 
me but a tramper’s garret, that I might at least have had 
some merit in giving up the room.” 

As the honest clothier, Jekin Groby, who was little 
heedful of ceremony, still sat by the fire, though appa¬ 
rently dipped deeply in the Lethean stream of an afternoon’s 
doze, the conversation of Sir Osborne Maurice with his old 
tutor could not be so private as they could have wished, 
especially as the cook and the chamberlain were bustling 
atout laying fortli a table for the rere supper, and two or 
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three lackeys who had accompanied the litter of Lady 
Constance were running in and out, endeavouring to make 
as much noise as possible about notliing. However, they 
found an opportunity to appoint a place of meeting in 
London, to which both were journeying, and it was 
agreed that the first arrived should there wait for the 
other. Many questions concerning the state of England 
did Sir Osborne ask of the old man, for whom he seemed 
to entertain both reverence and love; and deeply did he 
ponder all the answers he received. Often also did the 
tutor look anxiously in the face of the young knight, and 
often did Sir Osborne return it with the same kind of 
hesitating glance, as if there were some .subject on which 
they both* wished to speak, yet doubted whether to begin. 

At length Sir Osborne spoke out, more to the clergyman’s 
thoughts than his w’ords. “ We will talk of all that here¬ 
after in London,”^said he; “ ’tw'ere too long to expose now. 
But tgll me one thing: know you, my good father, a 
celebrated man called in Italy C'esario il dotto ? — Is he to 
be tru.sted ? P’or I met with him to-day, when he much 
astonished me, and much won upon my opinion ; but I 
knew not hSw far I might confide in him, though he is 
certainly a most extraordinary man.” 

“ Trust yo«r life in his hands!” exclaimed the tutor. 

“ He is your father's best and dearest friend, and never has 
he ceased his efforts to serve him. We used much to dis¬ 
pute, for I am bound by my calling to hold his studies as 
evil ; Mbt certainly his knowledge was wonderful, and his 
intentions were good. God forgive him if he err in his 
opinions ! as in truth he does, holding strange fantasies of 
many sorts of spirits, more than the church allows, with 
various things altogether heretical and vain. I 

have said, trust him with your life, if it be necessary; for 
he is a true friend and a good man, although his knowledge 
and his art be altogether damnable and jrofane.” 

" ’Tis strange I never heard ray father name him,” said 
Sir Osborne. 

“ Oh! ho bore another name once,” replied the tutor, 
“which he changed when he first gave himself to those 
dangerous studies that have since rendered him so famous. 
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It is a custom among such men to abjure their name; bu. 
he had another reason, being joined in a famous conspiracy 
some thirty years ago.” 

“ Why,” said Sir Osborne, “ he does not seem a very 
old man now.” 

“ He is fully eighty," replied the clergyman; “ and there 
is the wonder, for he seems never to change. For twenty 
years he was absent from England, except when he came to 
be present at your birth. At length every body had for¬ 
gotten him but your father, and lie is now only known by 
the name of Sir Cesar, Yet, strange as it may seem, he is 
received and courted by the great; he knows the secrets and 
affairs of every one, and possesses niucii influence even in 
the court. It is true I know his former name, but under 
so strict a vow to conceal it, that it can never pass my 
lips.” 

“ But how came he present at my birth demanded Sir 
Osborne, whose curiosity was now highly* excited. ^ 

“ He came to calculate your nativity,” replied the 
tutor, which he did upon a scroll of parchment-” 

“ Fifty-six yards long by three yards broail,” said Jckin 
Groby, waking, “ which makes just one hundred and sixty 

eight,—yaw-Bless me, I forgot. Is supper ready ? 

Host, host! Cook, serve quick, and these gentles will 
take a bit of my lamb, I am sure.” 

“ I thank you, good sir,” said the knight, “but I must 
to bed, for I ride betimes to-morrow.” 

“ So do 1 faith,” said the clothier; “and by your leave. 
Sir Knight, I’ll ride with you, if you go toward Lunnun, 
for my bags are well lined, and company's a blessing in 
these days of plunder and robbery.” 

With all my heart,” replied Sir Osborne ; “ so that you 
have your horse saddled by half-past five, we will to 
Canterbury together.” 

“ Well, I’ll be ready. I’ll be ready,” said the clothier ; 

“ but sure you’ll stay and taste the lamb and ale ? See 
how it hisses and crackles! Oh 'tis a rare morsel, a neck 
of lamb ! Stay, stay.” 

“ I thank you, ’tis not possible,” replied the knight: 

“ Good night, my excellent old friend," he continued. 
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pressing the tutor’s hand. “ We shall soon meet, then, at 
the* house of your relation Doctor Butts: till then, fare¬ 
well ! ” 


CHAPTER V. 


“ You have the capfjvM, 

Who were the opiKimtea of this day's strife; 

We do require them of you, so to use them 
Ag we shall Hiid their merits and our safety 
May equally detenniuc.” 

SUAKfiPEARE. 

» 

The chamber of Sir Osborne Maurice was next to that of 
Lady Constance de Grey, and from time to time he could 
hear through the partition the sweet murmuring of her 
voice, as she spdke to the woman who undressed her. 
Whatever were the thoughts those sounds called up, the 
young solilier did not sleep; but lay pondering over his 
fate, his brain troubled by a host of Jbusy meditations that 
would not itx him rest. 11 was not that he hither was in 
love with Lady Constance, or fancied himself in love with 
her, though hg neither wanted ardour of feeling nor quick¬ 
ness of imagination ; and yet he thought over all she said 
with strange sensations of pleasure, and tried to draw the 
graceful outline of her figure upon the blank darkness of 
the night. And Uien again be called up the fortnight that 
he spent some five years before at the mansion of her 
father, when he had gone thither to bid farewell to his old 
tutor ; and he remembered every little incident as though 
’twere yesterday. Still all the while, he never drettwiMl of 
love. He gave way to those thoughts as to a pleasant 
vision, which filled up sweetly the moments till sleep 
should fall upon his eyelids ; and yet he found that the 
more he thought in such a train, the less likely was he to 
slumber. At length the idea of the Portingal captain 
crossed his mind, and he strove to fix at what moment it 
was that that worthy had quitted the kitchen of the inn, 
by recalling the last time he positively had been there. 
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He tried, however, in vain, and in tlie midst of the en¬ 
deavour he fell asleep. 

The snn had fully risen by the time Sir Osborne woke; 
and hndinp; himself later than he had intended, he dressed 
himself hurriedly and ran down to the court, where he 
met the honest clothier, already prepared to set out. His 
own horse, thanks to the care of Jekin Oroby, had been 
accoutred also; and as nothing remained for him to do 
but to pay his reckoning and depai t, all was soon ready, 
and the travellers on the road. 

“ Ah ! ha ! Sir knight,” said the clothier, with good- 
humoured familiarity, as Sir Osborne sprung into the 
saddle, “ what would they say in camp if it were known 
that Jekin Groby, tbe Kentish clothier, was in •the field 
before you ? Ila ! ha ! ha ! that’s good. And you talked, 
too, of being oft" by cock-crow. Lord ’a mercy ! poor old 
chanticleer has almost thrown his own neck with crowing, 
and you never heeded his piping.” ’ 

“ 1 have been very lazy,’’ said the knight, “ and know 
not, in truth, how it has happened. lint tell me, honest 
master Groby, did you remark last night at what hour it 
was that the vagabond I’ortingallo took his departure ?” 

“ AVhy, 'twas just nhen my young lady. Mistress Con¬ 
stance, came in,” said the clothier ; “ he ^slipped away, 
just as I’ve scon a piece of cloth slip off a shelf, fold by 
fold, so quietly that no one heard it, till, flump! it was all 
gone together. lint, bless us,” he continued, “ how 
comical ! our horses are both of a colour. Nevs-r did 1 
see such a match, only mine has got a white foot, which is 
a pity. Bought him in Yorkshire when ] went down 
after the cloth. Them damned cheats, however, painted 
me'^hlk-' white foot, and ’twas not till I’d had him a 
week that I saw his foot begin to change colour. Vast 
cheats in Yorkshire. Steal a man’s teeth out of his head 
if he sleeps with his mouth open.” 

" It is a good horse,though,” said Sir Osborne, “rather 
heavy in the shoulder. But it is a good strong horse, and 
would bear a man at arms well I dt'ubt not.’’ 

Jekin Groby was somewhat of a judge in horseflesh, 
notwithstanding bis having been gulled by the Yorkshire 
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jockeys; and what was more, he piqued himself upon hii 
knowledgc, so that he soon entered upon a strain of con¬ 
versation with Sir Osborne which could only be interesting 
to connoisseurs. This continued some way as they trotted 
along the road, which offered no appearance of any thing 
bearing the human form divine, till they came to a spot 
where the way had been cut between two high banks, 
formed of chalky soil mingled with veins of large flints. 
On the summit of one of these banks was perched a man, 
who seemed lookiiig out for something, as he stood motion, 
less, gazing down the road towards them. Upon his 
shoulder he carried a pole, or staft’, as it was called, some 
thirteen feet long, with a sharp iron head, such as was fre. 
quently c}jrri<'d by the people of the country in those days, 
serving both as a means of aggression or defence, and as a 
sort of leaping jailc wherewith they cleared the deej) 
ditches by which the country was in many parts inter, 
sccted. 'J’he mJn himself was ajiparently above the 
ordinafy height. M'hoever he was, and whatever was his 
occupation, no sooner did he sec tire travellers, than de. 
scending the bank by means of the .veins of flint, which 
served him »as steps, he ran on as hard as he could, and 
tlien turning off through a little stile, was seen proceeding 
rapidly across Held Ireyond. 

“ Did you remark that fellow with his long pole ?" de- 
inandcd Sir OslKtrne. “ \V''e have frightened him : look, 
he runs! ’ 

“ Ho,is vexed to see more than one at a time. Sir 
Knight,” replied Jekin (Jroby. “God’s fish! lam glad 
I had yonr worship with me.” 

“ Why he can mean us no harm,” said Sir Osborne 
“ The moment a man flies, he changes from yoar-JWttiny 
and becomes his own. Hut that fellow was evidently 
looking out for some one : now if he know not that you 
are travelling here with your bags well lined, as you ex¬ 
press it, which doubtless you are too wise a man to give 
notice of to every one, he cannot be watching for «#, for 
my plunder would not be worth his having. I rather 
thii'.k that he is some fellow hawking fowl, by tlje long 
staff he has on his shoulder." 
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“ It may be so," replied the cloth-merchant. “ One is 
bound to think charitably, and never to judge rashly ; 
but i’faith, I am mistaken if he is not a vast rogue. As to 
their not knowing that my bags are pretty full of angels, 
trust tliem for that. No one is robbed without the consent 
of the chamberlain or hostler where last he lodged. The 
moment you are off your beast, they whip you up your 
cap-case or budget, as it may happen ; and if they can’t 
find out by the weight, they give it a shake, after such a sort 
as to make the pieces jingle. Then again, as for his pole 
or staff, as you term it, those fellows with their staves are 
so commonly known for robbery on the road, that no 
honest man rides without his case of dags at his saddle¬ 
bow, or something of the kind to deal with tliem out of 
reach of their pike, which sort of snapper, truly, I see your 
worship has got as well as myself." 

“ oh, you need not fear them,” said Sir Osborne, some-’ 
what amused at the alarm of the clothierj though willing to 
allay it. “You are a stout man, and 1 am not 4mte a 
schoolboy.” 

“ Oh, I fear them.! I don’t fear them,” rejdied Jekin, 
affecting a virtue which he had not; for though, in truth, 
not very sensible to fear of a mere ])ersonal nature, yet his 
terror at the idea of losing his angels was ipost jtious and 
exemplary. “ A couple of true men are worth forty of 
them ; and besides, the fellow has run away. So now to 
what I was telling your worship about the horse. He 
cleared the fence and the ditch on t’other side ,* ,})ut then 
there was again another low fence, not higher, nor — let 
me see — not higher nor — Zounds ! there’s Longpole 
again! — Lord how he runs! He’s a poaching, sure 
enc.'.„l'.-But to continue. 

During the next mile’s journey, the same occurrence 
was repeated four or five times, fill at last the appearance 
of tile man with the staff, whom Jekin Groby had by this 
time christened Longpole, was hardly noticed either by the 
knight or his companion. In the meantime the horsemen 
proceeded but slowly, and at length reached a spot where 
the high bank broke away, and the hedge receding left a 
small open space of what appeared to be common ground. 
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Its extent perhaps might be half an acre, lying in the form 
of aMecrcasing wedge between two thick hedges, full of 
leafless stunted oaks, terminated by a clump of larger trees, 
which probably hung over a pond. Thus it made a sort 
of little vista, down which the eye naturally wandcretl, 
resting upon all the tranquil homely forms it presented, 
with perhaps more pleasure than a vaster or a brighter 
scene could have afforded. Sir Osborne looked down it 
for a moment, then suddenly reined in his horse, and 
poiitting with his hand, cried to Jekin Oroby, who was a 
little ill advance, “ 1 see two men hiding behintl those trees, 
and a third there in the hedge. Gallop quick; 'tis an 
ambush.” 

The clothier instantly spurred forward his horse; but 
his passage was closetl by two sturdy fellows, armed with 
the sort of staves which had obtained for their cotnpaiiioti 
the name of l.ongpole. Animated with the same courage 
in defence of his angels that inspires a heti in protection of 
her chickens, Jekin Oroby tlrcw forth his dags, or horse- 
pistols, and, witli the bridle in his teeth, aimed one at the 
head of each of his antagonists. The aggressors jumped 
aside, and, tifould probably have let him pass, had he not 
attempted too boldly to follow up his advantage. He 
pulled the triggers—the hammers fell, but no report ensued; 
and it was then he felt the folly of not having well ex¬ 
amined his arms teforc he left the inn. 

In tlie meanwmle Sir Oshprne Maurice was not unem¬ 
ployed. ‘At the same moment that Jekin Groby had been 
attacked, a man forced his way through the hedge, and 
opposed himself to the knight, while sundry others has¬ 
tened towards them. Sir Osborne’s first resource was his 
pistol, which, like those of the clothier, had been taiifpifted 
witli at the inn. But the knight lost not his presence of 
mind, and spurred on his horse even against the pike. The 
animal, long accus.tomed to combat where still more deadly 
weapons were employed, reared up, and with a hound 
brought the knight clear of the staff, and within reach of 
his adversary, on whose head Sir Osborne discharged such 
a blow with the butt.end of his pistol as laid him senseless 
on the ground. 
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With a glance of lightning, he aaw that at least a dozen 
more were hurrying up, and that the only chance left "was 
to deal suddenly with the two, who were now in a fair 
way to pull the clothier off his horse, and having despatched 
them, to gallop on with ail speed. Without loss of a mo¬ 
ment, therefore, he drew his sword and spurred forward. 
One of honest Jekin’s assailants instantly faced about, 
and with his pike rested on his foot steadfastly opposed 
the cavalier. However, he was not so dexterous in the use 
of his weapon, that Sir Osborne could not by rapidly 
wheeling his horse obtain a side view of the pike, when by 
one sweeping blow of his long sword he cleft it in twain. 
One moment nwre, and the unhappy pikeman’s head and 
shoulders would haye parted company, for an arm of iron 
was swaying the edge of the weapon rapidly towards his 
neck, when suddenly a powerful man sprang upon the 
knight's horse behind, and pinioned his arms with a force, 
which, though it did not entirely disable him,,saved tlic 
life of his antagonist. 

Using a strong effort. Sir Osborne so far disengaged his 
arms as to tljrow lack the pommel of his sword into the 
chest of this new adversary, who in a moraeiit was rolling 
in the dust; but as he fell, another sprang up again behind 
the knight, and once more embarrassed hi- arm^ others 
seized the horse's bridle, and others pressed upon him on 
every side. Still Sir Osborne resisted, but it was in vain. 
A cord was passed through his arms, a^ gradually tight¬ 
ened behind, in spite of his struggling, where bcittg tied it 
rendered all farther efforts useless. 

Hitherto not a word had been spoken by either party. 
1 1 seemed as if, by mutual understanding, the attacking 
and' tne attacked had forborne any conversation upon a 
subject which th%y knew could not be decided by words. 

At length, however, when they hail pulled Sir Osborne 
Maurice off his horse, and placed him by the side of Jekin 
Groby, who had now long Ixjen in the same situation, the 
tallest of the party, evidently no other than the agreeable 
gentleman who had watched them along the road with such 
peculiar care, and whom we shall continue to call Long- 
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pole, advanced, holding his side, which was still suffering 
from* the pommel of Sir Osborne’s sword, and, after re. 
garding them both, he addressed himself to the knight with 
much less asperity than might have been expected from 
the resistance he had met with. “ Thou hit’st damned 
hard!” said he; “ and I doubt thou hast broken one 
of my ribs with thy back.heave. Howsoever, I know 
not which of you is which, now I’ve got you. Faith, 
they should have described me the men, not the horses; 
both the horses are alike.” 

“ Is your wish to rob us or not ?” said Sir Osborne; 
“ liecause, in robbing us both, you are sure to rob the 
right. Only leave us our horses, and let us go ; for to cut 
our throatss will serve you but little.’’ 

“ If I wished to rob thee, my gentleman,” answered 
Longpole, “ I’d cut thy throat too, for breaking my com¬ 
panion’s head, who lies there in the road as if he were 
dead, or,rather as it he were asleep, for he’s snoring like the 
fathcr-hog of a large family, the Portingallo vagabond! 
However, I’ll have you both away ; then those who 
sent to seek you will know which it iif they wjnt. Hollo 
there ! knoclf that fellow down that’s lingering the bags. 
If one of you touch a stiver. I’ll make your skins smart 
for it.” ^ • 

“ I see several Portingals,” said Sir Osborne, “ or 1 mis¬ 
take. Is it not so ?” 

“ Ay, Portingals and Dutchers, and such like mixed,” 
replied Lftngiiole. “ But come, you must go along." 

A light now broke upon the mind of Sir Osborne. 
“ Listen,” cried he to the Englishman, as he was preparing 
to lead them away ; “ how comes it that you Englishmen 
join yourselves with a beggarly race of wandering '^a- 
bonds, to revenge the quarrel of a base-Wbm Portingallo 
captain upon one of your own countrymen Give me but 
a moment, and you shall hear whether he did not deserve 
the punishment I inflicted.” 

Longpole seemed willing to hear, and one or two others 
came round; while the rest employed themselves in quiet, 
ing the knight’s horse, that, finding himself in hands he 
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was unaccustomed to, began plunging and kicking most 
violently. 

“ I will be short,” said the knight. “ This Portingal 
had agreed to furnish a cargo of fruits to the Imperial 
army in Flanders ; ’tis now two years ago, for we had a 
malignant fever in the camp. He got the money when 
they were landed, and was bringing them under a small 
escort, which I commanded, when we found our junction 
cut off by the right wing of the enemy’s army, which had 
wheeled. 'I’he greatest exertion was necessary to pass round 
through a hollow way ; the least noise, the least flutter of 
a pennon, would have betrayed ns to the French out-posts, 
who were not more than a bow-shot from us; when our 
Portingal stopped in the midst, and vowed he Jwould not 
go on, uidess I promised to pay him double for the fruit, 
and not to tell any body of what he had done. I f I had ran 
my lance through him, as I was tempted, his companions 
would have made a noise, and we were lost; so I was 
obliged to promise. He knew he could trust the word of 
an English knight, so he went on quietly enough, and got 
his money; Jbut theif I took him out into a field, and, after 
a struggle, I tied, him to a tree, and lashed‘iiim with my 
stirrup leathers till his back was flayed. He was not 
worth a knight’s sword, or I would have swep^is head 
off. But tell me, is it for this a party of Ei^ishmen 
maltreat their countrymen ? ” 

“ You served him right, young sir,” answered Long- 
pole ; ‘'and I remember that malignant fever well, for I 
was then fletcher to Sir John Pechie’s band of horse 
archers. But, nevertheless, you must come along ; for the 
Por^gallo and his men only lend a hand in taking you to 
SirTayan Wileton, who tells us a very different story, and 
does not make you out a knight at all.” 

Sir Osborne replied nothing (for it seemed that the 
name of Sir Payan Wileton showed him reply was in vain), 
but suffered himself to be led on in silence by Longpole and 
five of his stoutest companions, while the rest were directed 
to follow with Jekin Groby and the two horses, as soon as 
the Portuguese, whom the knight had stunned, should be 
in a fit state to be removed. 
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For some way Sir Osborne was conducted along the 
high road without any attempt at concealment on the part 
of those who guarded him ; and even at a short distance 
from the spot where the affray had happened, they stopped 
to speak with a carter, who was slowly driving his team on 
to the village. “ Ah ! Dick,” said he, addressing Longpolt; 
“ what hast been at 

“Why, faith,” answoretl the other, “ I don’t well know. 
It’s a job of his worship’s. You know he has queer 
ways with him ; and when he tells one to do a thing, one 
knows well enough wliat the Iteginning is, but what the 
end of it is to be no one knows but himself. He says that 
this gentleman is tlie man that excited the miners on his 
Cornish lands to riot and insurrection; and a deal more, so 
that he will have him taken. He don't look it, does he.> 
If it had been to-morrow. I’d not have gone upon the 
thing, for to-day t»y sworn service is out.” 

“ Ay»! ay ! ” said the other, “ ’tis hard to know Sir 
Payan. Howsomdcvcr, he has got all the land round 
about, one way or t’other, and every thing must yield to 
him ; for nojjne ever withstood him Wt whaa some mis¬ 
chance fell upon him. Mind you how when young 
Davors went to law with him, and gained his cause, about 
seven ao»es’ fielfl, he was drowned in the pond when out 
hawking not a year after. Do not cross him, man ! do 
not cross him ! For cither God’s blessing or the devil’s is 
upon hin^ and you’ll come to harm some way if you do.” 

“ I’ll not cross him, but I’ll leave him,” said Longpole ; 
“ for I like neither what I see or hear of him, and less 
what I do for him. So, fare thee well, boy.” 

Sir Osborne Maurice had fallen into a profound reyjerie, 
from which he did not awake during the whole of the way. 
The astrologer’s prediction of approaching evil, and a 
thousand other circumstances of still more painful presage, 
came thronging upon his mind, and took away from him 
all wish or power either to question his conductors, or to 
devise any plan for escape, had escape been possible. 

The way was long, and the path which Longpole and 
his companions followed led through a variety of green 
fields and lanes, silent and solitary, which gave the young 
E 3 
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knight full time to muse over his situation. Had he 
given credit to the words of his conductor, and for an 
instant supposed that the reason of his having been so 
suddenly seized was the charge of instigating a body of 
Cornish miners to tumult, he would have felt no aj)pre- 
hension ; for he knew it would be easy to clear himself of 
crimes committed in a county which he had never seen in 
his life. Hut Sir Osborne felt that if such a charge were 
brought forward, it would merely be as a pretext to place 
him in the power of his bitterest enemies. 

The manner in which he had been made a prisoner, so 
different from the open fair course of any legal proceeding ; 
the persons who had seized him bearing no appearance of 
officers of the law ; the doubt that the chief of* them had 
himself expressed as to the veracity of the charge, and the 
presence of a set of smuggling Portuguese sailors, — all 
showed evidently to Sir (fsborne that iiis detention solely 
originated in some deep wile of a man famous for his 
daring cunning and his evil deeds. Yet, still knowing the 
full extent of his danger, and blessed with a heart unused 
to quail to .any circumstance of fate, the Jtnight would 
have felt no apprehension, had not odd little human nature, 
who always keeps a grain or two of superstition in the 
bottom of her snuff-box, continually reminded him of the 
prophecy of his singular companion of the day before, and 
reproached him for not having followed the advice which 
would infallibly have removed him from the difficulties by 
which he was now surrounded. The mysterious vagueness, 
too, the shadowy uncertainty of the predicted evil, which 
seemed even now in its accomplishment, in despite of all 
lusj:;gorts, weighed upon his mind ; and it was not till the 
long heavy brick front of an old manor-house met his view, 
giving notice that he was near the place of his destination, 
that he could arouse his energies to encounter what was to 
follow. 

The large folding doors, leading into a stone hall, were 
pushed open by his conductors ; and Sir Osborne was brought 
in, and made to sit down upon a bench by the fire. One 
or two servants only were in the hall; and they, unlike 
the persons who brought him, were dressed in livery, with 
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the cognizance of Sir Payan — a anakc twisted round a 
crane — embroidered on the sleeve. “ His worship is in the 
book-room, Dick,” said one of the men; “ take your 
prisoner there.” 

These few words were all that passed for an ominous 
sort of silence seemed to hang over the dwelling, and affected 
all within it. Without reply, Longpole led the young 
knight forward, followed by two of those who had assisted 
in seenring him; and at the end of a long corridor, which 
terminated the hall, knocked at a door in a recess. 

“ Come in!” cried a voice within; and the moment 
after Sir Osborue found himself confronted with the man 
whose name we have often had occasion to mention with 
hut little praise in the course of the preceding pages. Sir 
Payan Wileton. lie was seated in an arm>chsir, at the 
farther end of the small book-room, which, all petty 
as it was, when jotnpared witli the vast libraries of the 
present.day, offered a prodigy in point of literary treasure, 
in tho.se times when the invention of the press had made 
but little progress towards superseding the painful and 
expensive metliod of manual transtription.. About an 
hundred volumes, in gay bindings of vellum and of velvet, 
ornamented the shelves, and two or three others lay on a 
table before hi«i, at which also was seated a clerk, busily 
engaged in writing. 

Sir Payan himself was a man of about fifty, of a deep 
ashy complexion, and thin strongly marked features. His 
eyes wei^ dark, shrewd, and bright, and sunk deep below 
his brows, in the midst of which was to be observed a pro¬ 
found wrinkle, which gave his face a continual frown. His 
cheek bones were high, his hair short and grizzled, and his 
whole appearance had perhaps more of sternness tKan of 
cunning. 

On the entrance of Sir Osborne Maurice for a moment 
no one spoke, and the two knights regarded each other in 
silence, with an austere bitterness that might have spoken 
them old enemies. But while he gazed on the young 
knight. Sir Payan’s hand, which lay on some papers before 
him, gradually contracted — clenched harder and harder, 
till at length the red blood in his thin knuckles vanished 
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away, and they became white as woman's by the force of 
the compression. But it was in vain ! Sir Osborne’s glance 
inasiered liis; and dashing his hand across his brow, he 
broke forth. 

“ So this is he who excited my tenants and labourers to 
revolt against the king in that unfortunate Cornish insur¬ 
rection, and who led them on to plunder my bailiff's 
dwelling, and to murder my bailiff! Clerk, make out in¬ 
stantly the warrant for hi.s removal to C'ornwall, with 
copies of the depositions taken here, that he may be tried 
and punished for his crimes on the spot where they were 
committed.” 

“ Sir Payan M'^ilcton,” said the knight, still regarding 
him with the same steady determined gaze, “ w’e meet for 
the first time to-day ; but I think you know me.” 

“ 1 do, sir, I do!" replied Sir Payan, without varying 
from the hurried and impatient manne; in which he had 
spoken at first. “ I know you for a rebellious instigator to 
all kinds of mischief, and for a homicide. Speak, Kichard 
Hcartley, did the prisoner offer any resistance? Has he 
added any fresh crimes to those he has already per¬ 
petrated.” 

“Resist!" cried Longpolc; “ay, your worship, he 
resisted enough, and broke one of the Portingallos’ heads, 
but not more than was natural or reasonable. The other 
one resisted too ; yet it was easy to see that this one was of 
gentle blood, which was what your worship wanted, I 
doubt. But however, as they were both mounted 6n strong 
black horses, such as your honour described, we brought 
them both up.” 

“Umph!” said Sir Payan, biting his lip — “there 
were*two, were there ?" And he muttered something to 

himself. “ Send me here the captain-, or Wilson 

the bailiff. It must be ascertained which is which — 
though there can be no doubt — there can be no doubt! ’’ 

“ Mark me. Sir Payan Wileton,” said Sir Osborne, the 
moment the other paused. “ Mark me, and take good 
heed before you too far commit yourself; we know each 
other, and therefore a few words will suffice. Five people 
ill Bngland are aware of my arrival, and equally aware 
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of where J slept last nijrlit, and when I set out this morn¬ 
ing. Judge, therefore, whether it will not be easy to trace 
me hither, and to free me from your hands.” 

Sir Payan Wileton had evidently been agitated by some 
strong feeling on first beholding the young knight; but by 
this time he had completely mastered it, and his face had 
resumed that rigid austefity of expression with which he 
was wont to cover all that was pas.sing in his mind. 

“ Railing, sir, and insinuations will be found of no use 
here,” he said, calmly. “ Clerk, make good speed witli 
those w'arrants !— Oh, here is Wilson. Now, Wilson, look 
at the prisoner well, and tell me if you are sure that he is 
the person who assaulted you yesterday, and who led the 
miners -vtlien they burned your father’s house in Cornwall. 
Look at him well!” 

I’lie young man, whom it may be remembered Sir Os¬ 
borne Maurice hufi despatched so unceremoniously over the 
wall of old Richard Heartley's garden, now advanced, and 
regarded the knight with a triumphant grin. 

“ Oh, ho, my brave bird! what you’re limed, are you ? " 
he muttered ; and then turning to Sit Payan,» “ Yes, your 
worship, 'tis he," he continued. “ I’m ready to swear that 
’twas he led the men that burned I’encriton House, and 
that threw me»over the wall, because I struck old Ileartley 
for calling your worship an usurping traitor and-” 

But ^t that moment Longitole laid a grasp upon his 
collar that almost strangled him. 

“ Yoh struck roy father, did you ! ’’ exclaimed he; “ then 
pray God to make all your bones as soft as whit-leather, 
for if they’re but as crisp as buttered toast, I’ll break 
every one in your skin ! ” 

“ Silence !” cried Sir Payan Wileton; “ silence, lieart. 
ley! If your father has been struck, I will take care he shall 
have satisfaction.” 

“ With your worship’s good leave I will take care of it 
myself,’’ replied Longpole. “ 1 never trust any one to 
give or to receive a drubbing for me. I like always to 
calculate my own quantity of crabstick.” 

“ Silence ! ’’ said Sir Payan ; “ again I say silence! 
My good Richard, I assure ) 0 u, you shall be satisfied. 
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Clerk, swear Wilson to the depositions he made. Oh, here 
is the Portingallo. Captain, is that the man you rememdter 
having seen in Cornwall when you were last there ? " 

"Yes, yes, el Pero! that was himself!” cried the 
captain ; “ I sawed him at the aIeliou.se at Penzance 
with my own eye, when I went to fetch the cargo of 
coal.” 

" You mean of tin, captain,” saiil Sir Payan. 

“ Yes> yes, of ten,” replied the Portuguese. “ It was 
just ten, I remember." 

Sir Osborne’s patience was exhausted. 

“Vagabond! thief!” cried he, “do you remember 
my scourging you with the stirrup leathers in Flanders, 
till there was not an inch of skin upon your back.^” 

“ Yes, yes, that was your turn,” said the captain ; “ I 
scourge you now.” 

“ Remark what he says,” crieil Sir Osborne, to those 
who stood round, “ and all of you bear witness in case-” 

“ Prisoner, you stand committed,” cried Sir Payan, in a 
loud voice. “ Take him away ! Suffer him not to speak ! 
Richard Hea-tley, place him in the strong-room at the foot 
of the staircase, and having locked the door, keep guard 
over him. Captain, stay you with me ; all the rest go.” 

The commands of Sir Payan were instantly obeyed; and 
the room being cleared, he pressed his hands before his 
eyes, and thought deeply for some moments. ' 

“ He is mine ! ” cried he at length, “ he is mine! 
And shall 1 let him out of my own hands now that I have 
him — when ’twould be so easy to furnish him with a 
hook and a halter wherewith to hang himself, as the good 
chaplain and John Bellringer did to the heretic Hun, in 
the Lollards’ Tower last year ? — But no, that is too fresh 
in the minds of men, and too many suspicions arc already 
busy. — So, ray captain — I forgot. — Sit dotvn, my good 
captain. I am, as we agreed, about to give this young 
man into your hands to take to Cornwall. Why do you 
laugh ?” 

“ He! he ! Cornwall! ” cried the captain ; “ I do not 
go in Cornwall.” 

“ Nay, sometime in your life you will probably voyage 
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to Cornwall, as well as to other lands,” said Sir Payan. 
“ Now, ’t is the same to me whether you take him there 
now or a hundred years hence: you may carry him all 
over the world if you will, and drop him at the antipodes." 

I understand, I understand," replied the Portingal; 
“ you have much need to get rid of him, and you give 
him to me. Well, 1 will take your present, if you give 
me two hundred golden angels with him.” — Sir P;iyan 
nodded assent. — “ Put let me understand quite all well," 
continued the captain: “ you want me to take him to 
Cornwall. There is one Cornwall a? the bottom of the 
sea ; do you mean that 

“ ’Twere fully as good as the other,” said Sir Payan ; 
“ if the journey were short, and the conveyance sure.” 

“ Two cannon-shot will make it a quick passage,” 
replied the captain ; “ but they must be made of gold, my 
good worship.” • 

“ Why of gold?” demanded Sir Payan — “ Oh ! I 
catch your meaning. But you grow exorbitant.” 

“ Not I,” said the Portingal; “ 1 only ask two 
hundred aqgels more. Why, an in(lulgencp»will cost me 
half the pay. It's very dear drowning a man. If you 
like me to take him .and leave him in Turkey with the 
Ottomites, 1 ^ill do it for the two; but if I send him to 
Cornwall, he ! he! he ! you shall give me four." 

“ But how .shall 1 know that it is done?” said Sir 
Payan,Jlhoughtfully; “but that must be trusted to. You 
are not such a child as to be pitiful. Mm know bow to 
avenge themselves, and you heard his boast of having 
scourged you. If you be a man, then do not forget it.” 

“ Forget it! ’’ cried the Portingal, his dark brows 
knitting till they almost hid his eyes ; “ give me the order 
under your hand, and fear not.” 

“ What! an order to murder him ! ” cried Sir Payan : 

“ Think you my brain is turned ?” 

“ No, no ! You have the wrong,” said the Portingal ; 

“ I mean an order to take him to Cornwall. It shall be 
very easy to drop him by the way. If I was exorbitant, 
as you call me, I had make you pay more, l)ecausc for 
why 1 know you would eat your hand to get rid of 
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him ; else why have you make me bring yon news of Ijim 
when he was in Flanders? Why you pay three spies 
two crowns the month to give you news every step he 
took ? Oh! I know it all. But it is this: I am an 
honest merchant and no rogue, and when I pop him in 
die sea I do a little bit of my own business and a big bit 
of yours, so I do not charge you so much as if it was all 
yours. Is not that honest ? ” 

“Honest!” said Sir Payan, with a grim smile ; “ yes, 
very honest. But mark me. Sir (iaptain ! 1 ’ll liave some 
assurance of you. Thus shall it be: 1 ’ll give you a 
warrant to take him to Cornwall, hut you shall sign me a 
promise to drop him overboard by the way, so that there 
be no peaching ; for when our necks are in the same 
halter, each will take care not to draw the cord on his 
fellow, lest he le hanged himself.” 

“ Well, well," said the Portingal, “ that’s all right. 
No fear of me, and you will not for your own sake. But 
look here. Sir Payait. What have you intended to do 
with the other man that w’as taken with him, as they tell 
me, who was at the mn-house, and will tell it to all the 
world ? He’s the fat clothier; give him to me too, and 
let my men have the clearing of his bags. You owe them 
something for the job, and one has had his head broke, 
and will die by the time he is aboard. Besides, they were 
never paid for bringing you up the whole cargo of strong 
wine, five years past, which was paid for by Dudley, the 
sequestrator.” 

“ Then he should have paid for the carriage,” said 
Sir Payan. 

“ ^ut he never got it!” cried the Portingal, “ You 
kept all when you heard he was in prison, good Sir 
Payan ; and when they did take his head oflP, you drank 
the wine yourself. But, say, will you, or will you not, let 
my men have all that is inside that fat clothmati's bags, 
and I will take him, so that you shall never see him 
again ? If not, your whole business shall soon be known by 
every body in the world by his tongue.” 

Sir Payan thought for a moment. “It must e’en be 
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SO,” said lie at length. “ Take him, but do not hurt him ; 
anti as to his bags, do as you like.” 

“ Oh, hurt him, no!” answered the other. “ In six 
months he shall be so good a sailor as any of the others, 
and two thousand miles away. But we must get off 
to-night. 1 will go down, get the boat close under the 
cliffs, and be back by about one o’clock in the morning. 
Have all ready against 1 come, the gold and the order — 
warrant, as you call it, and all; and lock all my men up 
in the big granary, with a thing of bacon, and a big cask 
of liquor; so shall they lie all drunk before three, and 
asleep by four, and sober again by the while I am back, 
and nobody hear any thing about their being hero at all.” 

“ That you must do yourself before you go,” said Sir 
I’ayan. “ In the meantime, I must take care that the 
jiri.soiicr.s bo kept out of sight, for a lady cousin is to l)e 
here by noon, aryl neither she nor hers must hear of this. 

I myss'lf must be away. She came not yesterday, when 
she should have come ; and fain would 1 pick a quarrel 
with her house, for they have lands too near my own to be 
any others tlian my own. So, though J hav» ordered her 
a banquet, yet shall she be served with scanty courtesy ; 
then, if one word of anger fall from her, there shall more 
follow.” • 

“ Oh ! if I be here when site shall come,” said the Por- 
tingal, “ I will give her some cause either to be pleased or 
angry.” 

WTiat wilt thou do, fellow ?” demanded Sir Payan 
sternly. ‘‘ Beware ! remember she is of my blood.” 

“ Oh, nothing, nothing,” replied the captain ; “ only 
tell her some little compliment upon her beauty. But, my 
good worship, can you trust all your men about these 
pri.soners ?” 

“All! all!” replied Sir Payan. “ There is no fear. 
No one of them but 1 could hang one way or another, and 
they know it. All except Heartley, and he is bound to 
me by an illegal oath, wrung from him by fear of seeing 
his father driven out this bard winter. But 'tis past 
noon now. — Ho ! without there! Send in my clerk. 
B'^hat, are the horses saddled.^ Farewell, Sir Portingal, 
till one i’ the morning.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 


Thrice had I loved thpc 
Heforc 1 knew thy fnco or name; 

So hi a voice, so in a sha|>eU*s>i flame, 

Angels afihet us oft, and worshi|>pud be. 

Honne. 


The place to which Sir Osborne Slaurice was conveyed, 
when the servants, according to their master's commands, 
removed him from the book-room, was a large dark cham¬ 
ber, running along beneath the whole extent of the prin¬ 
cipal staircase, and some way into one of the towers 
beyond. The old manor-house—which, for many reasons. 
Sir Payan still inhabited, even after dispossessing Lord 
Fitzbernard of Chilham Castle — although built of brick, 
in a more modern style than the ancient holds of the feudal 
nobility, had^^not entirely abandoned the castellated archi¬ 
tecture formerly in use. Here and there, upon the long 
front of the building, was fastened a large square tower, 
useless as a defence, and inconvenient as a Iwelling ; and 
at every angle appeared an imposthumc-like watch turret, 
of a redder brick than the rest, resembling warts upon the 
face of a drunkard. The curse of small windows also was 
upon the house, making it look as sombre without as it was 
dark within, and the thick leafless wood that swept round 
if on both sides excluded great part of that light svhich 
might otherwise have found its way into the gloomy 
mansion. 

Darker than all the rest was the chamber to rvhich Sir 
Osborne Maurice was conveyed; the whole of that part, 
which was under the staircase, receiving no light whatever, 
except from the other half that, placed in one of the square 
towers, possessed the privilege of an unglazed window near 
the ceiling. It would be diificult to say for what purpose 
this chandler was originally contrived; but it is probable 
that at the time the house was built, (during the con- 
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tcntions of York and Lancaster,) such rooms might be 
necessary, even in private houses, both as places of strength 
or concealment, although too weak to resist long attack, and 
too easy of discovery to afford any very secure lurking- 
place. The use to which Sir Payan ^Vileton applied it 
was in general that of a prison for deer-stealers and other 
offenders -who came before him in his magisterial capacity, 
which offenders he took care should ever be as numerous 
as there were persons of the lower orders who opposed or 
disjdcased him. 

The men wdio conducted the young knight shut the 
door immediately upon him ; and thus being left to rumi¬ 
nate over his fate, with his arms still tightly pinioned 
behind him, and scarcely light sufficient to distinguish any 
objects which the room contained, it may well be conceived 
that his meditations w'ere not of the most pleasant descrip¬ 
tion. But, nevertheless, indignation had roused his spirit, 
and he no longer felt that depression of mind, and abandon¬ 
ment oV hope, which, for a time, had overpowered him. 
His first thoughts, therefore, were now of escape and 
revenge, but for the moment no means^tresented themselves 
of either; aftd tliough he searched round the apartment, 
ascertaining the nature and extent of his prison, which 
only consisted «f that room and a large closet containing 
some straw, no chance whatever of flight from tlicnce j)re- 
sented itself, and he was obliged to wait in hopes of cir¬ 
cumstance proving his friend. 

1 n about half an hour, the voice of Sir Payan Wileton 
was heard without, giving various orders, and a moment 
after the trampling of horses sounded as if passing by the 
window. To Sir Osborne, accustomed for several years to 
watch with warlike acuteness every motion of a shrewd and 
active enemy, these sounds gave notice that his persecutor 
was gone for the time, and even the circumstance of his 
absence excited in the bosom of the young knight fresh 
expectation of some favourable opportunity. 

Hardly had Sir Payan departed, when the lock, which 
might well have fastened the door of some antediluvian 
giant, squeaked harshly with the key; and the tall fellow, 
whom we have denominated hitherto, and shall still continue 
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to denominate Longpole, entered, and pushed the door 
behind him. 

“ The devil’s gone out on horseback,” said he, coming 
near Sir Osborne, and speaking low, “and I have just got 
a minute to thank your worship.” 

“ To thank me, my friend!” said Sir Osborne, some¬ 
what doubting the man’s meaning; “what for should you 
thank me.'” 

“ For throwing a man over the hedge that struck ray 
father,” said Longpole, “and by that 1 see you are a true 
heart, and a gentleman — and a knight into the bargain, I 
am sure, in spite of all Sir Payan’s tales, and his minion’s 
false swearing; and if 1 were not his sworn servant, I’d 
let you off this minute, if I could find a way.” • 

“ But is it not much worse to aid in so black a plot as 
this than to leave this vile suborner, who is not your born 
master, and never can be lawfully, if you be the son of 
old llichard lleartley? f)nly hear me.” 

“Nay, Sir Knight,” said Longpole; “faith I must not 
hear you, for 1 must mind my oath, and do as I’m bid, 
though it bi; the devil bids me. 1 only came to thank 
you, before 1 brought the other prisoner here', and to tell 
you, that though I have forgotten and forgiven many liard 
knocks, I never forget a good turn, and tbat you’ll find, 
whatever you may think now. Flvery dog has his day, 
but the dog-days don’t last all the year.” 

After this quaint hint he waited for no reply, but quitted 
the room as fast as jiossiblc, and in a moment after re¬ 
turned, pushing in the unfortunate Jekin Groby almost 
drowned in his own tears. 

“FJere, I’ve brought your worship a great baby,” cried 
Longpole, before he closed the door, “who has wasted as 
much salt water in five minutes as would have pickled a 
side of bacon.” 

As soon as they were alone. Sir Osborne attempted to 
comfort the unhappy clothier as far as he coult), assuring 
him that he had nothing to fear; for that he was not in the 
least the object of the attack, which had only comprised 
him on account of his being present at the time. 

“ But my bags! my bags!” blubbered Jekin Groby; 
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“they've got my bags—four bundred and twelve golden 
angels, and a j.air of exeellent shears, oh ! oh ! oh! I 
know it's along of you that I’ve got into the scrajie. Oh 
dear! oh dear! Why the devil didn’t you tell me you 
had made the Ooniish men revolt? then 1 wouldn’t have 
gone with you ; I'd ha’ seen you haiigetl first. Hut I’ll 
tell King Henry and I.ord Darby, 1 will; and I’ll have 
back my angels, I will. — Lord! Lord! to think of my 
Iteitig committed for aiding and ahetiiug Osborne Maurice, 
alias Osborne Darling, alias Jenkins, alias 'I’hotnpson, alias 
Drown, alias Smith, to make the Cornish folks revolt— I 
that was never there in my life!” 

“ Nor 1 either,” said the knight, calmly. 

“ Why fliey all swear you werel ’ciied Jekin Oroby, 
leaving off weeping; “and that you and five hundred miners 
burnt and sacked the towns, and I believe carried away the 
steei>les on your tack, for a matter of that, you did so 
much. •They all swear it.” 

“And they all swear falsely,” answered Sir Osborne, 
‘as you may very well see, when they swear that you were 
there aiding tyid abetting me.” » 

“<iads! lhal’.s true too,” said Oroby: “if they swear 
such big lies about me, wiry mayn’t they do the like alarut 
you? I thoiighf that nice young lady, ai.d that goodly old 
priest, would not ha’ been so fond of your worship if you 
had been a robber and an insurrectionist. Lord a’ mercy ! 

I beg your worship’s pardon with all my heart.” As 
Oroby lost sight of the subject of hi.s bag.s, his grief abated, 
and looking round the room, he added, “ I say. Sir Knight, 
is there no way of getting out of this place ? \That think 
ye o’ that window ?” 

“If I had my hands free,” said Sir Osborne, “ I would 
try to climb up and see.” 

“ Oads man ! let’s sec your hands,” said Oroby ; “n»ine 
arc tied too, but I’ve managed many a tight knot with my 
teeth. Turn round, your worship — more to the light, 
such as it is. Ah, here I have it, the leading v^ord — Now 
pull — well done, millstoi'cs ! It gives!” Ami what by 
dint of gnawing and pulling, in about five minutes Jenkin 
Groby contrived to loosen the cord that fastened ilie 
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knight’s arms; and a very slight effort on Sir Osborne’* 
part finished the work, and freed them completely. The 
knight then jrerformed the same good office to his fellow- 
prisoner; and poor Jekin, overjoyed even at this partial 
liberation. Jumped and sang with delight. “Hist! hist!” 
cried he, at length; “if I rememlter, that long rascal of a 
fellow did not lock the door: let us see. — No, as I live, 
the boll’s not shot! — let us steal out, — but first I’ll look 
through the keyhole. (Jut upon it! there be sits, talking 
to two of his fellows ; ay, and there's a latch too on the 
outside of this cursed door, with no way to lift it on the in.” 

“ The window is the surest way,” said the knight, “ if 
I can but reach it. Lend me your tiack, good master 
(Jrohy, and I will see. 'rite sun shines strong through it, 
and yet I cannot perceive that it throws the shadow of any 
bar or grating.” 

“Welcome to my back,” said the Uothier: “but oh, 
do not leave me in tliis place — ))ray don’t ye, Sir Ivnight!” 

“On my honour 1 will not,” leplied the knight, 
‘‘though it is not,you they care to keep. Once I were 
away, you'might have your liberty the nejrt hour. But 
still I vvill not leave you.” 

“Thank you, Sir Knight, thank you,” said honest Jekin. 

All 1 ask is, when you arc up, help me up too; and if we 
can get out, lea\ e me as soon as you like, for the less we 
are together, 1 take it, the better for Jekin Groby. And 
now upon my hack; it is a stout one.” 

Jekin now bent his head against the wall, making a kind 
of step with his two clasped hands, by means of which Sir 
Oshorne easily got his elbows on the deep opening of the 
window, which, from ihe thickness of the wall, offered a 
piatform three feet wide, and with an effort he swung 
himself up. “ (hear, all clear !” cried he, joyfully. “ And 
now', my good Jekin, let us see how we can get you up.— 
Stay, let me kneel hereand turning round, he knelt 
down, holding out his hands to Jekin Groby. But it was 
in Vain that Sir Osborne, with all his vast strength, strove 
to pttll up the ponderous body of the Kentish clothier. 
He succeeded, indeed, in raising him about a foot from 
the ground, and holding him there, while he made a variety 
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of lijcks against the wall, and sundry other efforts to help 
himself up, all equally ineffectual; but at length Sir 
Osborne was obliged to let him down, and still remained 
gazing upon him with a sorrowful countenance, feeling both 
the impossibility, with any degree of honour, to leave him 
behind, and the impracticability of getting him out. 

Poor Jekin, well understanding the knight’s feeling, re¬ 
turned his glance with one equally melancholy ; and, after 
remaining for a moment in profound silence, he made 
a vast effort of generosity, that again unloosed the flood¬ 
gates of bis tears, in the midst of which he blubbered 
forth, “ Go, Sir Knight, go, and God speed you! Heaven 
forbid that 1 should keep you here 1 Go 1 ” 

Sir Osborne jumped down, ami shook him by the han^. 
“ Never !” said he, “ Never ! But there seems still some 
hope for us. 'fliat tall fellow, that we called Longpole 
this morning, is m»re friendly to us than he seems ; and 
I can t<4l him something that will perhaps make him serve 
us more completely, if he will but hear me. Let me see 
whether he is now alone.” .And by the same means that 
Jekin Grcbyiiad before used to ascertain that the man was 
there, S;r Osborne discovercil that the two other servants 
had left him, anil that he was alone. “ Hist! Kichard 
Heartley! ” saifi Sir Osborne, putting his mouth to the 
keyhole, “ Hist!” 

“ Who calls ? ” cried Longpole, starting up. 

“ ’Tis^I,” said Sir Osborne; “ open the door and speak 
to rite.” 

“ I dare not! I must not!” cried Longpole. “ Have 
patience ! ” he whispered, “ have patience ! I will come 
to you after dark.” 

“Yet listen to me,” said Sir Osborne; but at that 
moment a sound of horses’ feet was agaiu heard through 
the open window, and, unwillingly, he was obliged to 
desist. 

The arrival of some guest now took place, as Sir Os¬ 
borne judged by the sounds which made themselves heard, 
—the inquiries for Sir Payan, the directions for tending tlie 
horses, and the orders to have them at the gate in an hour, 
the marshalling to the banquet-hall, the cries of the serv- 
r 2 
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ing men, and all the fracas that was made, in that day, in 
honour of a visitor. 

“ By Heaven !" said Sir Osborne, " it is Lady Con¬ 
stance de (Jroy! I remember she proposeil coming here 
towards noon. If we could but let her know that we are 
here, or good old Dr. Wilbrahatn, her people would soon 
free us. But never does it fall better. Loiigpole has gone 
from his watch, or he might tell her. However, the door 
is only held by this latch ; let us try to force it. Place 
your shoulder with mine, good Croby. Now a strong 
eft’ort.” But in vain. 'J'he giant door stood unmoved, 
and Sir Oslrarne was obliged to resign himself to his fate. 

Presently the noise of serving the repast in the chief 
hjll died away, anil the servants retiring to theif own part 
of the house left the rest in quiet, while not a sound 
stirred to communicate to the bosoms of the jirisoners any 
setisation either of hiqie or cxpectatioiv After about a 
quarter of an hour’s pause, however, a door opened, and 
the voice of Lady Clonstauce was heard speaking to Dr. 
tVilbridiain. “ Nay, my good father," she .said, “ do not 
go yoursel*' to seek them. Though we have__l)een treated 
wiih but little courtesy, yet we may stay a ijuarter of an 
hour longer. Perhaps the .servants have not dined, and 
that is the reason they do not come.” " 

“ By your leave, lady, 1 will go,” said the chaplain ; 
“ and will see that the liorses be brought up ; for to my 
poor mind we have staid here too long already for the 
civility we have received. I will not he long.” 

“ Dr. Wilbraham !” cried Sir Osborne, as the door 
shut, — “ Doctor Wilbraham! ” But the good tutor turned 
another way, and passed on without hearing the voice of 
his former pupil, and .silence resumed her dominion over 
the part of the house in which they were p'aced. In a 
ininuie or itvo after, however, a heavy foot announced to 
the watchful ears of the young knight the approach of 
some other person; but he turned away towaids the hall 
where Lady Constance had been left, anil seemed to enter. 

Shortly the voice of the lady made itself heard, speaking 
high and angrily, in a tone to which the lips of Constance 
lie tjiey seldom gave utterance. 
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“ I do not understand what you mean, sir,” said she, 
coming out of the hall. “ Where are my servants ? 
Where is ]lr. Wilbraham ?” 

“ That was not your way, my pretty lady,” cried the 
voice of the I’ortingal captain. “ Let me kiss your loafiy 
hand, ainl 1 will show you the way.” 

“ Stand off, sir ! ” exclaimed Lady Constance. “ Hare 
you insult me in my cousin's house 

“ 'I'his way! this way ! Lady Constance de Grey,” 
cried Sir O.sborne, in a voice that .shook the hall. “ This 
way there are friends. Throw up the latch !” 

At that moment the unscrupulous I’ortingal seems to 
have off'erc<l some still greater insult to the young lady; 
for, with a scream, she darted towards the spot to which 
the voice of Sir Osborne directed her, and throwing up the 
latch, as he called to her to do, ran in, followed close by the 
I’ortingal. Urged by fear. Lady (ionstance flew directly 
to the knight, aml^ lecognising a friend, clung to him for 
protection. The captain, not observing that his hands 
were freed, did not scruple to pursue her, even close to the 
side of the prisoner, calling to her not trabe afraid, — that he 
would show Her the way. But Sir Osborne raised his ann, 
and in a moment laid the Portingal grovelling on the 
ground, with Vie blood gushing from his mouth and 
nostrils. 

Lady Constance still clung to the knight, who totally 
forgetting the jinssibility of escape, endeavoured to soothe 
her, andscalm her agitation. Not so Jekin Groby; after 
jiausing for a moment, confounded by the whole business, 
he at length bethought him that as the door was open he 
might as well walk out, and with this intent made a quick 
step or two towards it. His purjiosi*, however, was de¬ 
feated by the Portingal. who recovered from the blow, and 
perceiving the design of the clothier, started upon his feet, 
and jumping through the open door, banged it in the face 
of honest Jekin, at the same time making the whole house 
ring with his cries of “ Help ! help 1 The lady is letting 
out the prisoners, and they shall all get loose ! Help ! 
help ! ” And getting hold of the rope of the alarum, he 
rang such a peal as soon brought the whole household, 
F 3 
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together with tlie servants of the Lady Constance, round 
the floor of the strong room. 

Various were now the cries and exclamations,—“ What's 
the matter” “ Are they out ? " “ Which way did they 

go}” “ Wliere’s the lady.^” “Oh Lord!” “Oh 
lank!” “Oil dear!” “Dear me!” “ flow strange 1” 
“ Who’d have thought it!” While the Portingal, with 
his face all streaming with blood, explained to tliem that 
Lady Constance wished to let the prisoner.^ out; and that 
he, notwithstanding their efforts, had shut them up all 
together, by the valour of his invincible arm, and he called 
his bloody muzzle to bear testimony to the truth of his 
asseveration. 

“You lie, you vagabond thief!” cried one of the 
young lady’s servants. “It was you stole my riding 
whip, when you ran away in such a hurry from the inn 
last night.” 

“ You must make a great mistake, my friend,” said Dr. 
Wilbraham, who had come up amongst the rest. “ Lady 
Constance de Grey has too much respect for the law to as¬ 
sist any prisoners to escape from the house of a magis¬ 
trate. Let me in here, and we shall soon hear the trutli of 
all this.” 

“ And let me in !” “ And let me in !” “ And let me 
in too! ” cried a dozen voices; and all prepared to rush 
into the room the moment any one raised the latch, on 
which Longpole had his hand for the i)urposc. 

“ Devil a one of you!” cried Longpole. “ Curiosity, 
I’ve heard say, was one of the great vices of the old 
gentlewoman of Babylon, and .so certainly 1 shall not 
gratify yours. March every one; for his worship, when 
he went away, gave me charge of the prisoners, and I am 
to answer for them when he comes back. The only one 
that goes with me shall be his reverence, who, God bless 
him, taught me to read and write, and speak French, when 
I was little Dick Heartley, the porter’s son at the old 
castle.” 

“ And art thou little Dick Heartley }" exclaimed Doctor 
Wilbraham. “ We are both changed, Dick; but open 
me the door, good Dick, for by that Portingalo’s speech I 
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fanoy the young lady is here also with the prisoners, 
though I conceive not how.” 

Hcartley accordingly opened the door sufficiently to 
allow the clergyman to pass, and then following, he shut 
it, taking care to put his dagger under the latch, to pre¬ 
vent its obstructing his exit, in case of the servants’ leaving 
the spot during his stay. 

At first the change from a bright light to comparative 
obscurity, prevented the good tutor fioni distinguishing 
clearly the objects in the apartment to which he was ad¬ 
mitted by Longpole; but who can express his astonish¬ 
ment when he beheld Sir OsborneForgetting Lady 
Constance, and every other circumstance, he clasped his 
hands in a sort of agotiy. “ (Jood Cod ! ” exclaimed he, 
‘'is it possible? You here! You, my lord, in the 
power of your bitterest enemy? O Osborne, Osborne! 
what can he doni» to save you ? And is it you,” cried 
he, rai.sfug his voice, and turning to Longpede, in a tone of 
bitter reproach, -- “ and is it you, Richard lleartlcy, that 
do the work of gaoler upon your own, born lord and only 
lawful mastor ? ” • 

“ My born lord !” cried lleartlcy, springing forward ; 
“ what does yo^r reverence mean ? Who is he ? They 
told me his name was Maurice — Osborne Maurice.” 

“ Osborne Darnley, they should have said,” replied tlie 
young knight. “ Your old lord’s son, Uiek Hcartley." 

Heartjey threw himself at his lord's feet. “ Why did 
not you tell me ? Why did not you tell me ?” cried he. 
“ I’d sooner have chopped my liand off. I that first 
taught you to draw a bow and level an arrow! 1 that 

sought you all through the camp at Terrouenne to be your 
servant and servitor, as in duty bound, only that you 
were away guarding tlie fort bridge on the Lanibre 1 Cut 
my hand off! 1 'd rather have ripped myself up with my 
dagger.” 

It may he supposed that the surprise of Lady Constance 
and of Jekin Crohy was somewhat analogous to that ex¬ 
pressed by Longpole on finding that the person they had 
known only as Osborne Maurice, or at best as Sir Osborne 
Maurice, an adventurous soldier, whose necessitous courage 
e 4 > 
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liad olitained for liiiti tlie ]ionuur of knighlliood, was in 
i'act the young Lord JMniley, wliose misfortunes and ae- 
eomplishuicnts had already furnislial much employment for 
the busy tongue of iauic. To the young lady, cspeciallv, 
this discovery gave a sensation of timid shame, for the in. 
terest she liad so unguardedly ilisiilayod in his fate — an 
interest which nevertheless she might perhaps feel height¬ 
ened when she found all that she had heard of Lord 
Darnicy identified with all tjiat she knew of Osborne 
Maurice. ‘‘ 1 too, may ask, my lord,’’ she said, “ why 
you did not tell me — or rather, wliy you did not tell my 
lather, who ever exiuessed the deepest interest in your 
iate, and in his life-time might have served you 

“ Tour noble father, lady,” replied Lonl IJarnley, “was 
well aware who 1 was, even when 1 was a guest at his 
mansion ; ami he, as well as the rest of my friends, thought 
it best that I should still conceal my iiannt while in England, 
in order to veil me from the machinations of a man whose 
unace mutable interest at court, and unscrupulous nature. 
Were almost certain to carry through whatever villanous 
aticm))t he undertook against me. Our lands end lordships 
he holds not as wc did, by chivalry and tenure of possession, 
i/iit only as stew.ard of Dover Castle, an office given and re¬ 
callable at jdeasure. You now see how wise was the pre- 
iMution, since here, in the midst of the most civilised 
country in Europe, I have been unlawfully seized, on the 
king's liighway — accused of fictitious crimes, and destined 
to a fate that only time will show! — To think that 1, a 
man at arms, long used to camps, and without boasting no 
bad soldier cither, should be, like an infant, in the hands 
of this dceji-plotting usurper ! ’Tis enough to drive me 
mad! ” 

“ No, no, my lord,” said Hcartley, or, as we have called 
him, Longpolc, “ don’t you fear. They say that when 
Old Nick stirs the tire, he is sure to hum his fingers ; and 
when he salts a birch broom, he pickles a rod for his own 
back. Itut stay, let me see that there is no one at the door 
listening: no, there they are, at the farther end of the 
hall, but they can’t hear. So, my lord, 1 ’ll undertake to 
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got you out this blessed night. My oath to Sir Payan is 
up at twelve o’clock to-night.” 

“ No oath can hind you to commit a crime/' said llie 
clergyman; “ and that it is a crime to aid in any way in 
detaining your lord here, can easily he proved.” 

“ Oh ! your worship,” said Ileartley, “ I can't reason 
the matter with your reverence, you’d pose me in a minute; 
hut, nevertheless, I 'll keep my oath, and I can give you a 
good reason for it. It would do my lord no good if 1 was 
to break it — there are twenty peojde round about that 
would all join to stop him if I were to let him out this 
moment, and, with my young lady’s three servants to boot, 
we should still be beaten ITy the numbers. We must wait 
till after dark ; ay, ami till after the hell rings to bed at 
eleven; but then 1 will fiiul means to free my lord.” 

“ lint m.iy they not have thus time to commit some evil 
deed ?” demandec^ Lady Constance, “ and your tardy suc¬ 
cour mjy cotnc too late.” 

No, no, my lady,” replied Jjongpole ; “ I heard yon 
Portiiigallo, who is just riding away, tell his rase.ally slavi.sh 
crew, as lie was locking tlioin up in 4he granary, tliat at 
lialf-pasl one he was to he back ; and tlien tliey were to 
carry down the two prisoners to the ship, for wliich they 
were to have tifolmndred gold angels amongst them. Now 
wc sliall be far enough bel'oiv half-past one.” 

“ At all events, my lord,” said Lady Constance, ” it 
will not be long before wc are at Canterbury, from whence 
we can iS'iid you sulficieiit succour, hacked with authority 
competent to procure your release.” 

“ Jlut remember, lady,” said the knight, “ that 1 am 
but Sir Osborne Maurice, and no one must know me as any 
tiling else if it can bo avoided; for it is of the utmost con¬ 
sequence to niy interest, that at present 1 should not iqipear 
liel^ore our noble, but sotiiewhat wayward king, as I really 
am. And now, Jet me return you a thousaml and a 
thousand thanks fur your kind interest past and present; to 
which but add one favour, ll’lien I am free, give me 
but one little glove from this fair hand,”— and he raised it 
to his lips,—” and I w'ill place it on my pennon’s pike, and 
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write underneath it, gratitude ; anil if it fall in the listed 
field, or the battle jilain^arnley is dead.” 

“ Nay, nay, iny lord, replied Lady Constance, with a 
blush and smile, “ too gallant by half! lJut you are a 
prisoner, and I believe promises made in prison are not 
held valid. Wait, therefore, till you are free, and in the 
meantime you shall have my prayers and best wishes, and 
such aid as 1 can send you from Canterbury 1 will.” 

There is a witchery in thesympathyof a beautiful woman, 
whose influence all men must have experienced, and all 
women understand ; and though our hero felt the most 
devout conviction that he was not the least in love in the 
world with Lady Onstance de Urey, there is no knowing 
how far his grltitude for the interest she took in his fate 
might have carried him, had she remained there much 
longer; and even when she left him, and he heard the 
horses’ feet repass the w'indow of his prison, he felt as if he 
were ten tintes more a prisoner than before. 

'There was something so kind and so gentle in her manner, 
and her smile illuminated her countenance with such an¬ 
gelic light, that while she was there, even though speaking 
of them, his sorrows and his dangers seemed all* forgot. She 
was BO young, and so beautiful too, and there was in her 
look and her gesture and her tone so much vf that undefiled 
simplicity which we love to su]iposc in a higher nature of 
beings, that the young knight, as an admirer of every thing 
that is excellent, might well make the fair creature that 
had just left him the theme of his thoughts long’after she 
was gone; and in such dreams absorbed, he paced up and 
down the strong room, finding out that loss of rank and 
fortune were much greater misfortunes than ever, till then, 
he had deemed them. 

At the same time that Lady Constance departed, our 
friend Longpole also left the prisoners; promising, however, 
to see them from time to time during the day, and to find 
means of liberating them at night. In this arrangement 
Jekin Groby took care to be specially included ; and trusting 
implicitly to the promises of Dick Heartley on the score of 
liis freedom, his only farther consideration was concerning 
his bags. 
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^ Don’t you think, tny lord,” said he, after waiting a 
moifient or two in order to see whether Lord Darnley would 
finish his meditative perambulations,—don’t you think 
King Harry will make this Sir Payan, or Sir Pagan as they 
ought to call him, refund my angels ? Hey ! my lord ? ” 

“ If there be justice in the land,” replied Darnley ; 
“ but mark me, good Jekin, you call me my lord. You 
have heard me say that it may be of the utmost detriment 
to my interest if I be known as Lord Darnley. (Circum¬ 
stances have put you in possession of my secret; but if you 
would pleasure me—if you would not injure me, forget 
from this moment that 1 am any other than Sir Osborne 
Maurice: call me by no other title, think of me under no 
other name.” 

“ No indeed, my lord,” said Jekin, “ I promise your 
lord.ship never to call you my lord again — I won’t in¬ 
deed, my lord — Lord! Lord! 'riiere, only see, ray 
lord, 1, have called you my lord again. Well, it does 
come so natural to one, when otie knows that you arc my 
lord to call you my lord. — What a fool 1 am ! But 
your lordship will forgive me ; and so 1 ’ll go and sleep 
in that stra’tv in the closet, and forget it all, “for I shan’t 
get my natural rest to-night, that’s clear.” 

So saying, Jakin nestled himself in the straw, which had 
attracted his attention, and shutting the door to exclude all 
light, he was soon buried in a [irofound slcc]>; while Sir 
Osborne (which, according to his wish, we shall not cease 
to call liim) continued his meditations, walking up and 
down, as if on guard at some dangerous post. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


I'ljis is .1 tlevil, aiui no monster : I will leave him; 1 have no long siioop. 

7'Al' I'cmpcst 


Oku of tlio stratigost problems of oiir inexplicable nature is 
the chijee of evil and the rejection of good, even after long 
e.xperience has proved that evil and misery are uniformly 
synonymous. Virtin", it i^ true, does not always e.xeinpt 
from sorrow, hut crime must ever be wretchedne.ss. Hope 
loses its balsam,and fear acquires a keener sting; ihe pre.sent 
is anxiety, the jiast remorse, and the future is desjiair; and 
yet wayward man drinks of the bitter cup when ibc sweet 
is offered to him, ami launches bis boat upon an angry sea, 
where storms attend his course, and shipwreck lerininates 
his voyage, rather than glide down the smooth current of a 
tranquil stream, where peace jiilots hitn on his way, and 
happiness wails bim.at the shore. 

Sir !‘avali M’ileton knew not what hapjiines/'is. He had 
drunk the intoxicating bowl of pleasure, he had drained the 
boiling draught of revenge: jiride, avarice,,vanity, had all 
been gratified in turn ; but peace he had never sought, con¬ 
tent he had never found, and vengeful pas,sions, like the 
Promethean vulture, ])ri‘yed iqion him for ever. Posscsseil 
of the vast estates of Chilliam Castle, joined to thove he akso 
held of Elhatri Manor and Hyndesford, his wealth had been 
fully sufficient to create for him that interest amongst the 
powerful of the land which he could not hope to obtain by 
virtues or qualities. 'J'hus powerful, rich, and full of des¬ 
perate fearlessness, be was dreaded, detested, courted, and 
obeyed. He felt, too, that he was dusted ; and hating 
mankind the more, he became the tyrant of the country 
round. Seeking to govern by fear instead of esteem, he 
made his misanthropy subservient to his pride and to his 
avarice ; and wherever he received, or pretended an offence, 
there he was sure both to avenge and to enrich himself. 
Thus his life was a continual warfare, and in this active 
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misantliropy lie took as much delight as his heart was 
capable of feeling. It was to him what ardent spirits are 
to the drunkard, or the dicc-box to the gambler. 

But tbere was one constant thorn that goailed him, even 
in the mi<Ist of the succi’ss that attended his other schemes ; 
namely, the fear that the king might deprive him of the 
stewardshipof lloverCastle, by which alone heheldtheestatcs 
of Chilham. In vain he had used all the influence he pos¬ 
sessed to have the grant made absolute, or to hold his land 
by sergeantry, as it had been held by Lord h’itzbernard ; 
the king was inexorable, and imagined that he did equal 
justice when he refined ti' lestore the estates to the forfeited 
family, or to grant the feof thereof to Sir I’ayan. Indeed, 
it had Ireen held by cunning lawyers of the day that Lord 
Fitzbernaid could not lawfully be dispossessed, except un- 
iler an attainder, which had never been attempted against 
him ; and that ifait eoulil he jiroved that the estates had 
not reverted to the crown by any default of tenure, or by 
extinction. Sir I’ayan’s right wouhl fall to the ground ; and 
that the only elfeet of the king’s patent of the stevvardry of 
Dover, wou4i he to alienate that office fionuthe family 
holding the estates. 

Sir I’avan was too wi<e to moot the question; and Lord 
Fitzbernard, hieling his indigence in a far jiart of Wales, 
had neither the means nor opportunity of succeeding in a 
suit against him. 'I’lie few friends, indeed, that the test of 
misfortu^ie had left the earl out of many acquaintances, 
strongly urged the king to revoke the grant which his 
father liad made to a bad man, and to re.store the projierty 
to a good one ; hut they never vimtured to hint to the 
choleric monarch that the grant itself was illegal. 

However, Sir 1‘ayan had long foreseen that a time would 
come when the young heir of tHiilliam (lastle might wrench 
his heritage from the hand that usurped it, and he resolved 
at all hazards to strike where the blow would he most 
effectual. Several painful indignities had induced the aged 
Karl of Filzhernard to drop a title and a name to the 
splendour of which his means no longer were proportioned ; 
and burying himself as we have before said in Wales, he 
devoted his whole time to endowing his son with both those 
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elegant and warlike accomplishments which he fondly hoped 
would one day prove the means of reinstating his family in 
the halls of their ancestors. “ Fulbert de Douvres," he 
said, “ th(! founder of our family in England, won the 
lands -and lordshii>s of Chilham at the point of his lance, 
and why should not Osborne Daruley, the only descendant 
of Rose de Douvres, his daughter, regain his patrimony by 
his good sword ? ” 

Ilappilv, his very poverty had removed the old earl from 
any county where the influence of Sir I’ayati Wileton 
might be felt or where his machinations could be carried 
on successfully. Yet more than one attempt had been 
made tocairy off the young heir of (liilham ^.'astle, and 
little doubt could he entertained in regard to whose hanS 
had directed them. All, however, had been frustrated by 
the extraordinary foresight with which the old carl guarded 
his son, seemitig to have an intuitive knowledge of the time 
when any such attack was likely to take place, and to be 
always preiiared to avoid or repel it. 

At length, however, the time came when the young 
Osborne Maurice (as he was now called) was<.‘o encounter 
alone all that his enemies could do against him ; but it 
seemed as if his father hail now lost all fear, and bidding 
him resume his real name when he joined the army, he 
sent him forth unhesitatingly to win renown. Ilow he 
acquitted hiimelf, we have in some measure seen j and will 
now proceed with the circumstances that followed.immedi¬ 
ately upon his return to his native country, after five years 
of arduous military service. 

'I'he bosom of Sir I’ayan Wileton, during his absence 
from the house where he liad left his prisoner, was agitated 
by a thousand various passions. Triumph, — malice,— 
pride, — fear that he might yet, by some unforeseen cir¬ 
cumstance, cscajtc from his hands, — newer and vaster 
projects of ambition, still as he made one step sure seeking 
to place another still higher, — the feeling of a difficult en¬ 
terprise accomplished, — the heart-steeling pieparation for 
a fresh crime, and mingled still withal an unwonted thrill¬ 
ing of remorse, that, like sounds of music amidst cries of riot 
and tumult, made discord more discordant, — all occupied 



PARNtEY. 


79 


the void place of thoudit, anil made him gallop fiuickly on, 
communicating to even his corporeal actions the hurried 
agitation of his feelings. 

Thus he proceeded for some way; but when he had 
ridden on for such a space as he comjiuted that Lady 
(loiistance would roinain at his dwelling, he turned his 
horse, and ]>ri‘pared to return home, having by this time 
striven to ii iiiove fioin his face all trace of any emotion, 
and having also, in some degree, reduced his leelings to 
their usual calm determined action. Yet, nevertheless, 
there was a strange sensation of horror tugging at his 
heart, when lie thought of the near accomjilishment of his 
long enteitained designs. “ lie is too like his mother,” 
fluttered Sir I’ayan. “ But yet 1 am not a woman to 
halt in my purposes for the weak memory of an idle 
passion, which disappointment and rejection should long 
have turned into tevenge, — and yet I wish he were not 
so like'his mother." 

As he returned, he checked the speed with which he 
had set out, and was pioceeding leisurely on the road, 
when he fimrd the cantering of a horse coming»u]i behind ; 
and, turning round, perceived the somewhat curious figure, 
of Sir O.sar the astrologer. It was one, liowever, well 
known to Sir Payan, who (as too often is the case) was 
destitute of religion, hut by no means emancipated from 
superstition, and who, while he rejected the light of 
revelation, could not refrain from often yielding to the 
wild gleams of a dark imagination. 

In the still agitated state of his mind, too, when a sort 
of feverish excitement stimulated him to seek from any 
source knowledge of what w'ould be the future conse¬ 
quences of his meditated actions, he looked upon the 
coming of Sir Cesar as a benefit at the hands of fortune, 
and prepared to take advantage of it. 

Doffing low, therefore, his plumed hat as the old knight 
rode up, and bowing almost to his saddle-bow, “ Wel¬ 
come, worthy Sir Cesar,” he said ; “ any news from your 
splendid friend his Grace of Buckingham .? ” 

Sir Cesar touched his palfrey between the ears with his 
small baton to make it slacken its pace ; and then, after 
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regarding Sir Payan with iu's keen dark eyes, as was usual 
with him on first encountering any one he knew, he re¬ 
plied, “Welcome, fortunate Sir I’ayan Wileton ! Your 
star is in the ascendant !” And while he spoke there was a 
sort of cynical siieer on his countenance, which seemed 
hardly to wish well to him that he congratulated. 

“ itis.^” replied Sir Payan; “but condescend, good 
Sir (lesar, to ride to iny dwelling and pass one day with 
me, and I will tell yon more.'' 

“ What can you tell me that 1 do not know already ?” 
demanded the other. “ Do you think 1 know not how 
much you merited from fortune by your deeds when 
Perkyn Warlx-ek fled from Taunton ? Do yoji think L 
know not that your enemy is in your power —1 do, I do" 
and as 1 love the fortunate, 1 will come and stay one 
day at your house, though you know I tarry no where 
long." • 

“ I know it well, and hold your sojourn the more 
honour," answered Sir Payan; “ but let us on, good Sir 
(lesar; there is much information which 1 will seek at 
jour handstand I know that you never refuso -to give it 
when it is asked for no idle purpose." 

“ No,” replied die astrologer; “ every man who seeks 
knowledge from me shall find it, were he worse than 
Satan himself; but woe be unto him if he turn it to an 
evil account! — the deeper damnation be upon his head J ’’ 
Putting their horses into a quick pace, they npw soon 
reached the manor-house, the ownef®of which showed his 
guest with some ceremony into the banquet-hall. “ How 
now !" cried he, observing the repast which had been set 
before Lady Constance still upon the table ; “ why have 
not these things been removed ? And where is Heartlcy” 
The answer involvctl a long account of what had hap¬ 
pened during his absence, in which the story of the Port- 
ingallo having frightened Lady Constance till she fled into 
the strong room was told with a greater degree of accuracy 
than might have liecn expected, though the length of time 
which she remained there was rather exaggerated, and 
some comments upon the conduct of Hcariiey, otherwise 
Longpole, were added, calculated to take from him Sir 
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Payao’s confidence. He liad prevented every one from 
going in, the servant said, but himself, and had remained 
all tile time the lady was there. 

“ He did right,” was the laconic reply of Sir Payan; 

“ go to the granary, where are tlie Portitigallos and tlieir 
contraband goods, and hid the red-haired Dutchman who 
sjieaka English to come hither directly. 'I'he key hangs 
on the nail in the passage.” 

Sir Payan’s plan was formed at once. He doubted not 
that the communication which had taken place between 
his prisoner and Laily Constance would lead to her seeking 
means to eflect his liberation the moment she arrived at 
Canterbury, or at least to set on foot some investigation ; 
fof althougfi he knew not tliat they had ever met before, 
he felt sure that the young knight would make his situation 
known to every one who might in any way procure his 
release. Under thi» conviction, he determined to risk the 
event of •sending down Sir Osborne by daylight, in the 
custody of the Portuguese, accompanied by two of his 
own servants, who might, in case of necessity, produce tlie 
warrant fuaJhis detention, and who would not be missed 
from his own household. 

The servant whom he had sent to the Portingals, how. 
over, soon returned, with a countenance in which might 
he seen a strong desire to laugh, contending with an 
habitual dread of Sir Payan. “ What is the matter, vil. 
lain ? ” crjj.'d the knight: “ where is the Dutchman ? ” 

“ Lying in the grai^^y, please youe-worship,” replied 
the man, restraining his merriment, “'dead drunk, tum¬ 
bled across a Portingallo’s face, tliat makes him heave up 
and down by dint of snoring.” 

Sir Payan stamped his foot with anger and disappoint- 
ment. “ And tlie rest,” demanded he; “ all the rest .• ” 

“ All dead drunk, please your worship ! ” replied the 
servant; “ 1 kicked them all, to make sure, but not one 
of them answered me a syllable but Umph! ” 

“Go!” said Sir Payan, “fetch me Heartley. Sir 
Cesar, give me your advice. This is my embarrassment; ” 
and he proceed^ to state to his companion the difiiculty 
into which the news he had just heard bad cast him. 
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This proceeding may appear at first somewhat extra¬ 
ordinary, but it was very often the case in regard to Sir 
Cesar that people acted as Sir Payan VVileton, in letting 
him into their most private afiairs, and even into secrets 
wlicre life and death tvere concerned, having such perfect 
confidence in his foreknowle<ige of events that it would 
li.'ive seemed to them folly to conceal them. It is very 
possible that in this manner the old knight obtained much 
of the extraordinary information whicli he did certainly 
])os.-,ess, concerning the circumstances and affairs of almost 
every person with whom he came in contact, and many 
of those predictions which were so singularly verified 
may be attributed to the combinations he was thus enabled 
to form. But at the same time it is jierfectly indubitable 
that he himself attributed all to the sciences which he 
studied, and placed implicit faith in his own powers ; and 
thus, if he deceived the world, he deceived himself also. 

It was not, however, the nature of Sir Payan* Wileton 
to confide wholly in any one ; and though he informed the 
old knight that he apprehended the influence of Lady 
fionstanet de Grey might be exerted thg, moment she 
arrived at Canterbury to procure the release of his prisoner, 
or at all events that her representations might cause an 
immediate investigation of the affair, which would prevent 
his disposing of Parnley as he proposed; and though also 
perfectly convinced that Sir Cesar, by his superhuman 
knowledge, was well aware of tlm fate he mcxlitatcd for 
his victim, — he could not bringWinself to unfbld to him 
that part of his plan, merely saying he intended to send 
the turbulent youth, who, as he was well informed, came 
to seek no less than his ruin and his death, to some far 
:ountry. from whence it would be difficult to return. 

Sir Cesar listened in calm, profound silence j then 
fixing his eyes on Sir Payan, uttered slowly, “ The 
grave ! ” 

Sir Payan started from his seat. 

“ You know too much! you know too much!” cried 
he. “ Can you see thoughts as well as actions.^’’ 

“ Y’es !” replied Sir Cesar: “I see and know more 
than you dream of ; but calm yourself, and fear not. 
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Lady Constance will not arrive at Canterbury before seven 
o’ the clock: you know the haste of magistrates and 
magistrates’ men, and can well judge wlietber she be likely 
to find a man so generous as to abandon his rere supper 
and his be<l of down, for a cold ride and a cold reception. 
At all events, they could not be here before two i’ the 
morning, and ere that be will be gone. Rest satisfied, I 
tell you, that they may come if they will, but before they 
come he will be gone.” 

Sir Payan’s fears were very much allayed by this as¬ 
surance, for his confidence in Sir Cesar’s prop.hecies was 
great; but he felt still more secure from the examination 
to which he subjected our friend Longpole, who managed 
to evade his questions, and to quiet his fears, with infinite 
presence of mind. 'I’lic lady, he said, had been so terrified 
by the insolence of the I’ortingal captain, that she had 
ran into the strong room, not knowing where she went, 
and was'more like one dead than alive; and that as for 
the prisoner, he thought of nothing but thrashing tlie 
Portingal, against whom he seemed to have an ancient 
grudge. 

Sir Payan was satisfied, but still his roused suspicion 
was never without some eff’ect; and to Long]>oie’s dismay 
he demanded the key, wliich he said he would now keep 
himself. There was, however, no means of avoiding it ; 
and Heartley was obliged to resign into the hands of Sir 
Payan th^ means by which he had proposed to effect his 
young lord’s delivery. 

“ Sir Cesar, 1 humbly crave your excuse for one mo¬ 
ment,” said the crafty knight. “ Stay, Heartley, where 
you are, and removing those things, arrange the board for 
a second banquet—for a banquet such as 1 give to my 
best and noblest friends. Open those cupboards of plate, 
and let the vessels be placed in order.” 

So saying he quitted the apartment, and proceeded to 
the room in which Sir Osborne was still pacing up and 
down, waiting impatiently the approach of night. The 
key turned in the door^ and with a firm step Sir Payan 
entered, and stood before his captive. For a moment 
they paused, and eyed each other ;is when they had first 
(j a 
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met; and it was only by a strong effort that the young 
knight stayed himself from seizing the persecutor of his 
race, and dashing him to pieces on the floor of the prison. 

At length Sir Payan, after having glanced his eye 
round the chamber, spoke, and in the deep hollow tones 
of his voice no agitation made itself heard. 

“ You said this morning that we knew each other,” 
said the knight—“Osborne Lord Darnley, we do — I 
have long sought you—I have found you, and you are 
mine own." 

“ (;alm, cold-blooded, mean-spirited villain ! ” answered 
Darnley, “ what seek you witli me now ? Is it not enough 
to have ruined a noble house ? Is it not enough to have 
destroyed your benefactor ? Is it not enough to have 
sw(!pt away the happiness of me and mine, without seek¬ 
ing farther to injure those on whose head your detestable 
arts must nearly have exhausted themselves ?” 

“ I have done enough for my revenge, young man,” 
rejilied Sir I’ayan ; “ 1 have done enough for my ambition 
—but I have not done enough for my security.” 

“ Kor your revenge!” cried Darnley: ^“,what mean 
you, ruffian ? My father was your friend—your Irene- 
factor. Compassionating your indigence, did he not aid 
to raise you with his purse and with his influence, till you 
could hold your head amongst your noble kindred, of 
whose house you are now tire opprobrium ? ” 

“ Your father insulted me with his services,” answered 
the knight, “ after your mother had insulted me with her 
scorn.” 

“ Name not my mother, traitor !” exclaimed Darnley, 
his eyes flashing fire. “ Profane not her name with your 
accursed lips, lest I tear you limb from limb.” 

Sir Payan laid his hand on his dagger with a grim 
smile. “ We waste time, young man," said he: “to 
the purpose for whicli I came. There is yet in my 
redder blood some drops of that weak thing called pity. 

1 would rather see you live than die; but if you would 
live, 1 must be lord of Chilham Castle indeed, and in¬ 
deed. No stewardship of Dover and holding by tenure 
of good pleasure for me. Witliin tliis hour, then, sign me 
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over/or yourself and for your father all right and interest, 
claim and title to the lands and lordship, which you and 
yours did formerly possess, and you are free as air. Hut 
if you will not—” 

“ What then ? ” demanded Darnley. 

" Why then I will hold hy a still better tenure,” 
replied Sir Payan —" the extinction of the race of 
Pamley !’’ 

“ Then hold thereby, if such be Heaven’s will,” replied 
the prisoner. “ But beware yourself; for in your best 
laid schemes you may chance to fail, and even'here on 
earth meet with that sure damnation for which you have 
toiled so long. Were I willing to stain myself with crimes 
like yours, 1:his hour were your last; for yon dagger were 
but a poor defence against a man who knows his life 
is lost.” 

Sir Payan took .•» step backward to the door. “ AV^ill 
you sign^ ” said he, laying his hand on the lock. 

“ Never." 

“ Then farewell !” and he quitted the apartment. 

“Oh, the-villain !” cried Jek in (iroh^f, poking his head 
out of the closet. “ Oh, the downright immense villain ! 
IPhat a damaged piece that man’s conscience must be ! 

1 ’m all qHaking*with only hearing him. But don’t you 
think, my lord—that is to say. Sir Osborne—that if you 
liad .just knocked his brains out, we might Ivave got 
away ? ” 

“ No, no !” replied the knight. “ If, as Heartley told 
as, we could not have escaped when aided by Lady f 'on- 
itance de Grey’s servants, much less could we do so now. 
iJettcr wait till night, which surely cannot be far distant, 
or it seems to me we have been here an age." 

Nevertheless, hour after hour went hy, and the pro- 
oking sun, which had now fully come round to that side 
f the house, continued to pour his beams into the high 
’indow, as if willing to sicken the prisoners with his un- 
dshed-for light. Nor did much conversation cheer the 
assing of their time. Sir Osborne was silent and medi. 
itive; and Jckin Groby, growing more and more tired of 
is situation, kept running in and out of the closet, now 
o S 
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mtting still for a moment upon the straw, now walking up 
and down, not at all unlike a tame bear peralrnbulatlng to 
and fro in his den. 

Occasionally, indeed, a word or two of hope, or doubt, 
or inquiry, passed between the prisoners; and Jekin, 
who felt in himself an internal conviction that he was a 
man of as much consequence in the world as any human 
being, could not conceive how Sir Payan Wilcton could 
have forgot to inquire where he was, when he did not 
find him in the same room with the knight. On this he 
wondered, and better wondered, till his companion replied, 
“ I told you before, my good Jekin, Sir Payan’s designs 
only affect me, and possibly he may have forgotten you 
altogether. But it seems growing darker. * I wonder 
Longpole has not been here to speak to us, according to 
his promise.” 

“ I should not wonder if he were ^laying us a trick, 
and were not to come at all,” said Jekin. “ Qh, dear! 
What would become of us ? Lord ’a mercy, I dont like 
it at all! ” 

In about a quaftcr of an hour, however, _ their hopes 
were raised and disappointed. The key once more turned 
in the door, and both the knight and his companion 
expected to see their friend Heartley; but in his place 
appeared two of the servants of Sir Payan, one of whom 
brought dn some provisions, while the other stood at the 
door. The sight, however, of the roast beef and jug of 
ale was very gratifying to the entrails of tile worthy 
clothier, who looked on well contented while the man laid 
them down on tlic ground before him. 

“ Now, my good fellow, an we had a little salt,” said 
Jekin, " we could fall to.” 

“ Fellow ! me no fellow,” answered the servant : 
*'• Eat what you've got, my forward chap, and thank 
God for it.” 

“ Ay, but wouldst have me tear it with my teeth,” 
cried the clothier. “ I'm not a wild beast, though you 
do keep me in a den.” 

“ Well, I will cut you a nuncheon with my dagger,” 
replied the serving-man. " Look to him. Will, that he 
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do not smite me while I kneel.” And so saying, he atoojied 
and cut sedjal slices from the meat with his side kiiifi>, 
which being done, he rose, and left the strong room 
quickly, as if almost afraid of its denizens. 

“ Now, sir,” cried Jckin, “ come and keep your spirit 
up with some of the best comfort in nature. Oh, to my 
mind, there is no consolation on earth like roast beef 
and ale.” 

But Sir Osborne had no inclination to join in the good 
clothier’s repast. The auguries which he drew from the 
appearance of these two strange serving-men, and the 
absence of Longpole, were not of a nature to increase his 
appetite ; and he looked on silently, while Jekin, without 
any sacrifiee to the gods, devoured great part of the beef, 
and made manifold libations of the ale. 

Jekin,” said Sir Osborne, when the clothier had finished, 
“ 1 am afraid Sir^Payau ^Vileton has discovered that our 
friend IJeartlcy is not quite cordial to his interests, and that 
he may take means to prevent his aiding us. Now, there 
is no reason that you should stay here as well as 1 ; there¬ 
fore, as soon as it is dark, I will help,you up to the win¬ 
dow .as ydT7lid me. Drop down on the other side, and 
speed as fast as you can to any town where you are well 
known ; there gat together a body of a dozen horsemen, and 
scour the sea-coast from Sandwich to Ilythe. AVherever 
you hear of a Fortingallo vessel, there stop, and keep good 
watch; for I doubt not that this Sir Payan intends to send me 
to some f#r land, and perhaps sell me for a slave — Kill me 1 
do not think he dare. Your pains shall be well paid. The 
night is coming on; so you had better mount first, and sec 
the ground on tlie other side, that you may drop fair.” 

“ No, no, my lord— that is, Sir Osborne,” — said Jekin : 
“Dang it, no! you would not go away and leave me, 
so I’ll not go away and leave you. Lord ’a mercy! that’s 
not fair any way.” 

“ But by going you can serve me far more than by stay¬ 
ing," said Sir Osborne; “ so try to mount on my shoulders 
that you may see the ground.” 

It was with great difficulty, however, that the honest 
clothier was persuaded to .make the attempt, and when he 
a 4 
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(lid so it was in vain. Somewhat corpnIenUand shorter 
than the knight, even when standing nprigm on Sir Os¬ 
borne’s shoulders he could hardly get as much of his arms 
over the opening as the other had done; and when he 
attempted to swing himself up, the heavy part of his body, 
which, according to Hudibras, is the seat of honour, and 
which, in the worthy clothier, was by no means deficient 
in rotundity, weighed him back again with a strong coun¬ 
teracting force, so that when Sir Osborne freed him he 
swung for a moment like a pendulum, and then dropped to 
the ground. 

No resource now remained but to wait patiently the event, 
and much need of patience had they to sujjport tliem. Day 
waned, night fell, hour after hour passed by,'and yet no 
sound gave them notice that any friendly being existed 
within the mansion. The curfew bell, the distant village 
clock, the barking of some watchful dogs in the hamlet, 
and the remote echoes of persons walking to and fro in the 
different halls, were alt that marked the passing of time to 
the prisoners ; and hope began gradually to wax dimmer 
and more ..dim, lik<!! the flame of a lamp wIkjso oil is out. 
At length, after a weary silent pau.se, the clock was heard 
to strike again ; but so faint were the sounds before they 
reached their ears, that Sir t)sborne coflld hardly count 
them. “1 counted but eleven,” said he, “and yet me- 
thought the last hour that struck it was eleven too.” 

“ Oh, ’tis twelve, ’tls twelve!” replied Groby; “I did 
not take heed to count, but I am sure it is twelve.” 

Hush!” cried the knight, “ 1 hear some one on the 
outside. Hark! ” 

“ ’Tis but a bat,” said Jekin ; “1 heard its wings whirr 
past the window.” 

“ Hush !” cried the knight again, and as he spoke some¬ 
thing darted through the opening, and fell at his feet. 
Feeling over the ground with his hands,- he soon discovered 
the object of his search, which was a small roll of parch¬ 
ment. " It is a letter,” said he; “ but what is the use of 
throwing me what I cannot see to read.-’ It must be for 
to-morrow morning.” 

“Open it, open it,” cried Jekin; “methinks I see 
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something shining through the end. It casts a light upon 
your h.’ind.w 

Sir Osborne rapidly unrolled the scroll, when to his joy 
and surprise he found it covered with large luminous cha» 
racters, in which, though somewhat smeared by rolUng the 
parchment, was written legibly, “ Pull up the rope gently 
that is cast through the window. Catch the settle that is 
tied to it. Make no noise. Come out, and be s])eedy.” 

“Oons!” cried Jekin, “this is magic. The fairies 
are our friends.” 

“ Oh! brave ITeartley,” cried the knight, “ 1 thought 
he would prove true. But let us lose no time. Jekin, stand 
you under with me, and extend your arms, that the settle 
may not mhke a noise by falling.” 

By searching along the wall the rope was found, and by 
pulling it gently the knight soon began to feel a weight at 
the farther end. {’or some way it ascended silently, as if a 
person Ajithoiit held it from the wall; but tlien, when it had 
been raised about six or seven feet, it grated desperately till 
it entered the opening in the wall, wliich by courtesy we 
have termed window. The cord had bel>n so adijisted as to 
insure its entrance; and as soon as Sir Osborne was certain 
tliat it had passed sufiiciently, and hung upon the very 
brink, he gave ^t a sudden jerk, and, catching it with a 
strong hantl as it fell, secured possession of tlie tall settle 
or hall stool witli scarcely any noise. 

“ Now, good Jekin,” said he, “ we are free. I will 
mount fiftt, and then help you up; hut, standing on this 
settle, and pulled by me above, you will not have much dif¬ 
ficulty.” 

“ Oh, no! I warrant you, your worship,” replied Jekin. 
“ And when we are once out, let every man run his own 
way, say 1. Your worship’s company may prove some¬ 
what dangerous, and I am a peaceable man.” 

“ Well, be it so,” answered the knight; and placing the 
settle directly under the window, he soon contrived to get 
into the opening, and, kneeling in the deep wall, managed 
with some trouble to raise the heavy body of Groby, and 
place him in a sitting position on the edge, so that the mo- 
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inent he himself dropped down on the other sid^ the honest 
clothier could take his place and follow his ex4^1e. 

Turning round, Sir Osborne could perceive by the dim 
light of the night the tall form of Longpole standing be¬ 
low, but he took care not to utter a sound; and bending his 
knees, he gradually stretched liimself out, till he hung by 
nothing but his hands — then dropped, and in a moment 
stood silently by Heartley’s side, who instantly placed in 
his hands the large doul)le-edged sword of which he had 
been deprived in the morning. 

It now became poor Jekin’s turn, who managed the mat¬ 
ter somewhat more slowly, and a good deal more clumsily; 
and at length, when he dropped, although the arms of the 
knight broke his fall, he uttered a tremendous “ ©h! ” and, 
exhausted, leant against the wall. 

At that moment a light appeared in a window above, 
passed by a second, and instantly die alarum liell rang out 
a peal enough to wake the dead. 

“ Run ! run! every one his own way,” cried Jekin, who 
seemed to trust mightily to the activity of his own legs, 
and plying them with vast rapidity he fled up an alley 
before him. 

“ This way, my lord," cried Ileartley; “ quick, we 
shall distance them far.” And darting iff for the thick 
wood that almost touched the angle of the hoose, he led 
the knight into a deep forest iiath, crying Stoop !” 

The sounds of pursuit were now loud on every side. 
Whoop, and halloo, and shout, floated on the wind, as the 
servants, dispersed in all directions, strove to give inform¬ 
ation or encouragement to their comrades, and one party 
especially seemed by the sound to come rapidly on their 
track. At length an alley, bounded by a wall, closed 
their course in that direction. 

“ We can vault said Heartley. 

“ On !” cried the knight; and in a moment both had 
cleared the wall and die dry ditch beyond, but at the same 
moment the sounds of two parties of pursuers were heard 
in the parallel alley. 

“ Down in the ditch ! ” cried the knight; “ they will see 
us if we take to the open field." 
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No sooner was it said than done, and immediately after 
they lieard as they lay the feet and voices of half a dozen 
men passing rapidly by. 

“ I was sure they dfd not take this way, Joe," cried one. 

“And I am sure they did!" answered the other. 
“ They’re in the wood now. Let us-" 

What he said more was lost, and after pausing for a 
moment or two till the sounds were but faintly heard in 
the wood, Longpole and his lord betook them to the open 
field, and soon were out of sight of the park. 


CHAl’TEK VIII. 


“ I do believe it: the common world 
Teems out with things we know not; and our mind. 
Too gross for us to ttcan the mighty whole* 

Knows not how busy all creation U.** 


In the original history, here follows a long chapter describ¬ 
ing how Sir P^an Wileton, sitting in deep and earnest 
consultation with Sir Cesar the magician, regarding the 
teeming future, was only awakened to a full sense of the 
present by the very resonant “Oh!" uttered by Jekin 
Groby as,he fell from the window. And the same chapter 
goes on at great length to detail all that Sir Payan did and 
said upon making Uie discovery of his prisoners’ evasion. 
His fury, his menaces, his orders, his promises to those 
who should retake them, are all described fully, and in very 
sublime language, by Professor Vonderbrugius. But never¬ 
theless we shall omit them, as well as the long account by 
which they are preceded of the strange and curious cere¬ 
monies employed by Sir Cesar to ascertain the event of 
many dark schemes that were then revolving in the breasts 
of men ; and we think that the reasons which induce us to 
leave out all these curious particulars, will fully justify our 
so doing in the opinion of our readers. In the first place, 
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wc wish to follow our hero as fast as possible ; in the.next 
place, every reader, whose head is any bettci' than a turnip, 
can easily figure the mad rage of a passion.itc though wily 
man, on finding that his ])rey has escaped from his hand; 
and in the third place, we did not translate this chapter, 
inasmuch as Vonderbrugius, besides being vastly sublime, 
was wholly unintclligihle. 

Making, therefore, that short which was originally long, 
we shall only say that all the servants, roused from tlieir 
beds, beat the woods in every direction, searching vainly 
for the young knight and Hicbard Heartier, who, as we 
have seen, contrived to evade their pursuit. Not such, how¬ 
ever, was the fate of poor Jekin Groby, wlio, running 
straight forward up one of the avenues, was soon seen and 
overtaken by a party of servants, who, taking it for granted 
that he would resist most violently, beat him unmercifully 
out of mere expectation. r 

Roaring and grumbling, the unfortunate clotfcier was 
brought back to tbe manor, and underwent Sir Payan’s 
objurgation wltli but an ill grace. “ You are a villain! 
yon are!”., cried Jeicin. “You had better l(jf me alone! 
you had ! You ’ll burn your fingers if you meddle with me; 
— You've stolen my bags already. But the king and Lord 
Derby shall hear of it; ay, and the cardinal! to boot — and 
a deal more too. Did not I hear you promise to murder 
him, you black-hearted vagabond ! ’’ 

“ Tie him hand and foot," said Sir Payan, “ and bring 
him back again into the strong-room. Bring him*along, I 
would fain see how they reached the window." And fol¬ 
lowed by the servants, hauling on poor Jekin, who ever 
and anon muttered something about Lord Derby, and the 
king, and his bags, he proceeded to the chamber where the 
young knight had been imprisoned. There the settle and 
the rope gave evidence of the manner in which the escape 
had been effected, and were instantly removed by order of 
tile knight, to prevent the honest clothier, though now bound 
hand and foot, from making the attempt again. " This 
man's evidence would damn me," thought Sir Payan. 

“ Fool that I was to forget that he was here, and not look 
in that straw closet, before 1 committed myself with the 
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Other! But he must be taken care of, and never see Eng¬ 
land again. What is that ” continued he aloud, pointing 
to the scroll which caught his eye on the ground. “ Give 
it me. Ha! AH fair! Can old Sir Cesar have aided in 
this trick —we will see.” And with hasty strides he pro¬ 
ceeded to the high chamber where he had left the astrologer. 
Ho slackened his pace, however, with some feelings of awe, 
for as he approached he heard a voice speaking high. “ In 
the name of God most liigli,” it cried, “ answer ! Shall his 
head be raised so high for good or for evil } I]a! thou 
fleetest away! — Let be! let he I ” 

At this moment Sir I’ayari threw open the door, and 
found the old man with his hair standing almost erect, liis 
eye protruded, and his arms extended, as if still adjuring 
some invisible being. “ It is gone ! ” cried he, as the other 
entered. “ It is gone! ” And he sunk back exhausted in 
his chair. , 

Notwithstanding die fund of dauntless resolution which 
Sir Payan held, his heart seemed to grow faint as he en¬ 
tered the apartment, in which there was a strange sickly 
odour of incense and foreign gums, ami a thin blue smoke, 
that diffusing itself from a chafing-dish on the table, ren¬ 
dered the various objects flickering and indistinct. Nor 
could he heli> pAsuatling himself that something rushed by 
him as he oiicned the door, like a sudden gust of cold wind, 
that made him give an involuntary shudder. 

When he had left the room below, he had determined to 
tax the (fid kiiight boldly with having aided in the pri¬ 
soners’ escape ; but his feelings were greatly changed when 
he entered, and, accosting him with a mixture of awe and 
respect, he asked how it was that people discovered any 
characters written in a certain sort of ink he had heard of, 
which was quite pure and white till the person who had 
the secret submitted it to some other process. 

“ Hold the paper to the fire I” said Sir Cesar, feebly. 

Sir Payan immediately extended the parchment over the 
chafing-dish, but in vain; no trace of any kind appeared, 
and vexed and disappointed he let it drop into the flame. 

'‘Know ye that my prisoner has escaped,” said he, 

‘ and I am again insecure?” 
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“ Listen to what is of mightier moment," cried Sir 
Cesar with a great effort, as if his powers were almost ex¬ 
tinct with some vast excitement just undergone. “ Listen, 
and reply not; but leave me the moment you have heard. 
You besought me to ascertain the fate of Edward Duke of 
Buckingham, that you might judge whether to serve him 
as he would have you. I have compelled an answer from 
those who know; and I learn that, within one year, Buck¬ 
ingham's head shall be the highest in the realm. Mark ! 
determine! and leave me !“ 

Sir Payan, aware that it was useless to remain wJien Sir 
Cesar had once desired to be alone, quitted the chamber in 
silence. “ Yes! ” said he thoughtfully, “ I will serve 
him, so long as I do not undo myself. I wih creep into 
his counsels — 1 will appear his zealous friend — but I will 
be wary. He aims at the crown — as he rises I will rise; 
— but if I see him make one false step jn that proud a.scent, 

I will hurl him down, and when the fair lands ef Buck¬ 
ingham are void—who knows.!* We shall see. Less 
than I have risen higher! — Ho! Who wails ? When 
the Portifigallo returns, give the prisoner int(), his hands; 
but first make the captain speak with me. — Buckingham’s 
head shall be the highest in the realm! That must be 
king. Never did 1 know his prophecies fiiil, though some¬ 
times they have a strange twisted meaning. Highest in the 
realm 1 — there can be none higher than the king. Harry 
has no male heir. Well, we shall see.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

'Welcome, he said: 

Ob, long expected, to my dear embrace! Urvden. 

“We must not think ourselves safej” said Longpole, when 
they had got about two miles from die park, “ till we have 
put five estates between us and that double cunning fox 
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Sir Fayan Wileton; for by break of day his horsemen will 
be out in every direction, and he will not mind breaking a 
little law to have us.” 

“ Which way are we going now ? ” demanded the knight; 
“ I should judge towards Canterbury.” 

“A little to the left we bear now/" replieil Longpole ; 
“ and yet the left is become the right, for by going left we 
get right off his land, my lord.'" 

‘'Call me not my lord, Heartley,” saidDamley. “Did 
I appear before the king as Lord Darnley, his grace might 
be offffiided, and especially the prorfd Wolsuy; as, after 
many entreaties, made by the best in the land, the prelate 
refused to ,see either my father or myself, that we might 
plead our own cause; therefore, for the present, I am but 
Sir Osiborne Maurice, Thou hast too much wit I know to 
give me my lord at every instant, like yon foolish clothier.” 

“ Oh no, not I,'* replied Longpole ; “ I will Sir Osborne 
you, sit^ mightily. But speaking of the clothier, your 
worship, how wonderfully the fellow used his legs! It 
seemed as if every step cried out ell-wide; and when he 
stumbled ii»;as but three-quarters. 1 hope he escaped, if 
'twere but to glorify his running.” 

“ Even if thev took him,” said the knight, “ Sir Payan 
would not keep him after he found I was gone.” 

“If ’twere not for avarice,” said Longpole ; “ the fellow 
had all his better angels in his bags, and Sir Payan has 
store of rfivarice. I’ve seen him wrangle with a beggar for 
the change of a halfpenny, when the devil tempted him to 
commit a cliarity. And yet avarice, looked upon singly, 
is not a bad vice fora man to have either. It's a warm, 
a comfortable solid sin j and if most men will damn their 
own soul to get money, he can’t be much worse off who 
damns his to keep it. Oh, I like avarice! Give me 
avarice for my sin. But 1 tire your worship." 

“ No, no, faith,” replied the knight. “ Thy cheerful¬ 
ness, together with the freedom of my limbs, gives me new 
spirit, Heartley.” 

“ Oh, good your worship,” cried Longpole, “ call me 
something else than Heartl^. Since tlie fit is on us for 
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casting our old names. I’ll be after tlie fashion too, and 
have a new oiiej’ 

“ Well, then, 1 will call thee Longjjole,” said the knight, 
“ which was a name we gave thee this morning, when thou 
wert watching us on the bank.” 

“ Speak not of it. Sir Osborne,” replied he; “ that was 
a bad trick — tiie worst I ever was in. But call me Long- 
pole, if your worship chooses. VV’hen 1 was with the army, 
they called me Hick Fletcher*, because 1 made the arrows ; 
and now I 'll Ire Longpole, till such time as your honour is 
established in all your rights again ; and then I ’ll be merry 
Master llcartley, my lord’s man.” 

“ 1 fear me, Dick, that thou wilt have but little beside 
thy merriment for thy wages,” said the knighti “'at least 
for a while; for yon same Sir Payan has my bags too in 
safe custody, and also some good letters for his Orace of 
Buckingham. Vet 1 hojre to receive in Jjoiidon the ransom 
of a knight and two squires, whom I made prisoners at 
Bouvines. Till then we must content ourselves on soldier’s 
fare, and strive not to grow sad because our purses are 
emjity.” 

“ Oh, your worship, my merriment never leaves me,” 
said Longpole. “ They say that I laughed when first 1 
came into the world ; and, with God’s w<ll, I will laugh 
when I go out of it. When good Dr. Wilbraham, your 
honour’s tutor, ttsed to teach me Latin — you were but a 
little thing then, some four years old — but, however, I was 
a great boy of twelve, and he would kindly have faught me, 
and made a clerk of me; but I laughed so at the gods and 
goddesses, that he never could get on—the great old fools 
of antiquity, as I used to call them; and then he would 
cane me, and laugh too, till he could not cane me for 
laughing, i was a wicked wag in those days; but since 
then I have grown to laugh at folks as much as with them. 
But I think you said. Sir Osborne, that you had letters for 
the Duke of Buckingham: if we talk on at this pace, we 
shall soon be upon bis land.” 

“ What! has he estates in this county ? ” asked the 

* A mfUcer of arrows was so called wftm the good strong bow was the wca[>on 
of the Efighsh ycomaiL 
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knight; '' my letters were addressed to him at Thornbury, 
in Gloucestershire.” 

“ Oh, hut he has many a broad acre too in Kent,” 
answered Longjiole; “ and a fine house, windowed through¬ 
out with glass, and four (‘liirnneys at each end; not a room 
but lias its fire. Tlicy say that he is there even now. And 
mucli loved is he of the commons, being no way proud, as 
some of our lords are, with their upturned noses, as if they 
scorned to wind their mother earth.” 

“Were 1 but sure that his grace were there,” said the 
knight, “ 1 would e’en venture without the letters; for 
much has he been a friend to my father, and he is also 
renowneil for his courtesy.” 

“Surely,“your worship,” answered Longpole, “if his 
grace have any grace, he must lie gracious; and yet I have 
heard that Sir I’ayan is the duke’s good friend, and it might 
be dangerous to trust yourself.” 

“1 do, not fear,” said the knight. “ The noble duke 
would never deliver me into the hands of my enemy ; and 
although, perhaps. Sir I’ayan may play the sycophant, and 
cringe to serve his own base purposes frith his grace, 1 
cannot believe that the duke would show him any farther 
favour than such as we yield to a hound that serves us. 
However, we raiJkt find some place to couch us for the 
night, and to-morrow morning J will determine.” 

“ Still, we must on a little farther to-night,” said Long, 
pole. “ That Sir I’ayan has the nose of a bloodhound, and 
1 should feSt to rest yet for a couple hours. But the country 
J know well, every path and field, so that I wiD not lead 
your worship wrong.” 

For nearly ten miles more, lighted by neither moon nor 
stars, did the two travellers proceed, through fields, over 
gates, and in the midst of woods, through which Longi>ole 
conducted with such unerring sj^acity, that the young 
knight could not help a suspicion crossing his mind that 
his guide must have made himself acquainted with the 
paths by some slight practice in deer-stalking, or other 
gentle employments of a similar nature. At length, how¬ 
ever, tliey arrived in the bottom of a little valley, where a 
a 
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clear quick atreain was dashing along, catching and reflecting 
all the light that remained in the air. On the edge of tlie 
hill hung a portion of old forest ground, in the skirts of 
which was a group of hay-stacks; and hither Longpole led 
his master, seeming quite familiar with all tlie localities 
round about. “ Here, sir, leap this little ditch and mound. 
—Wait 1 there is a young hedge —now between these two 
hay-stacks is a bed for a prince. Out upon the grumblers 
that arc always finding fault with I'ortune! The old lady, 
with her purblind eyes, gives, it is true, to one man a wi.sp 
of straw, and to another a cap and plume ; but if he with 
tlie wisp wears it as gaily as the other does his bonnet, why 
fortune’s folly is mended by content. I killed a fat buck 
in that wood not a month since,” continued Longpole ; 
“ but, good your worship, tell not his Grace of Buckingham 
thereof.” 

By such conversation, Longpole strove to cheer the 
spirits of his young lord, upon whose mind all the wayward 
circumstances of his fate pressed with no easy weight. 
Laying himself down, however, between the two haystacks, 
while Hcartley found himself a similar bed hard by, tlie 
young adventurer contrived soon to forget his sorrows in 
the arms of sleep; and as he lay there very inconsiderately 
began dreaming of Lady Constance do 'Grey. Sir Payan 
Wileton also soon took his place on the imaginary scene ;• 
and in ail the wild romance of a sleeping vision, they both 
contrived to tease poor Sir Osborne desperately. At length, 
however, as if imagination had been having hdl- revel after 
judgment had fallen asleep, and had then become drowsy 
herself, the forms melted gradually away, and forgetfulness 
took possession of tlie whole. 

It was bright daylight when the knight awoke, and all 
the world was gay with sunshine, and resonant with the 
universe's matin song. Longpole, however, was still fast 
asleep, and snoring as if in obstinate mockery of the birds 
tliat sat and sang above his head. Yet even in sleep, there 
was a merry smile upon the honest Englishman’s face, and 
tlie knight could hardly find the heart to wake him from 
the tquiet blessing he was enjoying to the cares, the fears, 
and the anxieties of active existence.— “ M’ake, Richard,” 
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said .he at length,— " wake; the sun has risen this 
hour.” 

Up started Longjrole. “So he has,” cried he; “well, 
’tis a shame, 1 own, that that same old fellow the sun, who 
could run alone before I was bom, and who has neither sat 
down nor stood still one hour since, should still be up 
before me in the morning. But your worship and 1 did 
not go to bod last night so early as he did.” 

“Ay ! ” replied the knight; “ but he will stiU run on, as 
bright, as vigorous, and as gay as ever, long after our short 
race is done.” , 

“More fool he then,” said Longpole; “ he’ll be lag last. 
But how h^ve you determined, sir, about visiting the noble 
duke?" 

“ I will go, certainly,” replied the knight: “ but, good 
Longpole, tell me, is it far from the manor, for all my./ood 
yesterday was imprtsonment and foul words." 

“ Ods'life ! your worship must not complain of hunger 
then, for such diet soon gives a man a surfeit. But, in 
troth, ’ tis more than one good mile. However, surely we 
can get a wncheon of bread at some cottage as \re go; so 
shall your worship arrive just in time for his grace’s dinner, 
and 1 come in ^or my share of good things in the second 
or tliird hall, as it jileases master yeoman-usher. So let us 
on, sir, i’ God’s name.” 

Climbing the hill, they now cut across an angle of the 
forest, anij soon came to a wide open dotvn, whereon a 
shepherd was feeding a fine flock of sheep, singing lightly 
as he went along. 


SHKPHERD-S SONG. 

“ The silly hcast, the silly lieast. 

That cro^ the grassy plain, 

Enjoys more than the monarch's feast, 
And never tastes his imin. 

tSing oh I sing oh I for high degree, 
I'd be a she^, and browse tlie lee. 

** The 'broidered robe with jewels dres^ 
The silks and velvets rare, 

^ hat are they to the woolly vest 
That shuts out cold and care ? 

Sing oh! sing oh! for high degree 
A woolly coat *s the coat for me. 
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“ The king he fcod» on dainty meat. 

Then goes to bed and weeps, 

The shiTp he crotis the wild thyme sweet, 

And lays him down and sleei>8. 

Sing oh! sing oh ! for high degree, 

A careless life’s the life Ibr njc.” 

“ This sheplierd will have his hard-pressed curds and 
his hrown bread,” said Longpolc ; “ and if your worship’s 
Imn^er be like mine, no way dainty, we can manage to 
break our fast with him, tliough it be not on maiichets and 
stewed cels.” 

The knight was very willing to try the shepherd's fare ; 
and bending their course towards'him, they came up just 
as he was placing himself under an old oak, leaving his 
sheep to the care of his dogs, and found him vfldl disposed 
to supply their necessities. JHis j)rcssed curds, his raveled 
bread, and his leathern bottle, full of thin beer, were cheer¬ 
fully produced; and when the knight, drawing from his 
pocket one of the few pieces that had lugkily not Ix'cn placed 
in his bags, offered to pay for their reffSiihment, the honest 
shepherd would receive no payment; his good lord, he 
said, the J)ukc of ^luckingham, let none of his people want 
for any thing in their degree, from his chancellor to his 
shepherd. 

“ Content is as good as a king,” said'IIeartley, as they 
proceeded on their way. “But there—does not your worship 
catch a glance of the house where those two hills sweep 
across one another, with a small road winding in between 
them—just as if under yon large mass of clralky stone, 
that seems detached and hanging over the path, with a 
bright gleam of sunshine seen upon the wood beyond ? —• 
l)o you not see the chimneys, sir ? ” 

“ I do, I do,” answered Sir Osborne. “ But come, let 
us on, it cannot be far." 

“ Not above half a mile,” answered Longpole; “ but we 
must go round to the other side, for on this lie the gardens, 
which, as I have heard, are marvellous rich and curious. 
•There may be seen all kinds of foreign fruit, com trees, 
capers, lemons, and oranges. And they say, that by a 
strange way they call graiHng, making, as it were, a fool of 
Dame Nature, they give her a partycoloured coat, causing 
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one free to brinp; forth many kinds of fruit, and flowers of 
sundry colours.” 

“ I have seen the same in Holland," replied the knipht, 
“where the art of man seems Imldly, as it were, to take the 
pencil from Nature’s hand, and paint the flowers with what 
hues he will.” 

VV’^alking rai)idly on, they soon crossed the fields that 
separated them from the park, and skirting round the 
grounds reached the high road. This ran along for about 
a mile under the thick massy wall, which, supported by 
immense buttres.se.s, and partially overgrown with ivy, en¬ 
closed the domain on all sides, livery here and there some 
of tlie old linglish oaks, the true aboriginal giants of our 
isle, waved'their wide hare arms over the boundary ; while 
still between, the eye rested on the "various hues of tender 
green which the earlier trees just iK'gan to put forth, 
mingled with the iark .shades of the pine and the yew. 
1’he thiej< wall continued uninterrupted till towards the 
itiiddle, where, turning abruptly round to the right, it was 
seen flanking on both hands the wide road that led up to a 
pair of massy iron gates before the housel On ea'di side of 
these gates appeared a s(piare tower of brickwork, afl’ording 
siiflieient lodging for tln^ porter and his men ; and round 
about the doors flf which was a crowd of paupers already 
collected, w'aiting for the daily dole which they received 
from the table of the duke. 

Through these Sir Osborne took his way, followed by 
Longpole ;*yet not without a sort of murmur amongst the 
beggar train, who, thinking every thing that remained of 
the dinners in the various halls their own by right, grumbled, 
at each person who went in, as if they thereby receiveil an 
injury. 

The gate being open, the knight entered, and looked 
round for some one to answer his inquiries. The porter 
instantly stepped forth from his house ; and although the 
stranger’s dress had lost the saucy freshness of its first 
gloss, he dotfed his cap with as much respect as if he had 
been robed in ermines; and thus it may be invariably 
observed, that where the noble and the great are afl’able and 
easy of access, tlieir dependants are, in their station, civil 
B 3 
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and courteous ; and where, on the contrary, the lord affects 
those airs of misproud haughtiness which offer but a poor 
comment on bis mind’s construction, his servants never fail, 
by their insolent rudeness, to afford a Sue caricature of 
their master’s pride. 

“ Sir,” said the porter, doffing his cap with a low bow, 
imagining that the knight came to dine at the table in the 
second hall, to which all strangers of respectable appearance 
were admitted, “'tis not yet eleven o’clock, and die dinner 
is never served till noon.” 

“ 'I'hat will be more to my purpose,” replied the knight, 

“ as 1 wish to have audience of his grace, if he be now in 
Kent.” 

“His grace walks in the flower-garden,”"'replied the 
porter, “ and I know not whether he may be spoken with ; 
but follow me, sir, and I will bring you to his chamberlain.” 
So saying, he led the way across the tourt, and ascending 
the steps of the terrace on which the mansion was raised, 
he pushed open the hall-door, and conducted the knight 
through a merry group of servants, engaged in various 
sports, into a secohd hall, where were a numbgi; of ccclesi* 
astics and gentlemen, of that intermediate grade which 
raised them above the domestics without giving them a 
title to associate with the persons admitted to the duke’s 
own table. 

Here the porter looked round, as if searching for some 
one amongst the various groups that tenanted the apartment ; 
and then begging the knight to wait a moment, he left him. 

Finding that all eyes were fixed upon him with that sort 
of glance of cool, impertinent inquiry, which few persons 
scruple to exercise upon a stranger who comes new into a 
place where they themselves are at home. Sir Osborne went 
up to some fine suits of armour which were ranged in order 
at the end of the hall. Amongst the rest, was one of those 
beautiful fluted suits of Milan steel which are now so rarely 
met with. It was arranged as for use, and the arm ex¬ 
tended, with the gauntlet resting on the pommel of an im¬ 
mense double-handed sword, which was supported by a 
small rail of iron, placed there as a guard. 

The knight considered it all with the eyes of a connoisseur. 
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and taking the sword from underneath the gauntlet, drew it 
partly out of the sheath. 

“You are a boJd f'ontlomaii/’ said one of the starers, 
coming up to the knight. “ Do you know that these suits 
are my lord duke's .^—:U’7)at are you going to do with 
that sword ? ” 0 

“ To slit the ears of any one who asks me impertinent 
questions,” answered the knight, turning suddenly round 
upon him. 

“ Cast him out! cast him out! ” cried a dozen voices. 
Who is the beggarly rascal, with his grey doublet Cast 
him out!” 

Hut the, knight glanced round them with that sort of 
fierce, determined look, which tells that an adversary, would 
have no easy task to master the heart that so lights up the 
eye; and though some still cried to cast him out, no one 
thought fit to appriach too near. 

“ I’eaCe! peace!” cried an old ecclesiastic, who had been 
sitting at the farther extreme of the hall, and who now ad¬ 
vanced. “ Peace! see ye not by his sjmrs the gentleman 
is a knigjut .> My son," he continued, addressing Sir 
Osborne, those arms are the noble Duke of Buckingham’s, 
and, out of resjtect for our ]>atron, tliose who are admitted 
to this hall refran) from touching his ten suits. That which 
seems to have excited your curiosity was the prize at a 
tournament, given by an old friend of his grace some fifteen 
years ago, and it is one of the most handsome in his pos¬ 
session.” 

“ I should not have touched those arms, my good 
father,” answered the knight, “ had I not thought that I 
recognised the suit; and was drawing the blade to see if it 
was the same.” 

“By what mark would you know it, young gentle¬ 
man ? ” demanded the priest. 

“ If it be that I mean," replied Sir Osborne, “ there is 
written on die blade, 

** I will win njy right. 

Or die in the tight.*' 

“True, true!" said the clergyman. “There is so; 
but you must be too young to have been at that tourney.” 

11 4 
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“ No matter,” said the knight; “ but, if I mistake.not, 
here is lus grace’s cliamborlaiii.” 

As ho spoke, a gentleman, dressed in a black velvet suit, 
with a gold chain round his neck, followed tiie porter into 
the hall, and addressed himself to the knight: “ 1 have 
communicated your desire,” said he, “to^ny lord duke, 
who has commauded me to say, that if your Imsincss with 
Ids grace be suclt as may pass through a third person, he 
prays you to inform him thereof by me ; but if you must 
needs speak with him personally, he never denies his pre¬ 
sence to those who really require it.” 

'fhough he spoke with all courtesy, there was something 
in the manner of the chamberlain that Sir Osimrne did not 
like; and he answered full haughtily, “ Inform his grace 
that my business is for his private ear, and tliat a moment 
will show him whether it be such as he can hear with 
pleasure." « 

“ Then 1 have nought left, sir, but to lead you to his 
grace,” replied the chamberlain; “ though, 1 am sure, you 
know that it is not well to trouble great men with small 
matters.”.. ‘ ,, 

“ Lead on, sir,” said the knight, observing the chamber¬ 
lain’s eye glance somewhat critically over his apparel: 
“ my doublet is not very new, you woulfl say ; but if I 
judge it good enough for your lord, it is too good for his 
servant’s scorn.” 

'The chamberlain led on in silence through one of the 
side doors of the hall, and thence by a long j.assage to the 
other side of tlic dwelling, where, issuing out upon the 
terrace, they descended into a flower-garden, laid out much 
after the pattern of a Brussels carpet, h’ormcil into large 
compartments, divided by broad paved walks, the early 
flowers of the season were distributed in all manner of 
arabesques, each bed containing those of one particular 
colour ; so that, viewed from above, the effect was not ugly 
tltough somewhat stiff, and gay witliout being elegant. 

As Damley descended, he beheld at the farther end a 
tall, dignified man, of i*ht)ut the middle age, walking 
slowly up and down the wngest walk. He was dressed iu 
one the straight coats of tlie day, stiff with gold cm- 
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broidery, aiul the upper part of tlie sleeve puffed out with 
eriinson silk, and lield down with straps of doth of gold, 
'fhe rest of his attire was of the same sjtlendid natuie : 
the high breeches of silken serge, jtinked with gold — the 
inirahaise, or small low-crowned bonnet, of rich velvet, 
with a thin feather leaning across, fastened by a large 
ruby — the silken girdle, with its jewelled clasp, — all 
were corres])onding; ami though the dress might not be 
so elegant in its forms as that which we are accustomed 
to call the Vandyk, yet it was far more splendid in its ma¬ 
terials, and had perhaps more of majesty, though less of 
grace. Two servants walked about ten paces behind, the 
one carrying in his hand his lord's sword, the other hearing 
an orange,* which contained in the centre a sponge filled 
with vinegar. 

The duke hiinsclf was busily engaged in reading as he 
walketl, now jiorinl; on the leaves of the book he held in 
his hand, now raising his eyes and seeming to consider 
what he had just collected. As the young knight ap¬ 
proached, however, he paused, pl.iced a mark Ixttwecn the 
lea’.es wluj;e he had left off, and advanefd a stei),.with that 
aHithle smilg and winning courtesy for which he was so 
famous. 

1 give you*gootl morrow, fair sir,” said he. “ My 
chamberlain says that you would speak with me. Me- 
thinks my good fortune has made me see your face before. 

— Say, can Buckingham serve you ? ” And as he spoke he 
consicleretf the young stranger attentively, as if he did 
really remember him. 

“ Your grace is ever courteous,” replied the knight ; 
and then added, seeing that the chamberlain still staid 

— “ but in the first jdace let me say that what I was un¬ 
willing to communicate to this your officer, 1 am equally 
unwilling to speak liefore him.” 

“ heave us ! ” said the duke. “ In truth, I know not 
why you stay. Now, fair sir, may 1 crave your name ?” 

“ ’Tis now a poor one, my good lord,” replied the 
knight — “ Osborne Uarnley.” A 

“ Rich, rich, dear youth, in virtue and in merit!” cried 
the duke, taking him in his arms and embracing him 
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warmly, which accolade did not escape the reverted pyes 
of the chamberlain — “ rich in honour and courage, and 
every good quality. The lord of Surrey, my good son-in- 
law, to whom you are a dear companion in arms, wrote me 
from Ireland some two months past that I might expect 
you here; evolved to me the plans which you have formetl 
to gain the favour of the king ; and prepared me to aid 
you to the best of my poor power. Hold you the same 
purpose of concealing your name wliich you proposed when 
you wrote from Flanders to Lord Surrey, and which you 
observed when last in this our happy country ?’’ 

“ I do, my good lord,” replieil the knight, “ on every 
account; but more esjtecially as it is the wish and desire 
of him 1 am bound most to honour and obey — my father.” 

“ My judgment goes with his and yours," said the duke, 
“ more especially as for some cause that proud man Wolsey, 
when, not long since, 1 petitioned the king to see your 
noble, father, stepped in and staid the wavering, consent 
that hung upon his grace’s lips. But think not, my dear 
youth, that I have halted in your cause. Far from it ; I 
have urgo.'l your rights with all the noblest and best of the 
land; while your own merits, and the high name you have 
acquired in serving with the emperor, have fixed your in. 
terest on the sure basis of esteem ; so that, wherever you 
find a real Knglish heart, and but whisper the name of 
Darnley, there you shall have a friend — yet, indeed, I 
have much to complain of in my lord your fatlier.” 

“ Indeed, indeed, your grace! ” cried the knight, the 
quick blood mounting into his cheek. “ Some misconcep¬ 
tion must make you think so. My fatlier. Heaven knows, 
is full of gratitude and affection towards you.” 

“ Nay, protest not," replied Buckingham, with a smile. 
“ I have the stronge.st proof of his ingratitude and bad 
esteem ; for what can be so great a proof of either as to 
refuse an oflFered kindness ?” 

" Oh, T understand your grace,” said Sir Osborne. “ But 
though the' noble, the princely offers of pecuniary assist, 
ance which your grace out to him were declined, my 
father’s gratittide was not the less. For five long years I 
have not seen teiin> but in all his letters he 8i)eakB of the 
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nol^e Duke of Buckingham as one whose virtues have shamed 
him from misanthropy.” 

“ Well, well!” answered die duke. “ At least remem¬ 
ber you were counted once as my page, when you were a 
child no higher than my knee; so now with you I will 
command, whereas with your father 1 could but beg ; and 
I will say, that if you use not my house, my servants, and 
my i>urse, you hold Buckingham at nought. But we must 
be more particular: come into my closet till dinner be 
seryed, and tell me all, for young soldiers are rarely rich, 
and I will not have my purpose balked.” 

We shall not pursue the farther conversation of the 
duke of Buckingham and the young knight: suffice that 
the frank‘generosity of his noble friend easily drew from 
Sir Osborne all his history, even to the very day. Ilis 
plans, his wishes, and his hopes ; the conduct of Sir Payan 
Wileton, and his »ilespcrate designs; his own intention to 
seek th(i court, and strive to win the favour of the king 
before he disclosed himself — were all displayed before the 
duke, who did not fail to encourage him to persevere, both 
by words of hope and proffers of assistance. , 

“ As tff your enemy. Sir Payan M'ileton,” said the duke, 
“ 1 know him well — he is a desperate villain ; and yet 
such men are Useful in groat enterprises. You say you 
met that strange but wonderful man Sir Cesar. Did he 
not toll you any thing concerning me ? — But no! he was 
wise. His grace the king might die without issue male — 
and then^ God knows! However, we will not think of 
that!” And with these dark hints of some more remote 
and daring schemes, the Duke of Buckingham contented 
himself for the time, and returned to the more immediate 
affairs of him whose interest he now so warmly embraced. 
But in the midst of their conversation, the comptroller of 
the household entered to marshal the way to the banquet 
hall. 

“ What said you, my dear youth, was the name you had 
adopted ? ” demanded tie duke; “ for I must gain you the 
acquaintance of my friends.” 

“ Ever since the sequestratiOT of our estates,” replied 
the knight, “ and their transfer to Sir Payan Wileton, 
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I have, when in England, borne the name of Osbprne 
Mauri ee.” 

“ Osborne Maurice ! ’’ said the duke, with some en). 
phasis, as if he found something extraordinary in the 
name. “ How came you to assume that 

“ In truth, ! know not,” answered the knight; ’twas 
fixed on hy my father.” 

“ Yes, 1 now remember,” said the duke, after musing 
for a W'hile. “ lie was a dear friend of my good lord 
your father’s — 1 mean the other Sir Osborne Mauyee, 
who supported I’erkyn Warheck. Hut ’twill do as well as 
another — the name is forgotten now.” 


CHAP'rEll X. 

^ Born of noble state, 

Well could he tourney, ami in hstb debate. Spexsek. 

When, as may be remembered, tlie porter led the knight 
into the second hall, our friend Longpold remained in the 
first, with those of his own degree; nor was he long in 
making acquaintance, and becoming intimate with every 
one round about, from the old seneschal, who took his 
place in the leathern chair by right of immemorial service, 
to the sucking serving-man who was hardly yet weaned 
from his mother’s cottage, and felt as stiffly uneomfortable 
in his rich livery .suit as a hog in armour, a cat in pattens, 
or any other unfortunate animal in a garb it has not been 
accustomed to. For all, and each, Longpolc had his joke 
and his quibble; he played with one, he jested witli the 
other, and he won the hearts of all. In short, every one 
was in a roar of laughter when the porter returned from 
the second hall, followed by one of those inferior gentlemen 
who had just found it inexpedient to follow up his purpose 
of casting Sir Osborne out. Immediately on entering, the 
porter pointed out Longirole to the other, who advanced 
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and, addressed him with a vastly supercilious air, which, 
however, did not produce any very awful effect upon the 
honest fletcher.* 

“ So, fellow," said he, “ you are the servant of that 
gentleman in the old grey doublet.” 

“ Yes, your worship, even so,” answered Longpole. 
“ My honoured master always wears grey; for when he is 
not in grey cloth, he goes in grey iron; and as to its 
being old, better an old friend than a new foe.” 

“ And who is your master? 1 should like to hear,” 
asked the gentleman. 

“ Lord ! does not your worship know ? ” demanded 
Longpole, giving a merry glance round the crowd, that 
stood alreitly well disposed to laugh at whatever he should 
say. “ Bless you, sir! my master’s the gentleman that 
beat Gog and Magog in single fight, slew seventy crocodiles 
of the Nile before Jireakfast, and played at pitch and toss 
with the cramp-bones of an elephant’s hind.leg. For 
heaven’s sake don’t anger him, he’d eat a score such as 
you at a mouthful!” 

“ Come, fellow, no insolence, if yow mind n^t to taste 
the stirruf! leather,” cried die other, enraged at the titter¬ 
ing of the menials. “ You and your master both give 
yourselves too gfeat airs." 

“ Ods life, your worship, we are not the only ones! ” 
answ’ered Longpole. “ Every Jack carries it as high as 
my lord, now-a-days ; so I ’ll not be out o’ the fashion." 

“ You»had better bid your master get a new doublet, 
then,” said the gentleman of the second hall, with a look 
of vast contempt. 

“ That your worship may have the old one?” asked 
Longpole, slily. 

M'hat this might have produced it is impossible to say, 
for a most insupportable roar burst from the servants at 
Longpole’s last thrust ; but at that moment the chamber- 
lain entered from the second hall, and beckoned to the 
gentleman, who was no other than his cousin. 

“ 'fake care what you say, William," whispered he ; 
‘‘ that knight, with whom I find Master Wilmotswood 

* A maker of arrows. 
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quarrelled about touching the armour, is some great inan, 
depend on it. The duke sent me away, and then he em¬ 
braced him, and hugged him, as he had been his brother ; 
and the old controller, who saw him go by, nods and 
winks, as if he knew who he is, and says that we shall see 
whether he does not dine at the first table, ay, and near 
his grace, too, for all his old grey doublet. Hast thou 
found out his name ? ” 

“ No,” replied the other. “ His knave is as close as a 
walnut, and does not scruple to break his jests on any one 
— so I’ll have no more of him.” 

Their farther conversation was interrupted by a yeoman 
of the kitchen presenting himself at the door of the hall, 
and a cry of “ Sewers, sewers ! ” made itself heard, giving 
notice that the noon repast was nearly ready to be placed 
upon the table. The scene was at once changed amongst 
the servants, and all was the bustle c' preparation; the 
sewers running to serve the dinner, the yeomen of the hall 
and the butler’s men making speed to take their places in 
the banquet-room, and the various pages and servants of 
diflerent gentlemen residing in the manor hurrying to wait 
on their masters at the table. 

In the midst of tliis, our friend Longpole felt some 
doubt what to do. Unacquainted with what had passed 
between his master and the duke, and even whether the 
knight had made known his real rank or not, Longpole did 
not well know where to bestow himself. “ Ods life! ” 
said he, after fidgeting for a moment on the thoiiis of un¬ 
certainty, “ I ’ll e’en take my chance, and go to the chief 
hall. I can but walk into the next, if my young master 
does not show himself soon. Ho, youngster!” he con¬ 
tinued to a page he saw running by, “ which is the way 
to the lords’ hall f ’* 

“ Follow, follow, quick!" cried the boy; “I’m going 
there to wait for my Lord Abergany, and we are too late." 

Longpole lost no time, and arrived in the hall at the 
moment the controller was arranging the difi’erent servants 
round the apartment. “ Stand you here. Sir Charles 
Poynder’s roan; why go you higher than Sir William Ce¬ 
cil’s ? Sir William is a banneret. Harry Mathers, you 
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keep there. You, Jim, by that cupboard. And who are 
you? Who is your master, tall fellow?” he coiitiuued, 
addressing Longpole. 

“ Oh, the gentleman that is with the duke,” cried several 
of the servants,—“ the gentleman that is with the duke.” 

" Why, I know not where he will sit,” said the con¬ 
troller ; “ but wait about, and stand behind his chair. 
Now, are you all ranged ? — Bid tlie trumpets sound.” 

A loud flourish gave notice to the sewers to serve, and 
to the various guests to ilescend to the hall, when in a few 
minutes appeared Lord Abergany and Lord Montague: 
and one by one dropped in Sir William Cecil, Sir Charles 
Poynder, and several other knights, who, after the various 
salutations*of the morning, fell into groups of two and 
three, to gossip out the long five minutes which must pass 
while the controller informed the duke that the first dish 
was placed upon the table. 

In the meanwhile honest Longpole stood by, too anxious 
to know the reception his lord had met with even to jest 
with those around him ; but instead, he kept examining 
alt the splendid scene, the rich cloth of estate pjseed for 
the duke, the various cupboards of magnificent plate, the 
profusion of Venice glasses, anil idl the princely furnishing 
of the hall and*table, with feelings nearly allied to appre¬ 
hension. At length the voice of the controller was heard, 
crying “ The duke ! the duke! — Make way there for 
the duke ! ’’ and in a moment after the Duke of Bucking¬ 
ham entered, leaning with familiar kindness on the arm of 
the young knight. 

“ My Lord Abergany,” said the duke, “ my son, and 
you, my Lord Montague, my excellent good friend, before 
we fall to the cheer that Heaven has given us, let me in¬ 
troduce to your love this much-esteerned knight. Sir Os¬ 
borne Maurice, of a most noble stock, and, what is better 
still, ennobled by his deeds: and now let us to table. Sir 
f)sborne, you must sit here on my right, so shall you enjoy 
the conversation of my Lord Abergany, sitting next to 
you, and yet I not lose yours. Our chaplain is not here, 
yet let some holy man bless the meat. Lord Montague, 
you will take my left.” 
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That profound silence now succeeded which ought always 
to attend so important an avocation as that of dining, and 
the whole worldly attentiou of every one seemed fixed upon 
the progress of each dish, which being brought up in turn 
to the J)uke of Buckingham, first supplied those imme¬ 
diately around him, and then gradually travelling down 
tile table from person to person, according to their rank, 
was at length carried out by a servant into the second hall, 
where it underwent the same perambulation, and was thence 
transferred to the third. Here, however, its journeys did 
not exase ; for after having thus completed the grand tour, 
and become nearly a finished gentleman, the remnant was 
bestowed upon the paupers without. 

So different w'as the order of the dinner from .hat which 
we now hold orthodox, and so strange would it appear to 
tile modern epicure, that were not such long descriptions 
insufferably tiresome, many curious pages might be written 
to show how a roasted pig, disjointed by the carvers witli- 
out, was the first dish set upon the table; and also to 
evince the wisdom of beginning with the heavier food, such 
as beef, (nutton, vtal, and pork, and gradually drawing to 
the conclusion with capons, herons, 2 >igeouB, rabbits, and 
other more delicate dislics. 

However, as our object is to proceed «vith our history 
as fast as possible, we shall not stay to detail the various 
services, or to defend antiquity against the prejudices of 
to-day: suffice it, that so great was the noble Duke of 
Buckingham’s attention to his new guest, that Longpole, 
who stood behind to hand his master drink, threw forward 
his chest, and raised his head two inches higher than or¬ 
dinary, as if all the stray beams of the great man’s favour 
that passed by the knight lighted upon himself. 

The duke, indeed, strove generously to distinguish his 
young friend, feeling that misfortune has much greater 
claims upon a noble mind Uian saucy jirosperity. The 
marks of regard which he gave were such as, in those 
days, might well excite the wonder of Lord Abergany, who 
sat next to him. Hd more than once carved for him him¬ 
self, and twice invited him to drink ; made him notice 
those dishes which were esteemed most excellent, and spoke 
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10 hjm far more than was usual during the course of 
dinner. 

At length the last service appeared upon tlie table, con¬ 
sisting entirely of sweets ; to use the words of ITolinshed, 
“ Gelaffes of all colours, mired with a variety of repre¬ 
sentations of sundrie flowers, herbes, trees, forms of beasts, 
fish, fowls, and fruits, and thereunto marchepaines wrought 
with no small curiosity; tarts of divers heads and sundrie 
denominations; conserves of old fruits, foreign and home¬ 
bred ; sachets, codinals, marmalats, sugar-bread, ginger¬ 
bread, florentines, and sundrie outlandish confections, 
wherein tile sweet hand of the seafaring Portingal was not 
wanting.” 

Now also’came the finer sorts of wines, Muscadel, Ro¬ 
manic, and Caprike; and the more serious part of the 
banquet being over, the conversation became animated and 
interesting. The yotlng knight, as a stranger to all, as well 
as from the marked kindness of the duke, was, of course, a 
general object of attention; and as the guests easily judged 
him a traveller lately returned from abroad, many were the 
questions asked him concerning tlie countties he had seen, 
and the wars he had been in. 

Tilts and tournaments then became the subject of dis¬ 
course ; and at ledgth the duke filled high a Venice glass 
with wine, and calling upon all to do the like, “Good 
gentlemen,” said he, “ ‘t is seldom that Buckingham will 
stint his guests, but this is our last just now, for I would 
fain see a lance broken before night. I know not why, 
but methinks those sports and exercises, which are thus 
undertaken at a moment’s notice, are often more replete 
with joy than those of long contrivance ; and here is a 
good knight, who will balk no man of his humour, when 
’tis to strike a strong blow, or to furnish good course. 
Sir Osborne, to your good health, and may all prosj>erity 
and success attend you! Good lords and friends, join me 
in my health.” 

Sir Osborne expressed his willingness to do the duke 
any pleasure, and to furnish his course with any knight 
who thought him worthy of his lance. “ But your graco 
knows,” he continued, “ that I have come here without 

I 
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arms, and that my horse 1 lost yesterday, as I explained 
to you.” 

“ He would fain excuse himself the trouble,” said the 
duke, smiling, “ because we have no fair lady here to view 
his prowess; but, by heavens, I will have my will 1 Surely 
in ray armoury there is a harness that may suit you, sir 
knight, and in my stables a steed that will bear you stoutly. 
My Lord of Montague, you are unarmed too; quick to 
the armoury, and choose you arms. Sir Osborne shall 
maintain the field, and furnish two courses against each 
comer. We have not time for more ; and the horse and 
harness which the good knight wears shall be the prize. — 
Ho!' call here the armourer ! He is a Fleming, most ex¬ 
pert, and shall choose your suit. Sir Osborne.”' 

All now rose, and Lord Montague proceeded to the 
armoury to choose his arms; while the duke, taking Sir 
Osborne and Lord Abergany into one rf the recesses, spoke 
to them apart for some moments, the effect of which, as it 
appeared, was, that the duke’s kinsman embraced the young 
knight heartily. While they were still speaking, the ar- 
inoureii' appeared, and witli a low reverence approached 
the duke. 

“ Billenbach,” said the duke, “ thou hast an excellent 
eye, and canst see to the size of a straws that a harness be 
well adjusted. Look at this good knight, and search out 
amongst the finest suits in the manor one that may be 
convenient for him.” 

“ 'T is a damage, your grace," replied the armourer, 
with the sort of bow a sledge-hammer might be supposed 
to make — “ 'T is a great damage that you are not at 
Thombury, for there is the armour that would have well 
harnessed him. The gelt armour, that is all engrailed with 
gelt — made for a tall man, and a strong, such as his 
worship — very big upon the chest. Then there is the 
polished suit up-stairs, which might suit him, but I doubt 
that the greaves be long enough, and I have taken away 
the barhet and volant from the head-piece to give more 
light, and 't would take much time to fasten them on. 
There are none but the ten suits in the second hall — one 
of the tallest of them might do—but then they are for 
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your .grace’s own wearand he looked inquiringly at the 
duke, as if he doubted whether he might not have offended 
by mentioning them. 

“ Nay, nay, thou art right, Billenbach,” exclaimed the 
duke ; “ the fluted suit, above all others ! 1 am sure it 

will do. Call thy men and fetch it here; we will arm 
him amongst us.” 

The armourer obeyed ; and in a few minutes returned 
with his men beating the rich suit of fluted armour, which 
had attracted the knight’s attention in the hall. “ Ha! 
Sir Osborne,” said the duke, “ do you remember this ar¬ 
mour ? You were present when it was won ; but yet you 
were too young for that gay day to rest on your memory.” 

“ Nay, iSy good lord, not so,” replied the knight; “ 1 
remember it well, and how gallantly the prize was won. 
1 doubt not it will fit me.” 

“ I feel full suresof it,” said the duke, “ and that you 
will fit it, for a better harness was never worn; and Surrey 
.says, and 1 believe, there never was a better knight. Come, 
let us see; first, for the greaves. Oh, admirable ! Does 
tlie knee move free ? But I see it must, ^ow the aorslet; 
that will fi^ of course. How, fellow, you are putting the 
back-piece before ! The breast-plate ! the breast-plate !” 

'This brassard is a little too close,” said the knight. 
“Tf you loosen that stud, good armourer, 't will be better.” 

“ ’T is padded, good sir, near the elbow,” said the man ; 
" I will take out the padding. Will your worship try 
the head-pilce ? Can you see when the barbet is down .i" ” 

“ Well enough to charge my lance,” said the knight. 
“ These arms are exquisite in beauty, my lord duke, but 
very light.” 

“ There are none stronger in the world,” said the duke, 
" and therein lies the excellence ; though so light, that one 
moves in them more freely than in a coat of goldsmith's 
work, yet they are so well tempered, both by fire and water, 
and the juice of herbs, that the sword must be of fine steel 
indeed that will touch them.” 

“ One may see it by the polish that tiiey keep,” said the 
knight. “ In each groove one may view oneself in minis, 
ture, as in a mirror. They are very beautiful.” 

I 2 



lit) 


PAB.VX.eV. 


“ You must win them, my young soldier,” whispered 
the duke. “ Abergany has gone to arm, with Cecil, and 
Montague ; but I know their force. And now for the 
horses. The strongest in my stable, with his chanfron, 
snaffle-bit, manifaire, and fluted poitrel (which I have all; 
point device corresponding with the suit), goes along as 
part of the prize. Billenbach ! take the casque, put a 
little oil to the visor, and bring it to the lawn of tlie four 
oaks. See that the other gentlemen be told tliat we render 
ourselves there, where this knight will answer all comers 
on horseback, and I will judge the field. Send plenty of 
light lances ; and as we have not time to put up lists, bid 
the porter bring seven men with staves to mark the space.” 

Thus saying, th# duke led the way towards the stable, 
speaking to the knight, as they went, of various matters 
which ffley had not discussed in the morning, and making 
manifold arrangements for concentrating all sorts of interest, 
to produce that efiect upon the mind of the king which 
might lead to the fulfilment of Sir Osborne’s hopes. Nor 
to the Duke of Buckingham, who was well acquainted with 
the character of Henry, did the plan of the young knight 
seem unlikely to be successful. The sort of diffidence im. 
plied by concealing his name, was that thing of all others 
calculated to win the monarch’s good-will ; and there was 
also a kind of romanfle and chivalrous spirit in the scheme 
altogether, that harmonised well with the tastes of the 
king, who would fain have revived the days of the Round- 
Table, not contented wiih even the wild, adventure-loving 
character of the times: and yet. Heaven knows 1 those who 
read the history of the Chevalier Bayard, atid the memoirs 
of Fleurange, will find scenes and details recorded of that 
very day, which the novelist dare not venture to portray. 

Only one thing made the duke anxious in r^ard to his 
young protegf — the vast splendour and magnificence of 
the court of England. He saw that the knight, accustomed 
alone to the court of Burgundy, where merit was splendour, 
and valour counted for riches, was totally unaware of the 
thoughtleu expense required by Henry. Sir Osborne had, 
indeed, informed him, that in London he expected to re¬ 
ceive from a Flemish merchant the ransom of a knight and 
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three esquires, amounting in all, together with the value of 
their arms, to about three thousand French crowns, which 
the duke well knew would little more than pay for the bard 
jnd base* of his first just; and yet he very evidently per¬ 
ceived it would be difficult to prevail upon him to accept of 
any purely pecuniary assistance, especially as he had no 
time to lay a plan for offering it with any very scrupulous 
delicacy. Sir Osborne purposing to depart after the beve¬ 
rage, or three o’clock meal. 

“ Now, Osborne,” said the duke familiarly, after they 
had seen their horses properly accoutred, and were pro. 
ceeding towards the place of rendezvous — "now you are 
once more qrmcd at ^ points, and fit to encounter the best 
knight in the land; but we must have that tall fellow who 
serves you armed too, as your custrel, and mounted; for as 
you are a knight, and certainly errant, I intend to put you 
upon an adventure — but here come the counterparty. No 
one but Cecil will run you hard. 1 last year gave an har¬ 
ness and a purse of a thousand marks as a prize, which 
Cecil had nearly won from Surrey. — But you must win.” 

“ I will ™y y®'*'' t^lied the. knight, 

" both for the honour of your grace’s friendship, and for 
this bright suit, which in trutli 1 covet. To break two 
spears with ail comers — I think your grace said, that was 
my task. And if I keep tire field with equal success 
against all-" 

“Of course you win the prize,” interposed the duke. 
“ And if any other gentleman make as good points as your¬ 
self, you furnish two more courses with him to decide — 
but here we are. —Well, my lords, the horses will be here 
before the ground be marked. 1 stand by, and will be an 
impartial judge." 

It is not easy to imagine, in these times, how the re¬ 
venues of that age could support the nobles in the sort of 
unbounded expense in their houses which has made Old 
Engluh hoipitality a proverbial expression ; but it is never¬ 
theless a certain fact, that from fifty to sixty persons com¬ 
monly sat to dinner each day in the Various halls of every 
wealthy peer. The boards of those who, like Buckingham, 

Armour and trappingi of bii l|arse; 
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maintained a more than princely splendour, were generally 
much better furnished with guests; and when he looked 
round the spot that had been appointed for their morning's 
amusement, and beheld not more than a hundred lookers-on, 
all of whom had fed at his own tables, he felt almost disap¬ 
pointed at the scantiness of spectators. “ We have more 
guests at Thomhury,’’ said he ; “ and yet, porter, you do 
not keep the ground clear. Gentlemen, these four oaks are 
the bounds ; I pray you do not come within. — Here are 
our chargers." 

The fine strong horse which Buckingham had chosen 
for the young knight was now led up, harnessed as if for 
war ; and before mounting. Sir Osborne could not refrain 
from walking round to admire him, as he stood pawing the 
ground, eager to show his speed. The young knight’s 
heart heat high, and laying his left hand on the neck, he 
sprang at once from the ground into the saddle ; while the 
very clang of his new armour, and the feeling of being 
once more equipped as he was wont, gave him new life, 
and hope, and courage. 

Ordejped by a whisper from the duke, the groom beckoned 
Longpole from the ground, and the armourer, ‘taking the 
shield' and lance, presented them to the young knight at 
tile end of the course. A note or two teas now sounded 
by the trumpet, and Lord Ahergany offered himself on 
horseback opposite to Sir Osborne, who paused a moment, 
to observe if he charged his lance at the head-piece or the 
shield, tliat, out of compliment to the duke's relation, he 
might follow his example. 

“ Spur, spur. Sir Osborne ! ” cried the duke, who stood 
near ; “ Ahergany comes.” 

The knight struck his spurs into the charger’s sides; 
the horse darted forward, and the spear, aimed low, struck 
the fess point of Lord Abeigany’s shield, and splintered up 
to the vantplate in Sir Osborne’s hand; at the same mo¬ 
ment Lord Abergany’s broke upon the young knight’s 
breast; and suddenly wheeling their chargers, they re¬ 
gained the opposite ends of the lawn. 

The second lance was broken nearly in the same man. 
ner; widi only this difibrence, that Sir Osborne, having 
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now evinced liis respect for his opponent, aimed at the 
head-piece, which counted a point more. 

Lord Montague now succeeded, laughing good-humour¬ 
edly as he rode towards his place, and bidding Sir Osborne 
aim at his head, for it was, he said, the liardest j)art about 
him. The knight did as he was desired, and broke his 
spear twice on the very charnel of his helmet. It being 
now Sir William Cecil’s turn, each knight charged his 
spear directly towards tlie other’s head, and, galloping on, 
both lances were shivered to atoms. 

“ Gallantly done! gallantly done !" cried the Duke of 
Buckingham, though he began to feel some little anxiety 
lest the knight banneret might carry off the prize, which 
he had fully intended for Sir Osborne. “ Gallantly done! 
to it again, gentle knights.” 

The spears were now once more delivered, and setting 
out as before, each*struck the other’s head-piece; but Sir 
William Cecil’s, touching obliquely, glanced off, while that 
of Sir Osborne was again splintered. 

“ Give me your voices, gentlemen all,” cried the duke, 
turning tg the spectators. “Who ha# the da^?—Sir 
Osborne Maurice, I say.” 

“ Sir Osborne ! Sir Osborne ! ” cried a dozen voices ; but 
one jierson, no other than he who had thought fit to quar¬ 
rel with the knight about touching the very armour that 
he now wore, could not forbear vociferating the name of 
Sir IVilli^m Cecil, although, fearful of the duke's eye, he 
took care to keep back behind the rest while he did so. 

“ Some one says Sir William Cecil,” cried the duke, 
both surprised and angry. “ What say you yourself. Sir 
William” 

“ I say, Sir Osborne Maurice,” replied the banneret, 
surlily, “ because my lance slipped; but had it not, 1 
think I should have unseated him.” 

“ He is not easily unseated,” said the duke, “ if report 
speak true. However, the prize is yours. Sir Osborne. — 
Yet, because one voice has differed from my judgment, if 
you two knights will furnish one more course for my satis¬ 
faction, I will give a thousand marks for the best stroke." 

“ Your grace knows that I must soon depart,” said Sir 
i i 
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Osborne; “but, nevertheless, 1 am quite willing, if*this 
good knight be so, for I am sure his lance slipped merely 
by accident.” 

“Oh, I am very willing!” cried Sir William Cecil, 
somewhat sharply. “ A thousand marks, your grace says ? ” 

“ Ay, sir," replied the duke, “ 1 do.” 

“ ’T is a tough prize,” cried Sir William; “ so give me 
a tough ash spear." 

“ To me the same,” cried Sir Osborne Maurice, not 
exactly pleased with the tone of his opponMit — “ 'T is for 
the best stroke.” 

At this moment Longpole appeared, completely armed, 
by Buckingham's command, as a custrel, or shield-bearer; 
and hearing his master’s demand, he searched amongst the 
spears till he met with one that his practised eye, long 
used in his quality of fletcher, or arrow.maker, to select 
the hardest woods, instantly perceived^was excellent, and 
bore it himself to the knight. The trumpet sounded — 
both galloped forward, and Sir William Cecil’s lance, 
aimed as before at the knight’s casque, struck hard: but 
Sir Osborne was £s immoveable as a rock; and though of 
firm, solid wood, the spear shivered. Not so Sir 6sbome’s ; 
borne forward by a steady, unerring hand, it struck Sir 
William Cecil's head-piece just under thd crest, wrenched 
away the crest and plume, and still catching against die 
iron-work, bore him backwards upon the croupiere, and 
thence with his horse to the ground; for though Sir. 
Osborne pulled in his rein as soon as he could, it was not 
before the weight of his charger had overborne that of his 
opponent, and thrown him far back upon his haunches. 

The servants of Sir William ran up to disentangle him ; 
and finding him considerably hurt % the fall, they bore 
him away to his apartments in the manor. 

In the meanwhile, the duke and his friends were not 
scanty of the praises which they bestowed upon the young 
knight; and indeed there might be some sensation of 
pleasure at Cecil’s overthrow, mingled with their appro¬ 
bation of Sir Osborne; for though a good soldier and an 
honourable man, the banneret was overbearing in society 
with his equals, and insupportably proud towards those of 
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an inferior rank, so that all the servants winked to each 
other, as he was borne past, taking no pains to conceal 
their pleasure in his humiliation. 

“ 1 am sorry that Sir William Cecil is hurt,” said the 
knight, springing off his horse: “ On, Longpole, after 
his men, and discover what is his injury.” 

“ ’Tis no great matter,” said Lord Abergany, “ and it 
will do Cecil no harm that his pride is lowered ; for, in 
truth, he has lately become beyond all endurance vain. 
He spoke of quelling the mutiny of the shipwrights at 
Rochester, as if his single arm were capable of doing more 
than Lord Thomas ami all his company.— Well, fellow !” 
he continued to Longpole, who now returned, “ what hurt 
has Sir William?” 

“ Why, please your lordship,” replied he, “ he is 
neither whole beaten nor whole strangled, but a little of 
both ; for his casqae has proved a cudgel, and given him 
a bloody nose; and his gorget a halter, and half hanged 
him.” 

“ A merry knave! ” said the Duke. “ Come, Sir 
Osborne, half an hour still rests before obr beverage,—that 
you shall Itestow upon me, when you have taken off your 
casque. Gentlemen, amuse yourselves till three, when we 
will rejoin you iit the hall.” 

Thus saying, the Duke again led the way to his closet, 
and concluded all his arrangements with the young knight, 
with the some generosity of feeling and delicacy of manner 
which had characterised all the rest of his conduct towards 
him. The prize Sir Osborne had won he paid to him as 
a mere matter of course, taking every means to conceal that 
it had been odered merely that he might win it. But he 
also exacted a promise, that whenever the young knight 
was in London, he would use his beautiful manor-house of 
the Rose in St Lawrence Pountney as if it were his own, 
and furnished him with a letter which gave him therein 
unlimited command over whomsoever and whatsoever it 
contained. 

” And now,” continued Buckingham, " let us speak, 
my young friend, of the means of introducing you to the 
king, without my appearing in it ; for am I not well 
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beloved of the butcher-begotten cardinal. My cousin, the 
abbot of the Benedictines, near Canterbury, writes me this 
morning that his sister, the lady abbess, a most holy and 
devout woman, has with her, even now, a young lady of 
high station, a woman of the queen’s, one Mistress Kathe¬ 
rine Buhner, who has lately been there to visit and cheer 
her relation the abbess, who has somewhat suffered from a 
black melancholy that all her holy piety can hardly cure; 
and also, as he hints, perhaps to tame down the young 
damsel's own light spirits, which, it may be, soar a pitch 
too high. However, the time has come that the queen 
calls fur her lady, and the abbess must send her back ; but 
this mutiny of the shipwrights at Rochester puts the good 
devotees in fear ; and they must needs ask ind (with an 
if / he sending that way) to let the lady journey to the 
court at Greenwich, under escort of any of my retainers or 
friends. If you undertake the charge,»our most excellent 
Queen Katherine will surely give you her best thanks, and 
make you know the king; and the mutiny of the ship. 
Wrights, who are still in arms, will be a full reason and 
excuse wjfiy you sliould ride armed. Three of my servants 
shall accompany you.—Say, does the proposal please you.'‘ 
Will you accept it” 

“ With many thanks,” replied the ‘knight ; “ your 
grace is ever kind and thoughtful for your poor friend’s 
good.” 

“ Your father once saved my life,” answered the duke, 
“ and 1 would almost give that life again to see‘him what 
he was. See, here is the letter to the lord abbot. Let 
us now back to our friends, or they will tliink we are 
plotting treason.—Do you favour the bad habit of beve¬ 
rages f No! then we will drain one cup ere you mount, 
and bid you farewell.” 

The duke now led to the hall, called for a cup of wine, 
and then pledging the young knight, together with Lord 
Abergany and Lord Montague, conducted him to his horse, 
notwithstanding the opposition which he made to so marked 
an honour. 

“ ’S life ! ” cried Lord Montague, seeing him still 
armed: “ Are you going to ride in harness ? Three of 
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nis grace’s servants armed too ! M'hy, you are surely 
going to deliver some captive damsel from the power of a 
base ravager.” 

Your lordship is not far wrong,” replied the knight, 
springing on his horse. “ But as it is a secret adventure 
put upon me by the noble duke, him you must ask if yoiS 
would hear more.” 

Oh, the history ! the history ! I pray thee, most 
princely Buckingham?” cried Lord Montague. “But 
the knight gallops off with his fellow, whom he calls 
Longpole; but 1 doubt me much that both Longpole and 
Osborne Maurice at times bear other names. — Ha! my 
lord duke? lYell, well! Keep your secret—nothing 
like a litUo romance. He seems a noble heart, whoever 
he be.” 

With this speech the whole party turned into the man¬ 
sion ; the generouji-hearted duke congratulating himself 
on having thus found means to furnish his old friend's 
son with money and arms, and laying still farther plans 
for rendering him more extensive and permanent service, 
and the two lords very well pleased with the littlg excite¬ 
ment whiiA had broken in upon the sameness of their usual 
morning amusements. 


CHAPTER XI. 

This Uno Father Dominic —no huge overgrown 

AUbey lubber. Spanith Friar. 

Who can depict the feelings of Sir Osborne Maurice as he 
found himself riding on towards tliat court where, with the 
ardour of youthful hope, he doubted not to retrieve the 
fortunes of his family by those qualities which had already 
acquired for him an honourable fame? Clothed once 
more in arms, which for five years bad been his almost 
constant dress, far better mounted than when he first set 
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out, supported by the friendship of some of the best and 
noblest of the land, and furnished with a sum which he 
had never dreamed of possessing,—though but starting for 
the race, he felt as if he already neared the goal; and 
looking round upon his four attendants, who were all, as 
they were termed in that day, especial stout varlets, he 
almost wished, like a real knight-errant, that some adven¬ 
ture would present itself wherein he might signalise him. 
self for the first time in his native country. 

Dame Fortune, however, was coy, and would not favour 
him in that sort; and after having ridden on for half an 
hour, enjoying almost to intoxication the deep draughts of 
renewed hope, he brought to his side, by a sign, our friend 
Longpole, who, now promoted to the dignity' of custrel, 
or shield.bearer, followed with the armed servants of the 
duke, carrying Sir Osborne’s target and spear. 

“ Tell me, Longpole,” said the knight, who had re¬ 
marked his faithful retainer in busy conversation with his 
companions, “ hast tliou discovered why the duke's servants 
have not his grace’s cognizance or bearing, either on the 
breast or arm } ” • 

“ Why, it seems, your worship, that thcjl are three 
stout fellows who attended the noble duke in the wars, and 
they are commanded to wait upon you!’ worship till the 
duke shall have need of them. Each has his quiver and 
his bow, besides his sword and pike; so if we should 
clrance to meet that wolf Sir Payan, or any of his under- 
wolves, we may well requite them for tlie day’S board and 
lodging which your worship had at the manor. We, being 
* five, could well match ten of them ; and besides, the little 
, old gentleman in black velvet told me that your worship 
J'^KOuld be fortunate in all things for two months after you 

and out — but that after that he could not say, for^-” 

ThWhat little gentleman in black are you speaking of ?” 
and theoted the knight. “ You forget I do not know whom 
Aberganyn.” 

notwithstai true, your worship,” answered Longpole. “ I 
an honour, were locked up all that while. But you must 
" 'S life when Sir Payan returned yesterday, he brought 
armed: “ A little gentleman dressed in a black velvet doublet 
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and •crimson hose; but so small, so small, he would be 
obliged to stand on tip-toe to look me into a tankard. Well. 
Sir Payan sent for me, and questioned me a great deal about 
the young lady who had been in with you ; and he thought 
himself vastly shrewd — for certain he is cunning enough 
to cheat the devil out of a bed and a supper any day ; but 
I did my best to blind him, and then he asked me for the 
key, and said he would keep it himself. So I was obliged 
to give up the only way I had of helping your worship ; 
for I saw by that that Sir Payan suspected me, and would 
not trust me any more near you, which indeed he did not. 
Well, he made a speech to the little gentleman, and then 
left the roojn; and I suppose I looked at the bottom of my 
wits, for the little fellow says to me, ‘ Heartley ! there’s a 
window as well as a door.’ So 1 started, first to find he 
knew my name, and secondly because he knew what I was 
thinking about. PPowever, I thought there was no use to 
be angry with a man for picking my pocket of my thoughts 
without my knowing it; so I took it quietly, and answered, 

‘ I know there is; but how shall I make him Ainderstand 
what he i^ to do ? ’ — ‘ Tell me what it "is,’ said he, ‘ and 
I will show you how.’ So, I don’t know why, because he 
might have been a great cheat — but I told him ; and 
thereupon he toolc a bit of parchment from his pocket — it 
might be half a skin — and a bit of whitish wax, it looked 
like, out of a bottle, and made as if he wrote upon the 
parchmen^- but the more he wrote, the less writing I could 
see. However, he gave me the piece of parchment, and 
told me to throw it in at the window after dark, with a 
heap more. I resolved to try, for I began to guess that the* 
little old gentleman was a conjuror; and when I got into 
the dark, I found that the paper was all shining like a 
stinking fish—and your worship knows the rest.” 

“ He is an extraordinary man,” said Sir Osborne. 

‘ But did you never hear your father speak of Sir Cesar? ” 

“ I have heard my good dad talk ateut one Sir Cesar,” 
said Longpole, “ but 1 did not know that this was he. If 
I had, I would have thanked him for many a kind turn he 
did for the two (dd folks while I was away. But does 
your worship see those heavy towers standing up .over the 



BARNLET. 


12(j 


trees to the left? That is the Benedictine Abbey, just out 
of Canterbury.” 

“ That is where I ani going,” replied the knight, “ if 
that be Wilsbourne.” 

“ Wilsbourne or St. Cummin,” answered Longpole; 
“ they call it either. The abbot is a good man, they say, 
which is something to say for an abbot, as days go. Your 
abbey is a very silent discreet place ; ’Us like purgatory, 
where a man guts quit of his sins without the devil know¬ 
ing any thing about it.” 

“ Nay, nay, you blaspheme the cloister, Longpole,” said 
the knight; “ 1 have heard a great deal spoken against the 
heads of monasteries, but I cannot help thinking that as 
most men hate their superiors, some of the monks would 
be sure to blazon the sins of those above them, if they had 
so many as people say.” 

“ Faith, they are too cunning a se'l for that,” replied 
Longpole ; “ they have themselves a proverb, which goes 
to say. Let the world wag, do your own business, and always 
speak welljof the lord abbot; so you shall feed well, and 
fare well, and sleep, while tolls the matin hell. But your 
worship must turn up here, if you are really going to the 
Abbey.” 

The knight signified that such was certainly his intention; 
and turning up the lane that led across to the abbey, in 
about a quarter of an hour he arrived at a little open green, 
bordered by tlie high wall that surrounded the gardens. 
The lodge, forming, as it were, part of the wall itself, stood 
exactly opposite, looking over the green, with its heavy 
Iwooden doors and small loop-hole windows. To it Long¬ 
pole rode forward, and rang the bell; and on the appear, 
ance of an old stupid-faced porter, the knight demanded to 
see die lord abbot. 

“ You can see him at vespers in the church, if you like 
to go any day,” said the profound janitor, whose matter- 
of-fact mind comprehended alone the mere meaning of 
each word. • 

“ But 1 cannot speak with him at vespers," said the 
knight; “ I have a letter for him from his Grace of 
Buckingham, and must speak with him.” 

“ That is a different case,” said the porter; " yon said 
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yoU" wanted to see the abbot, not to speak to him. But 
come iu." 

“ I cannot come in without you open the other pate,” 
said the knight: “ how can my horse pass, old man ? ” 

“ Light down then," said the porter; “ 1 shall not let 
in horses here, unless it be my lord abbot’s niule, be you 
who you will! ” 

“ Then you will take the consequences of not letting me 
in,” replied the knight, “ for 1 shall not light down from 
my horse till I am in the court.” 

“ Then you will stay out,” said the old man, very 
quietly shutting the door, much to Sir Osborne’s indignation 
and astonishment. For a moment, he balanced whether 
he should ride on without further care, or whether he 
should again make an attempt upon the obdurate porter. 
A moment, however, determined him to choose the latter 
course ; and, catchitig the bell-rope, he rang a very sufficient 
peal. Nobody appeared, and, angry beyond all patience, 
the knight again clapped his hand to the rope, muttering, 
” If you won’t hear, old man, others shalland pulling 
for at leMt five minutes, he made thd whole place echo 
with the din. 

He was still engaged in this very sonorous employment, 
when the door was again opened by the porter, and a monk 
appeared, dressed simply in the loose black gown of St. 
j^nedict, with the cowl, scapulary, and other vestments of 
a brother gf the order. 

“ I should think, sir knight,” said he, that you might 
find some better occupation than in disturbing myself and 
brethren here, walking in our garden, without offending 
you or any one." 

“ My good father," answered Sir Osborne, “ it is I who 
have cause to be angry, rather than any one else. I came 
here for the purpose of rendering a slight service to my 
lord abbot, and am bearer of a letter from his Orace of 
Buckingham ; and your uncivil porter shuts your gate in 
my face, because I do nat choose to dismount from my 
horse, and leave my attendants without, though 1 know not 
how long it may he convenient for your superior to detain 
me.” 

“ You have done wrong,” said the monk, turning to the 



IZS DABNtBr. 

porter ; “ first, in refusing to open the gate, next in telling 
me what wa^false about it. Open the great gates, and 
admit the knight and his train. 1 shall remember this in 
the penance.” 

The old porter dared not murmur, but he dared very 
well be slow, and he contrived to be nearly half an hour in 
the simple operation of drawing the bolts and bars, and 
opening the gates, which the good monk bore with much 
greater patience than the knight, who had fondly calculated 
upon reaching the village of Sitlienburn that night, and who 
saw the day waning fast in useles retardation. 

At iengtli, however, the doors unclosed, and he roile into 
the avenue that led through the gardens to the back of the 
Abbey, the monk preparing to walk beside his' horse. A 
feeling, however, of respect for a certain mildness and dig¬ 
nity in the old man’s manner, induced him to dismount; 
and giving his horse to one of the serva.its, he entered into 
conversation with his conductor, while, as they went along, 
his clanging step and glistening arms called several of the 
brethren from their meditative sauntering, to gaze at the 
strange figure of an armed knight within their peaceful walls. 

“ Surely, father,” said Sir Osborne, as they Walked on, 
his mind drawn naturally to such tlioughts, ” the silent 
quietude of the scene, and the calm tranquillity of existence 
which you enjoy liere, would more than compensate for all 
the fleeting unreal pleasures of the world, wiAout even the 
gratification of those holy thoughts that first call you to 
this retirement.” ‘ 

“ There are many who feel it so, my son, and I among 
•them,” answered the old man ; “ but yet do not suppose 
that human nature can ever purify itself entirely of earthly 
feelings. Hopes, wishes, and necessities produce passions 
even here — pettier, it is true, because the sphere is pettier. 
But, depend upon it, no society can ever be so constructed 
as to eradicate the evil propensities of man's nature, or 
even their influence, without entirely circumscribing bis 
communion with his fellows.. He must be changed, or 
solitary, — must have no objects to excite, or no passions 
to be excited, — he roust be a hermit or a corpse, have a 
desert or the grave.” 

“ 'Tis a bad account of human nature,” said the knight. 
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“ I had fancied that such feelings as you speak of were 
unknown here, — that at all events religious sentiments 
would correct and overcome them.” 

“ They do correct, my son, though they cannot over¬ 
come them,” said the monk. “ I spoke of monastic life 
merely as a human institution; and even in that respect 
we are likely to meet with more tranquiility within such 
walls as these, than perhaps anywhere else; because the 
persons who adopt such a state from choice are generally 
those of a calm and placid disposition, and religion easily ^ 
effects the rest. But there are others, driven by disap- 
])Ointment, by satiety, by caprice, by fear, by remorse, by 
even pride ^ and urged by ba(i feelings from the first, those 
bad feelings accompany them still, and act as a leaven 
amongst those with whom they are thus farced to consort. 
Even when it is but sorrow that, weaning from worldly 
pleasure, brings a •brother here, often the sorrow leaves 
him, and the taste for the world returns, when an irrevo¬ 
cable vow has torn him from it for ever; or else, if his grief 
lasts, it becomes a black and brooding melancholy, as dif¬ 
ferent from true religion, as even the triad gaiety of the 
thoughtless crowd. There was a youth here, not long ago, 
who was wont to call the matin bell the knell of broken 
hearts. Others, (gain, circumscribed in the range of tlieir 
feelings, become irascible from the very restraint, and vent 
their irritability on all around them.” 

“ But example in the superior does much,” said the 
knight ; “ and I have heard that your lord abbot-” 

“ Whether you are about to praise, or blame,” said the 
monk, “stop 1 — I am the abbot. If it were praise yoill' 
were about to speak, 1 could not hear it in silence; if 
twere blame, I would fain save you the pain of uttering to 
my own ears what many doubtless say behind my back.” 

“ Indeed, my lord abbot,” answered the knight, “ I 
had nothing to speak but praise ; and had it been blame, 1 
would sooner have said it to yourself than to one of your 
monks. But to the business which brings me hither. His 
Grace the Duke of Buckingham, by this letter, commends 
him to your lordship ; and knowing that I purpose journey¬ 
ing to the court, he has desired me to conduct, and pro 
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tect with my best power, a young lady, whose name t 
Corget, till 1 have rendered her safely to her royal mistress 
Queen Kadierine.” 

“ 1 thank you for the trouble you have already taken, 
my son. We will in to the scriptorium,” said the abbot; 
“ and when I have perused his grace’s letter, will ha'.<? the 
lady informed that you are here.” 

Although that art was rapidly ailvancing which soon 
a‘'ter entirely superseded the necessity of manual trans¬ 
cription for multiplying books, yet the scriptorium, or 
eopying-room, was still not only to be fountl, but was also 
still employed for its original purpose, in almost every abbey 
or monastery of consequence. • In that of the Beneilietines 
of Wilsbourne,. it was a large oblong chamlJer, vaulted 
with low Gothic arches, and divided into various small 
compartments by skreens of carved oak. Kach of these 
possessed its table and writing apparatus; and in more 
tbau one, when Sir' Osborne entered, W'as to be seen a 
monk copying some borrowed manuscript, for the use of 
the abbey. The approach of the abbot, whose manners 
seemed .to possess'a great deal of primeval sintplieity, did 
not in the least derange the copyists in their occupation ; 
anti it is probable that, when unengaged in the imtnediate 
ministry of his office, he did not exact'that ceremonious 
reverence to which the mitred abbot was by rank entitletl. 

In politeness, as in every thing else, there are of course 
various .shades of difference, very perceptible to observation, 
yet hardly tangible by language: thus, when the abbot had 
read the Duke of Buckingham’s letter, the character which 
it gave of Sir Osborne caused a very discernible change to 
take place in his manner, though in what it consisted i$. 
would be difficult to say. lie had always been polite, but 
his politeness became warmer ; when he spoke, it was with 
a smile; and, in short, it was evidetitly an alteration in his 
mind, from the mere feeling of geueial benevolence which 
inhabits every good bosom, to the sort of individual kind, 
ness which can only follow some degree of acquaintance. 
He expressed mucli gratification at the idea of Laay 
Katrine Bulmer having the advantage of the knight’s escort, 
more especially, he said, as the news from Rochester became 
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worftc and worse. But Sir Osborne, he continued, had 
better speak with the lady herself, when they could form 
such arrangements as might be found convenient ; for 
Lady Katrine had a good deal of the light caprice of youth, 
and loved to follow lier own fantasies. He then sent some 
directions to the jirior concerning matters of discipline, 
anil gave orders (hat the attenilants of Sir Osborne should 
he brought to the hospitaler, whose peculiar charge it was 
to entertain guests and strangers ; and this being done, he 
led the way towards that ]>art of the ablxty which contained 
the sisters of the order, preceded by a monk bearing a 
large key. 

Separated throughout by a wall of massy masonry, no 
communication existed between the two portions of the 
building, except by a small iron door, the key of which 
always remained with the abbot, and by some undergound 
communications, as it was whisjwrcd, the knowledge of 
which was confined also to his own bosom. Of these sul»- 
terranean chambers many dark tales of cruelty and unheard- 
of penances were told, as having happened in former ages, 
when monjistic sway had its full ascendant; but efen tlieir 
very exi.steiice was now doubtful; and when any one men¬ 
tioned them hefijfe the abbot he oidy smiled, as a man 
will do at the tales of wonder that amaze a child. How¬ 
ever that may he, the w'ay by which he led the young knight 
to the female side of the monastery was simidy through the 
cloisters; igid havingarrivetl at the door of communication, 
he took the key from the bearer, unlocked it hiiii.si']f, and 
making the kniglit pass into the cloister on the other side, 
he locked the door and rejoined him. 

The place in which they now' were was a gloomy arcade, 
■.nrrnunding a small stpiare court, in the centre of which 
inpeared a statue of Scholastica, tlie sister of Saint Benedict; 
It'd several almost childish ornaments evinced the pious 
lesigns of the good sisters to decorate their patroness. But 
notwithstanding all their efforts, it was a dreary spot. The 
pointed arches of the cloister resting upon pillars of scarce 
a foot in height — the thick embellishments of stone-work, 
forming almost what heralds would call g hordure f euree 
round the archways — together with the towering height 
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of the buildings round about, took away the scanty light 
that found its way into deep recesses of the double aisle, 
and buried all the second or inner row of arches in pro¬ 
found shadow. 

Another small door appeared on the left of the abbot, 
who still held the key in his hand; but stopping, he pointed 
along the cloister to the right, and said, “ My son, I must 
here leave you, for 1 go to my sister’s apartment, to have 
the lady called to the grate, and no layman must pass here: 
but if you follow that arcade round the court till you see 
a passage leading again towards the light (you cannot miss 
your way), you will come to the convent court, as it is 
called, and exactly opposite you will find a door which 
leads to the grate. There I will rejoin you.” 

The kinght followed the lord abbot’s direction ; and 
proceeding round the first side of the square, was turning 
into the second, when he thought he saw the flutter of a 
white garment in the shadowy part of the inner aisle. “ It 
is some nun,” thought he; but a moment's reflection 
brought to his mipd that the habit of the Benedictines was 
always black; and it may be that curiosity madp him take 
a step or two somewhat faster than he did before. 

“ Open the door, and make haste, Geraldine,” said a 
female voice in a low tone, but one that, nevertheless, re¬ 
verberated by the arches, reached the knight’s ears quite 
distinctly enough for him to hear the lady proceed. 

“ He must be on horseback, I think, by the quickness 
of his pace, and the clanking of his hoofs. Cannot you 
open it?” 

“ Run across the court then, silly wench, quick! or 
Gogmagog will have yon;” and with a light laugh, the 
lady of the white robe darted out from the archway, and 
tripped gracefully across the court, with her long veil flow¬ 
ing back from her head as she ran, and showing fully the 
beautiful brown hair with which it was mingled, and the 
beautiful sunny face which it was meant to hide, but 
which, fully conscious of its own loveliness, was now turned 
witlt a somewhat playful, somewhat inquisitive, somewhat 
coquettish 'glance, towards the knight. 

Following close behind her was a pretty young woman. 
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(IreSsed as a servant maid, who ran on without looking to 
tlie right or left, and who, probably being really frightened, 
almost tumbled over her mistress, not perceiving that she 
slackened her pace as she reached the other side of the 
court. It thus happened that she trod on the young lady’s 
foot, who uttered a slight cry, and leaned upon the servant 
for support. 

As may be imagined Sir Osborne was by her side in a 
moment, expressing Ids hopes that she was not hurt, and 
tendering his services witli knightly gallantry; but the 
lady suddenly drew herself up, made him a low courtesey, 
and stiffly thanking him for his attention, walked slowly 
to the doo[ by which the abbot had entered. 

Not very well pleased with the reception his politeness 
had met, the knight proceeded on his way, and easily found 
the passage which the abbot had described, leading, as he 
had been told, into the larger court, exactly opposite the 
door by which visitors were usually admitted, 'rhis door, 
as usual, stood open ; and mounting the steps. Sir Osborne 
proceeded on into a small room beyond, separated from the 
parlour by a carved oak partition, in the centre of which 
was placed the trellis-work of gilded iron called the 
grate. , 

Nobody appearing on tbe other side. Sir Osborne cast 
himself upon the bench with which one side of the room 
*as furnished, and waited patiently for the appearance of 
the lady, abandoning now, of necessity, the idea of pro¬ 
ceeding farther that night. After having waited for a few 
minutes, a light step met his ear ; and without much sur¬ 
prise, for he had already guessed what was the fact, he 
saw the same lady approach the grate whom he had met 
in the court, llising thereupon from his seat, he advanced 
to the partition, and bowed low, as if to a person he had 
never seen. The lady, on her part, made him a low 
courtesey, and both remained silent. 

“ I am here,” sidd the knight, after a long pause, " to 
receive the commands of Lady Katrine Bulmer, if 1 have 
now die honour of speaking to her ? ” 

“ My name is Bulmer, sir knight,” replied the lady, 
K 3 
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" and eke Katrine, and some folks call me lady, and some 
mistress ; but by what my lord abbot and my lady 
abbess just tell me, it seems that 1 am to receive your 
commands rather than you to receive mine.’’ 

“ Very far from it, madam,” said the knight; “ you 
have but to express your wishes, and they shall be obeyed.” 

“ There now !‘” cried the lady, with an air of mock 
admiration ; “ sir knight, you are the flower of courtesy ! 
Then you do not positively insist on my getting up at five 
to-morrow morning to set out, as my lord abbot informed 
me.^—a thing I never did in my life, and which, please 
(ibd, I never will do.” 

“ I insisted upon nothing, madam," answered the 
knight; •' I only informed ray lord abbot that it would 
be more convenient to me to depart as s|)eedily as possible ; 
and 1 ventured, to hint, that if you knew of how much 
importance it might be for me to arrive'at the court soon, 
you wouhl gratify me by using all the despatch which you 
might with convenience to yourself.” 

“ Then it is of importance to you.'*” demanded the 
lady: ‘hat changes the case. Name the hour, sir knight, 

and you shall And me ready. Hut you know not what a 
good horsewoman I am; 1 can make long journeys and 
quick ones.” 

“ Not less than two days will suffice, 1 fear,” said the 
knight; “ the first day we may halt at Ciravesend—” 

“ Halt!” exclaimed the lady, laughing, and turning to 
her woman, who stood at a little distance behiiul, — “ <iu 
you hear that? Halt! lie talks to me as if I were a 
soldier. Tell me, Geraldine, is it possible that I look like 
a pikeman ? " 

“ Not any way like a soldier,” replied the knight, suf¬ 
ficiently amused with her liveliness and beauty to forget 
her pertness ; “ not any way like a soldier, unless it be 
one of heaven’s host.” 

" Gracious God ! ” cried the lady, “ he says pretty 
things ! Only think of a man in armour being witty I 
But really, sir knight, it frightens me to see you ail 
wrapped up in horrid steel. Can it possibly be that these 
Rochester shipwrights are so outrageous, as to require a 
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Mtfd kuight with lance in rest for tlie escort of a simple 
girl like me ? ” 

“ Men are wont to guard great treasures with even 
superfluous care,” replied Sir Osborne. The lady made 
him a very profound courtesey, and he proceeded : “ This 
was most probably the lord abbot’s reason for sending to 
request some escort from the Ifuke of Buckingham ; for 
tliough I hear of some riot or tutnult at Rochester, I can¬ 
not suj)pose it very serious. However, all I know is this, 
— that the right reverend father did send, while I was 
there jousting in the park ; and understanding that I was 
about to proceed to London, his grace resigned to me the 
honour of conducting you safely thither.” 

“■ IVhat, then ! you are not one of the duke's own 
knights” exclaimed Lady Katrine. 

“■ 1 am no one's knight,” replied Sir Osborne with a 
smile, “ except it Hfe the king’s and yours—if such you 
will allow me to be.” 

“ Oh, ti)at 1 will !” answered the lady. “ 1 should 
like a tame knight ahove any thing; but, in troth, 1 
have spoken to you somewhat too lightly, sir.” She pro¬ 
ceeded more gravely : ” From what my lord uncle abbot 
told me, 1 judged the duke had sent me one of his house¬ 
hold knights*—?men who, having forty pounds a-year, 
have been Ibrceil to receive a slap on the shoulder, for the 
sake of tlie herald's fee; and then, having nought to do 
that may become the sir, they pin themselves to the skirts 
of some great man’s robe, to do both knightly and un- 
knightly service.” 

“ Such am not I, fair lady,” replied Sir Osborne, a 
little piqued that she could even have supposed so. “ I 
took my knighthood in the battle-plain, from the sword of 
a great monarch ; and so long as I live, my service shall 
never be given but to my lady, my king, or my God!” 

V It wtn lie found in tbc deicritition of Brieiin by Holiiubed, that even in 
his days it wrs held that any man land producing an annual rent of 

forty j^unds (calli'd a knight’s fee> could l>c called upon to undergo the honour 
of knightluK)d« or to submit to a fine. This wus soroetinies enlbrced« mid the 
<'onse<|ueiice was often what I^ady Katrine insinuated, as few ot ^e more 
tiowerftd h<d>ies of the day did not entertain more than one pwr knight in 
their service. These, however, were looked ufion in a very dillbn»nt light 
from those whose knighthood had been obtained by military service. 
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“ Nay, nay, do not look so fierce, man in armour,’’ an¬ 
swered Lady Katrine, relapsing into her merriment. 
“ Both from your manner and your mien, I should have 
judged differently, if 1 had thought but for a moment; 
but, do not you see, I never think ? I take a thing for 
granted, and then go on acting upon it as if it were really 
true. But, as I said, you shall be my knight, and be¬ 
fore we reach the court I doubt not I shall have a task 
to give you, and a guerdon for your pains, if the good 
folks of Rochester do not cut our throats in the meanwhile. 
But what hour did you say, sir knight, for setting out ? 
for here my poor wenches have to make quick preparations 
of all my habits.” 

“ I have named no hour,” replied Sir Osborne ; “ but 
if you will do me the honour to let me know when you are 
ready to-morrow, my horses shall stand saddled from six 
in the morning.” <- 

“ But how am I to let you know ’’ demanded the la ’y, 
“ unless I take hold of the bell-rope, and ring matins on 
the convent bell ; and then all the good souls will wink 
their ey,e3, and tlrink the sun has turned lie-a-bed. Dear 
heart! sir knight, you do not suppose that the monks and 
the nuns come running in and out between the two sides of 
the abbey, like the busy little ants in their wonderful 
small cities ? No, no, no, none comes in here but my 
lord abbot and an old confessor or two, so deafened with 
the long catalogue of worldly sins that they would not 
hear my errand, much less do it. But, now I %ink of it, 
there is a good lay sister; her I will bribe with a silver 
piece to risk purgatory by going round to the front gate 
of the abbey, and telling the monk when I am ready. 
And now, good sir knight, I must go back to my lord 
abbot, and fail down upon my knees and beg pardon ; for 
I left him so offended ^at he would not come down with 
me, because I was pert about going early. Farewell! 
Judge not harshly of me till to-morrow ; perhaps then I 
may give you cause — who knows ? ” 

Thus saying, she tripped lightly away with a gay saucy 
toss Of the head, like a spoiled child, too sure of pleasing to 
be heedful about doing so. As she turned away, the maid 
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adranced to the grate, and informed Sir Osborne that the 
lord abbot would meet him at the place where they had 
parted ; upon which information, the knight retrod his 
steps to the little court of the cloisters, where he found 
the abbot pacing up and down, with a grave and thoughtful 
countenance. 

“ I am afraid. Sir Osborne Maurice,” said he, as the 
knight approached, “ that the young lady you have just 
left has not demeaned herself as I could have wishetl 
towards you; for she left me in one of those flighty moods 
which I had good hope would have been cured by her stay 
in the convent.” 

“ She expected to find you still with the lady abbess,” 
said Sir flsborne, avoiding the immediate subject of the 
abbot’s inquiry; “ and went with the intention of suing for 
pardon of your lordship, having given you, she said, some 
oflence.” • 

“ I am .glad to hear it, with all ray heart,” said the monk ; 

for then she is penitent, which is all that God requires of 
5, and all tliat we can require of others. Indeed her 
heart is good, and though site commitssmany a £ault, yet 
the moment after she repents, and would fain amend it. 
But come, sir knight; though our own rules are strict, 
we must show 3ur hospitality to strangers, and I hope our 
refectioner has taken care to remember that you will par¬ 
take the fare of my table to-night. But first you had 
better seek your chamber, and disencumber yourself of this 
armour, which, though very splendid, must be very heavy. 
Ho ! Brother Francis, tell the hospitaller to come hither 
and conduct the knight to his apartment.” 

While this short conversation was taking place, the 
abbot had led Sir Osborne back into the cloisters on the 
male side of the building ; and proceeding slowly along 
towards the wing in which was the Scriptorium, and other 
apartments of general use, they were soon met by the hos¬ 
pitaller, who led the knight to a neat small chamber, fur¬ 
nished with a bed, a crucifix, and a missal. Here the 
worthy oflicer of the convent essayed with inexpert hands 
to disengage the various pieces of the harness, speaking all 
the while, and asking a thousand idle questions with true 
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monastic volubility, without giving Sir Osborne either tiirie 
to hear or to reply. 

“ Stay, stay !” said the knight at length, as the old man 
endeavoured to unbuckle the cuissards; “ you cannot do 
it, my good father; and besides, it is an unworthy task 
for such a lioly man as you." 

“ Not in the least, my son, not in the least,” rei)lied 
the monk ; “ but, as I was saying, i dare say you have 
hearri how the lord mayor and his men went to Hogsden. 
lane, especially if you have been lately in London ; — or 
have you been down into Cornwall, allaying the Cornish 
tuniultuaries A-well ! a-well! it is very odd I cannot 
get that buckle out — though pcrhajrs, iny son, you can 
tell me whether the Prior of Gloucester has embraced the 
mitigated rule, instead of the severe ; and, indeed, the 
mitigated is severe enough : four days’ fast in the week ! 
If the Duke of Duekingham were to sAd us another fat 
buck, as he did last year — but 1 forgot, it is not the 
season. Alack, alack ! all things have their times and 
seasons, and truly 1 am of the season of old age: ihotigh, 
God help, us all !—<1 believe I must call your shield-bearer, 
for I cannot get the buckle out.’’ 

“ Do so, my good father,” said the knight, glad enough 
to get rid of him, “ and bid him bring my’ casejuc hither.' 

Accordingly our friend Longpolc was soon brought to 
Sir Osborne s chamber, and by his aid the knight easily 
freed himself from that beautiful armour, which we, who 
are in the secret of all men's mintls, may look upon as in 
a great degree a present from the Duke of Buckingham, 
although Sir Osborne himself did not begin to suspect that 
the just and the'prizes had been entirely given to furnish 
him with money and arms, till the lapse of two or three 
days allowed calm consideration to show him tlic events in 
their true colours. 

After once more admiring for a moment or two the 
beauty of the suit, and having given directions for its being 
carefully cleansed of all damp that it might have acquired 
in the road, he descended to the table of the lord abbot, 
■which he found handsomely provided for his entertain¬ 
ment. 
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To the wine, however, and the costly viands with which 
it was spread, the abbot himself did little justice, observing 
almost the rigid abstinence of an ascetic ; but to compen¬ 
sate for his want of good fellowhip, the prior and sub¬ 
prior, who shared the same table, found themselves calleil 
upon to press the stranger to his food, atid to lead tlie 
way. 


CHAPTER Xll. 


To-day i? ours I Why <lo wcfVar? 

To.<lay IS ours! Wo have* it here. 

Iah '(V l>.iiu»h ImsinoKs, bdiiish sorrow, 

'i o ttie gods belongs to*inorrow. Cowley. 

I have dreamed 

Of bloody turbulence. SiUKisPbAUE. 

In profound silence will we pass over Sit Osborne's faitlicr 
entertaininent at the abbey; as well as how Longpole con¬ 
trived to make himself merry, even in the heart of a mo. 
nastery ; together with sundry other circumstances, which 
might be highly interesting to that class of pains.taking 
readers who love every thing that is particular and oiderly, 
and would fain make an historian not only tell the truth, 
but the wltole truth, even to the colour of his heroine’s 
garters. For such curious points, however, we refer them 
to the scrupulously exact Vonderbrugius, who expends the 
greater part of the next chapter upon the tdescriptiou of a 
flea-hunt, which Longpole got up in his truckle-bed in the 
monastery; and who describes the various hops of the 
minute vampire, together with all that Longpole said on 
the occasion, as well as the running down, the taking, and 
the manner of the death, with laudable industry and per¬ 
severance. Hut for the sake of that foolish multitude who 
interest themselves in the fate and adventures of the hero, 
rather than in the minor details, we will pass over the 
whole of the next night much in the same manner as Sir 
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Osborne, who, sound asleep, let it fleet by in silence un¬ 
disturbed. 

Ilis horses, however, were scarcely saddled, and his four 
attendants prepared the next morning, than he was in¬ 
formed that the Lady Katrine Bulmer was ready to de¬ 
part ; and proceeding on foot to the great gates of the 
abbey, which fronted the high road, on the other side from 
that on which he had entered, he found her already mounted 
on a beautiful Spanish jennet, with her two women and a 
man, also on horseback. By her side stood the abbot, with 
whom she had now made her peace, and who, kindly wel¬ 
coming Sir Osborne, led him to the young lady. 

“ Sir knight,” said he, “ 1 give you a precious charge 
in this my dead sister’s child; and I give her wlw/ly to your 
charge, with the most perfect confidence, sure that you will 
guide her kindly and safely to her journey's end. And 
now, God bless you and speed you, njy child! ” he con¬ 
tinued, turning to the young lady ; “ and believe me, 
Kate, there is no one in the wide world more anxious for 
your happiness than your poor uncle.” 

“ I know it, I know it, dear uncle,” answered the lady; 
“ and though 1 be whimsical and capricious, do not think 
your Katrine does not love you too.” A bright drop rose 
in her eye, and crying “ Farewell! faren’ell! ” she made 
her jennet dart forward, to conceal the emotion she could 
not repress. 

The knight sprang on his horse, bade farewell to the 
abbot, and galloped after Lady Katrine, who dr^w in her 
rein for no one, but rode on as fast as her steed would go. 
However, notwithstanding her jennet’s speed. Sir Osborne 
was soon by her side; but, seeing a tear upon her cheek, 
he made no remark, and, turning round, held up his hand 
for the rest to come up, and busied himself in giving 
orders for the arrangement of their march, directing the 
two women, with Lady Katrine’s man, and Longpole, to 
keep immediately behind, while the three attendants given 
him by the duke concluded the array. The young lady’s 
tears were soon dispersed, and she turned laughing to her 
women, who came up out of breath with the rapidity of 
their course. “ Well, Geraldine,” she cried, " shall -I go 
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on as quick ? Should I not make an excellent knight at 
a just, Sir Osborne ? Oh, I would furnish my course with 
the best of you. I mind me to try the very next justs 
that are given.” 

“ AVhere would you find the man,” said Sir Osborne, 
“ to point a lance at so fair a breast, unless it be cupid's 
shaft } " 

" Ah, Sir Osborne Maurice!” answered the lady, “ you 
men jest when you say such things ; but you know not 
sometimes what women feel. Hut trust me that same 
cupid’s shaft that you scoff at, because it never wounds 
you deeply, sometimes lodges in a woman’s breast, and 
rankling there will pale her cheek, and drain her heart of 
every better hope.” 

The lady spoke so earnestly that Sir Osborne was sur¬ 
prised, and perhaup looked it ; for instantly catcliing the 
expression of his eye. Lady Katrine coloured, and then 
breaking out into one of her own gay laughs, she answered 
his glance as if it had been expressed in speech, ‘'You are 
mistaken ! quite mistaken ! ” said she, 1 never thought 
of myselft Nay, my knight, do not look incredulous; my 
heart is too light a one to be so touched. It skims like a 
sw'allow o’er the,surface of all it sees, and the boy archer 
may spend his shafts in vain ; its swift flight mockflhis 
slow aim. Hut to convince you — when I spoke,” she 
proceeded in a lower voice, “ I alluded to that jwor girl, 
(Teraldines who rides btdiind. Her lover was a soldier, 
who, when Tournay was delivered to the French, was left 
without employment; and after having won the simple 
wench’s heart, and promised her a world of fine things, he 
went as an adventurer to Flanders, vowing that he would get 
some scribe to write to her of his welfare, and that as soon 
as he had made sufiicient, what with pay and booty, they 
would be married; but eighteen months have gone, and 
never a word.” 

” What was his name ?” asked the knight; “ 1 would 
wish much to hear." 

“ Hal Williamson, I think she calls him,” said the lady: 
“ but it matters little ; the poor girl has nigh broke her 
heart for the unfaithful traitor." 
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“ You do him wronp;,” said the knight; “ indeed, lady, 
you do him wrong. The poor fellow you speak of joined 
himself to my company at Lisle, and died in the very last 
skirmish before the death of the late emperor. With some 
money and arms, that I expect transmitted hy the first 
Flemish ship, there is also a packet, 1 fancy, for your maid, 
for I forget the address. From it she will learn that he 
was not faithless to her, together with the worse news of 
his death.” 

Better ! a thousand times better !” cried Lady Katrine 
energetically. “ If 1 had a lover, I would a thousand 
times rather know that he was dead, than that he was 
unfaithful. For the first, 1 could hut weep all my life, 
and mourn him with the mourning of the heart ; but for 
the last, there woulil lie still bitterer drops in the cup of 
my sorrow. I would mourn him as dead to me — I would 
mourn him as dead to honour ; and I should reproach my¬ 
self for having Ijelicved a traitor, almost as much as him 
for being one.” 

“So!” said thf knight, with a smile, “this is the 
heart that defies cupid's shaft — that is too light rind vola¬ 
tile to be hit by his purblind aim 1" 

“ Now you are stupid,” sakl she, pcjttishly. “ Now 
you are just what 1 always fancied a man in armour. 
Why, I should have thought that, while your cnstrel 
carries your steel cap, you might have comprehended 
better, and seen that the very reason why my heart is so 
gidily and so light is because it is resolved not to be so 
wounded by the shaft it fears.” 

“Then it does fear?” said Sir Osborne. 

“ Pshaw !” cried Lady Katrine. “ Geraldine, come up, 
and deiiver me from him ; he is worse than the Rochester 
rioters.” ^ 

In such light talk passed they their journey. Sir Oslrorne 
Maurice sometimes pleaset^ sometimes vexed with his gay 
companion, but, upon the whole, amused, and in some 
degree, dazzled. For her part, wdiatever might he her 
more serious feelings, the lady found the knight quite 
handsome and agreeable enough to be worthy a little co¬ 
quetry. Perhaps it might be nothing but tho.se little 
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flirting airs by whicli many a fair lady thinks herself fully 
justified in exciting attention, with that sort of thirst for 
admiration which is not content unless it be continually 
fresh and active. Now, with her glove drawn off her fair 
graceful hand, she would jtush back the thick curls from 
her face; now adjust the long folds of her riding.dress; 
now pat the glossy neck of her pampered jennet, who, 
bending down its head and shaking the bit, would seem 
proud of her cai esses ; and then she would smile, and 
ask Sir Osborne if he did not think a horse the most 
beautiful creature in nature. 

At length they approached the little town of Sitten- 
bi)urno, fayious even then for a good inn, where, had the 
party not been plagueil w'ith that unromantie thing called 
hunger, they must have stopped to refresh their horses, 
aniimgst which the one that carried the baggage of Laily 
Katrine, being he^vily laden, reejuired at least two hours’ 
repose. 

'I’lie inn was built by the side of the road, though sunk 
two or three feet below it, with a row of eight old elms 
shadowing its respeetahle.looking fronf, which, •with its 
smiill windows and red brick comolexioii. resembled a good 
deal the face of a well-doing citizen, with his minute dark 
eyes half swallowed uj> by his rosy cheeks. From its po¬ 
sition, the steps by which entrance was obtained, ^(l far 
from aseending according to tnoilern usage, descended into 
a little jiai^age, from which a door swinging by means of 
a jiulley, a string, and a large stono, conducted into the 
inn parlour. 

Here, wlieti Lady Katrine had entered, while the knight 
ga\e orders for preparing a noon meal in some degree 
suitable to the lady’s rank, she amused herself in examining 
all the quaint carving of the old oak panelling; and having 
studied every rose in the borders, ami every head upon the 
corbels, she dropped into a chair, crying out, Oh, dear! 

()h, dear! wdiat shall 1 do in the meanwhile ? Bridget, 
girl, bring me my broidery out of the horse-basket. I feel 
industrious; but make liaste, for fear tlie iit should leave 
me.” 

“ Bless your ladyship! ” replied the servant, “ the broid- 
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ery is at the bottom of all the things in the pannier. • It 
will take an hour or more to get at it, that it will.” 

“ Then give me what is at the top, whatever it is.” 
said the lady; “ (|uick ! quick ! quick ! or 1 shall beasleej).” 

. Bridget ran out, according to her lady’s command, and 
returned in a moment with a cithern or mandolin, which 
was a favourite instrument among the ladies of the day; 
and placing it in Lady Katrine’s hand, she cried, " Oh, 
dear lady, do sing that song about the knight and the 
damsel! ” 

“ No, I won’t,” answered her mistress; “ it will make 
the man in armour yawn. Sir knight,” she continued, 
holding up the instrument, “do you know wha^that is.!*” 

“ It seems to me no very great probleft,” replied Sir 
Osborne, turning from some orders he was giving to Long- 
pole ; " it is a cithern, is it not ? ” 

“ He would fain have said ' A thfhg that some fools 
play U])on, and other fools listen to,‘” cried Lady Katrine: 
“ make no excuse. Sir Osborne ; 1 saw it in your face. 
I’m sure you meant it.” 

“ Nay, indeed,'fair lady,” replied the knight,," it is an 
instrument much used at the court of Burgundy, where 
my days have lately been spent. We w^ere wont to hold 
it as a shame not to play on some instrument, and 1 know 
not a sweeter aid to the voice than the cithern.” 

“ Oh, then you play and sing ! 1 am sure you do,” 

cried the giddy girl. “ Sir Osborne Maurice, gpod knight 
and true, come into court, pull off your gauntlets, and sing 
me a song.” 

“ 1 will truly,” answered the knight, “ after 1 have 
heard your ladyship, though 1 am but a poor singer.” 

“ Well, well,” cried Lady Katrine, “I’ll lead the way; 
and if you are a true knight, yon will follow." 

So saying, she ran her fingers lightly over the strings 
and sang. 

I.ADY KATRINE’S SONG. 

“ Quicks quick, ye laxy houni, 

Illume your laggard wings; 

Sure the path is «trcw’d with flowers 
That love to true luve brings. 

From morning bright, 

To fading light, 

^ecd, oh speed, your drowsy flight! 
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** If Venus* courier be a dore, 

Ae ancient poet sings* 

Oh, why not gire to absent low 
At least the swallow’s win^ 

To speed his way, 

The livelong day. 

Till meeting all his pain repay? '* 

Thus sang Lady Katrine ; and it may well he supposed 
that the music, the words, and tlie execution, all met w’ith 
their full share of praise, although Bridget declared that 
she liked Ix^tter the song about the knight and the damsel. 

“ Now, your promise, your promise, sir knight," cried 
the lady, putting the instrument in Sir Osborne’s bands ; 
" keep your promise as a true and loyal knight." 

“ That I will do, to my best power,” said Sir Osborne. 
“ though my voice will be but rough after the sweet sounds 
we have just heard : however, to please Mistress Bridget 
here, my song shall be of a knight and a damsel, though it 
be somewhat a long^ine.” 

THE KNIGHTS SONG. 

** The night was dark, and the way was lone* 

But a knigtit was riding there; 

And on his breast the redocrois shone* * 

• lliough his helmet's haughty crest u]^n 
Was a lock of a lady's hair. 

** His beaver was up* and his cheek was pale* 

His h#ard was of auburn brown ; 

Anri a.i night was his suit of rinrksome mail, 

Anri his eye was a« keen as the wintry gale* 

And as cold was his wintry hrown. 

*' Oh, sad were the tidings thy brow to shade* 

• Sad to hear and sad to tell; 

TThnt thy love was false to the vows she had mode. 

That her truth was gone, and thy trust betray'd 
By her thou Invest so well. 

** Now Ikst, good knight, on thy coaUblack steed. 

That knows his lord's command. 

For the hour is coming with fearful speed 
When her snul the lady shall stain with the deed. 

And give to another her hand. 

** In the chapel of yon proud tower* *tis bright* 

*T is bright at the altar there; 

For around in the blase of the tapers* light 
Stand many a glittering, courtly knight, 

And many a lady fair. 

** But why are there tears in the bride's bright eyes f 
And why does the bridegroom I rown ? 

And why to the priest are thertt no relies ? 

For the bitter drops, and the struggling sighs, 

The lady's voice have drown'd. 

L 
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** That clang! that clang of an armed heel! 

And what stately form is here f— 

His warlike limbs are clotheil in steel* 

And back the caipct heroes reel* 

And the ladies shrink for fear. 

And be caught the bride in his mailed arms. 
And he raised bis beaver high, ~ 

* Oh I thy tears, dear girl, arc full of charms. 

But hush thy oosom’s vain alarms. 

For thy own true knight is nigh! * 

And he pull'd the gauntlet trma his hand. 
While he frown'd on the crowd around, 

And he cast it down, and drew his brand — 

* Kow any who dare my right withstand. 

Let him raise it hrom the ground.' 

** But the knights drew back in fear and dread. 
And the bride clung to his side; 

And her father, lowly bending, said 
In the Holy Land they had deem’d him dead, 
But by none was his right denied. 

** * Tbwi now road on, Sir Priest,* he cried, 

* For this is my wedding>day ; 

Here stands my train on either side. 

And here is a willing and lovely bride. 

And none shall say one nay. 

** * For I *11 make her the lady of goodly lands, 
AndiOf many a princely tower: 

And rf dames a train, and of squires a band, 
Hhall wait at thrtr lady’s high commarui, « 
In the Knight of De Morton’s bower.*" 


“ Alack ! alack! cried Lady Katrine, as Sir Osborne 
concluded, “you are not a knight, but a nightingale. 
Well, never did I hear a man in armour chirrup so before. 
Nay, what a court must be that court of Burgundy ! 
Why an aviary would be nothing to it! But If the master 
sings so wdll,” sne continued, as Longpole entered, bearing 
in Sir Osborne’s casque and shield, “ the man must sing 
too. Bid him sing, fair knight, bid him sing — he will 
not refuse to pleasure a lady.” 

“ Oh, no ! I am always ready to pleasure a lady," an¬ 
swered Longpole; who, as he went along, though he had 
found it impossible to help making a little love to Mistress 
Geraldine, had, notwithstanding, noted, with all his own 
shrewd wit, Ae little coquettish ways of her mistress. 
“ But give me no instrument, my lady, hut my own 
whistle; for mine must not he pryck-song, but plain- 
song.” 
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THE CUSTREL»S SONG. 

Young Harjry went out to look for n wife, 

Hey, Harry Dally! 

He said he would have her In virtues rife. 

As soft as a pillow, yet keen aa a knitb. 

With a bey ho, Harry! 

** The first that he met with was quiet and glum. 

Hey, Harry Dally I 
But she’d got a bad trick of sucking her thumb. 

And when he cried * Mary !* she never would come. 

With a hey ho, Harry! 

** The next that he came to was flighty and gay, 

Hey, Harry Dally! 

But she would not be play’d witii, although she would play. 

And good-humour was lost if she’d not her own way, 

With a hey ho, Harry! 

The next that he tried then was gentle and sweet. 

Hey, Harry Dally! 

But he found that all people alike she would treat, 

And loved him as well as the next she should meet. 

With a hey ho, Harry 1 

«s 

** The next that he thought of was saucy and bold, 
lley, Harry Dally! 

But he found that he had not the patience sevenfold 
That could bear in one person a jatle and a scold. 

With a hey ho,.Harry! 

** So, weary with searching for wedlock enow. 

Hey, Harry Daily I 

He thank’d his good stars lie had made no rash vow. 

And, like the old woman, went kissing hist cow, 

» With a hey ho, Harry!” 

“ The saucy knave !” cried Lady Katrine^ laughing; — 
“Out upon him!—Bridget, Geraldine, if ye have the 
spirit of wogaen, I am sure ye will not exchange a word 
with the fellow the rest of the journey h What! could 
he not make his hero find one perfect woman ? — But here 
comes our host with dinner, for which I thank Heaven ; 
for had it been later, my indignation would have cost me 
my appetite.” 

As soon as the horses were refreshed. Sir Osborne, with 
his fair charge, once more set out on the longer stage, 
which he proposed to take ere they paused for the night. 
The news which he had received at Sittenbourne lea^g 
him to imagine that the tumults at Rochester having been 
Bufffered, by some inexplicable negligence, to remain unre¬ 
pressed, had become much more serious than he at first 
1 . 2 
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supposed, he determined to take a by-way, and, avoiding 
the town, pass the river by a ferry, which Longpole as¬ 
sured him he would find higher up;; but still tliis was 
longer, and would make them later on the road; for which 
reason he hurried their pace as much as possible, till they 
arrived at the spot where the smaller road turned off, at 
about two miles’ distance from Rochester. 

It was a shady lane, with, on each side, high banks and 
hedges, wherein the tender hand of April was beginning 
to bring.forth the young green shrubs and flowers; and as 
the knight and lady went along. Nature offered them a 
thousand o^ects of descant, which they did not fail to use. 
Their conversation, however, was interrupted, after a 
while, by the noise of a distant drum, and 'a variety of 
shouts and halloos came floating upon the gale, like the 
breakings-forth of an excited multitude. 

As they advanced, the sounds seemed also to approach. 

“■ My casque and lance,” said Sir Osborne, turning to 
Longpole. “ Lady, you had perhaps better let your jennet 
drop back to a line with your women." 

“ Nay, 1 will*dare the front,” said Lady Katrine; “ a 
woman’s presence will often tame a crowd.” 

You are with a band of soldiers,” said Sir Osborne, 
hearing the clamour approaching, “ aiffl must obey com¬ 
mand.—What! horse, back ! back 1” And laying his hand 
on the lady’s bridle, he reined it back to a line with her 
women. “ Longpole, advance ! ’’ cried the knight. “ Left- 
hand spear, of the third line, to the froitt! Archers 
behind, keep a wary eye on the banks! — shoot not, but 
Ireiid your bows. 1 trust there is no danger, lady, but’t is 
well to be prepared. Now on slowly." 

And thus opposing what defence they could between 
Lady Katrine and the multitude, whose cries they now 
heard coming nearer and nearer. Sir Osborne, and the two 
horsemen he had called to his side, moved forward, keep¬ 
ing a wary eye on the turnings of the road, and the high 
banks by which it was overhung. 

They had not proceeded far, however, before they 
descried the termination of the lane, opening out upon 
what appeared to be a village green beyond; the farmer 
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gidex)f which was occupied by a motley multitude, wliose 
form and demeanour they had now full opportunity to 
observe. • 

In front of all the host was a sort of extempore drum¬ 
mer, who with a bunch of cocks’ feathers in his cap, and a 
broad buff* belt supporting his instrument of discord, 
seemed infinitely proud of his occupation, and kept beating 
with unceasing assiduity, but with as little regard to time 
on his part as his instrument had to tune. Behind him, 
mounted on a horse of inconceivable rnggedness, appeared 
the general, with a vast cutlass in his hand, which he 
swayed backwards and forwards in menacing attitudes; 
while, unh^edful of the drum, he bawled forth to his fol¬ 
lowers many a pious exhortation to persevere in rebellion. 
On the left of this doughty hero was borne a flag of blue 
silk, bearing, inscribed in golden letters, TAe United Ship¬ 
wrights ; and on Mis right was seen a red banner, on 
which might be read the various demands of the unsatisfied 
crowd, such as “ Cheap bread,” “ High wages," “ No 
taxation,” &c. 

The myltitude itself did, indeed, oflei* a formidable ap¬ 
pearance, the greater part of the men who composed it 
being armed with bills and axes ; some also having pos¬ 
sessed themselves of halberts, and even some of hackbuts 
and hand-guns. Every here and there appeared an iron 
jack, and many a 'prentice-boy filled up the crevices with 
his bended bow; while half a score of loud-mouthed 
women screamed in the diffferent quarters of the crowd, and 
with the shrill trumpet of a scolding tongue urged on the 
lords of the creation to deeds of wrath and folly. 

The multitude might consist of about five thousand 
men; and as they marched along, a bustle, and appearance 
of crowding round one partieular spot in their line, led the 
knight to imagine that they were conducing some prisoner 
to Rochester, in which direction they seemed to be going, 
traversing the green at nearly a right angle with the line 
in which he was himself proceeding. “ Hold!” said Sir 
Osborne, reining in his horse. “ Let them pass by. We 
are not enough to deal with such numbers as there are 
there. Keep under the bank — we must not risk the 
h 3 
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lady’s safety by showing ourselves. Ah ! but what should 
tliat movement mean ? They have seen us, by heaven ! 
Ride on then, we must not seem to shi^ them. See, they 
wheel! On, on, quick ! Gain the mouth of the lane.” 

Thus saying. Sir Osborne laid his lance in the rest, and 
spurred on to the spot where the road opened upon the 
green, followed by Lady Katrine and her women, not a 
little terrified and agitated by the roaring of the multitude, 
who, having now made a retrograde motion on their former 
position, occupied the same ground that they had done at 
first, and regarded intently the motions of Sir Osborne’s 
party, not knowing what force might be behind. 

As soon as the knight had reached the mouth of tlie 
road, he halted; and seeing that the high bank ran along 
the side of the green guarding his fiank, he still contrived 
to conceal the smallness of his numbers by occupying the 
space of the road, and paused a mdtnent to watch the 
movements of the crowd, and determine its intentions. 

Now, being quite near enough to hear great part of an 
oration which the general whom we have described was 
bestowing on his' forces. Sir Osborne strained his ear to 
gather his designs; and soon found that his party was 
mistaken for that of Lord Thomas Howard, who had been 
sent to quell the mutiny of the Rochester shipwrights. 

“ First,” said the ringleader, “ hang up the priest upon 
that tree, then let him preach to us about submission if he 
will — and he shall be hanged, too, in his lord’s sight, for 
saying that he, with his hundreds, would beat us with our 
thousands; and let his lord deliver him if he can. Then 
some of the men with bills and axes get up on the top of 
the bank — who says it is not Lord Thomas ? 1 say it is 

Lord Thomas, — I know him by his bright armour.” 

And I say you lie, Timothy Bradford I” cried Long, 
pole, at the very pitch of his voice, much to the wonder 
and astonishment of Sir Osborne and his party. “ Please 
your worship,” he continued, lowering his tone, “ I know 
that fellow; he served with me at Tournay, and was af¬ 
terwards a sailor. He's a mad rogue, but as good a heart 
as ever lived.” 

"Oh, then, for God’s sake speak to him !" cried Lady 
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K.ittrine from behind, “ and make him let us pass; for 
surely, sir knight, you are not mad enough, with only six 
men, to think of encountering six thousand ?” 

“ Not I, in truth, fair lady,’’ answered the knight. “ If 
they will not molest us, I shall not meddle with them.” 

“ Shall 1 on then, and speak with him.?” cried Long, 
pole. “ See ! he heard me give him the lie, and he s 
coming out towards us. He’d do the same if we were a 
thousand.” 

“ Meet him, meet him, then,” said the knight; “ tell 
him all we wish is to pass peaceably. The right-hand man 
advance from the rear and fill up ! ” he continued, as 
Longpole rode on, taking care still to maintain a good face 
to the enemy, more especially as their generalissimo had 
now come within half a bow-shot of where they stqod. 

As the yeoman now rode forward, the ringleader of the 
rioters did not at idl recognise his old companion in his 
custrel’s armour, and began to brandish his weapon most 
fiercely; but in a moment afterwards, to the astonishment 
of the multitude, he was seen to let the point of the sword 
drop, and^seizing his antagonist’s hand, Aake it with every 
demonstration of surprise and friendship. Their conver* 
sation was quick and energetic; and a moment after, 
Longpole rode bSck to Sir Osborne, while the ringleader 
raised his hand to his people, exclaiming, “ Keep your 
ranks! — Friends ! — These are friends 1" 

“ Our passage is safe,” said Longpole, riding back ; 

but he would fain speak with your worship. They have 
taken a priest, it seems, and are going to hang him for 
preaching submission to them. So 1 told him if they did, 
they would be hanged themselves ; but he would not listen 
to me, saying he would talk to you about it.” 

“ Fill up my place ” said the knight; “ I will go and 
see what can be done. We must not let them injure the 
good man.” 

So saying, he raised his lance, and rode forward to the 
spot where the ringleader waited him ; plainly discerning, 
as he approached nearer to the body of the rioters, the poor 
priest, with a rope round his neck, holding forth his hands 
towards him, as if praying for assistance. 

n 4 
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“ My shield-bearer,” said he, “ tells me that we are to 
pass each other without enmity; for though we are well 
prepared to resist attack, we have no commission to 
meddle with you or yours. Nevertheless, as I understand 
that ye have a priest in your hands, towards whom ye 
meditate some harm, let me warn you of the consequences 
of injuring an old man who cannot have injured you.” 

“ But he has done wor.se than injured me, sir knight,” 
said the ringleader; “ he has preached against our cause, 
and against redressing our grievances.” 

“ Most probably not against redressing your griev¬ 
ances,” said Sir Osborne, “ but against the method ye took 
to redress them yourselves. But listen to me. It is 
probable that the king, hearing of your wants and wishes— 
he being known both for just and merciful, may grant you 
such relief as only a king can grant; but if ye go to stain 
yourselves with the blood of this ptiest — which tvere 
cowardly as he is an old man, which were base as he is a 
prisoner, and which were sacrilegious as he is a man of 
God — ye cut yourselves oft’ from mercy for ever, and 
range ajl good men among your enemies. Think well of 
this!” 

“ By the nose of the tinker of Ashford,” said the man, 
“ your worship is right. But how the ‘devil to get him 
out of their hands that's the job : — however. I’ll make 
’em a 'ration. But what 1 was wanting to ask your wor. 
ship is, do you know his grace the king ?” 

“ Not in the least,” was the laconic reply of*the knight. 

“ Then it won’t do,” said tlie man ; “ only, as merry 
Dick Heartley said you were thick with the good Duke of 
Buckingham, I thought you might know the king too, and 
would give him our petition and remonstrance. However, 
I’ll go and make them fellows a ’ration — they ’re wonder¬ 
ful soon led by a ’ration.” And turning his horse, he rode 
up to the front of the body of rioters, and made them a 
speech, wherdin nonsense and sense, bombast and vulgarity, 
were all most intimatdy mingled. Sir Osborne did not 
catch the whole, but the sotuids which reached his ears 
were somewhat to the following eft’ect; — 

“ Most noble shipwrights and devout cannon-founders. 
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joined together in the great cause of crying down taxation, 
and raising your wages ! To you I speak, as well as to the 
tinkers, tailors, anil ’prentices who have united themselves 
to you. The noble knight that you see standing there, or 
rather riding, because he is on horseback—he in the glitter¬ 
ing armour, with a long spear in his hand — is the dearly 
beloved friend of the great and good Duke of Buckingham, 
who is the friend of the commons, and an enemy to 
taxation.” 

Here loud cries of Long live the Duke of Bucking¬ 
ham ! ” “ God bless the Duke 1 ” interrupted the speaker ; 
but after a moment he proceeded. “ He, the noble knight, 
is not Lord Thomas Howard; and so far from wishing to 
attack you, he would wish to do you good. Therefore he 
setteth forth and showeth — praise be to God for all 
things, especially that we did not hang the priest 1 — that 
if we were to han?; the priest, it would be blasphemous, 
because be is an old man; and rascally, because he is a 
man of God ; and moreover, that whereas, if we do not, 
the king will grant us our petition — he will infallibly come 
down, if we do, with an array of fifty thousand men, and 
hang us all with his own hands, and the Duke of Bucking¬ 
ham will be against us. Now understand! I am not 
speaking for mylelf, for I know well enough, that having 
been elected your captain, and ridden on horseback while 
ye marched on foot, 1 am sure to be hanged any bow ; but 
that is no reason that ye should all be hanged too; and, 
therefore, 1 give my vote, that Simon the cannon-founder, 
Tom the shipwright, and long, chinned Billy the tinker, do 
take the priest by the rope that is round his neck, and de¬ 
liver him into the hands of the knight and his men, to do 
with as diey shall think fit. And that, after this glorious 
achievement, we march straightway back to Rochester. — 
Do you all agree ?” 

Loud shouts proclaimed the assent of the multitude ; 
and with various formalities the three deputies led forth 
the unhappy priest, more dead than alive, and delivered 
him into the hands of Longpole : after which the gene¬ 
ralissimo of the rioters drew up his men with some military 
skill upon the right of the green, leaving the road free 
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to Sir Osborne. The knight then marshalled his little 
party as best he might, to guard against any sudden change 
in the minds of the fickle multitude; and having mounted 
the poor exhausted priest behind one of the horsemen, he 
drew out from the lane, and passed unmolested across the 
green into the opposite road, returning nothing but silence 
to the cheers with which the rioters thought fit to honour 
them. 

Their farther journey to Gravesend passed without any 
interruption, and indeed without any occurrence worthy of 
notice. Lady Katrine and Sir Osborne, Geraldine and 
Longpole, mutually congratulated each other on the favour¬ 
able termination of an adventure which had commenced 
under such tlireateniiig auspices; and every one of the 
party poured forth upon his neighbour the usual quantity 
of wonder and amazement which always follows any event 
of the kind. The poor priest, who haH so nearly fallen a 
victim to the excited passions of the crowd, was the last 
that sufficiently recovered from the strong impressions of 
the moment to babble theretipon. 

When, however, his loquacious faculties were once 
brought into play, he contrived to compensate for his 
temporary taciturnity, shouting forth his thanks to Sir 
Osborne Maurice from the rear to the front, declaring that 
the preservation of his life was entirely owing to his valour 
and conduct, that it was wonderful the influence which his 
gole word possessed with the multitude, and that he should 
never cease to be grateful till the end of his worldly exist, 
ence. 

Sir Osborne assured him that he was very welcome ; 
and remarked, with a smile, to Lady Katrine, who was 
laughing at the priest’s superfluity of gratitude, that in all 
probability it was this sort of exuberance of zeal that had 
brought him into the perilous circumstances in which they 
had at first found him. 

“But can zeal ever be exuberant?” demanded Lady 
Katrine, suddenly changing her tone; and then fixing 
the full light of her beautiful dark eyes upon the knight, 
site added — “ 1 mean in a friend.” 
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It can," said Sir Osborne, “ when not guided by 
prudence. But 1 do not think a fool can be a friend.” 

“ Come, sir knight, come,” said the lady, “ let us hear 
your idea of a friend.” 

“ A friend," replied the knight, smiling at her earnest¬ 
ness, “ must be both a wise man and a good man. He 
must love his friend with sufficient zeal to see his faults 
and endeavour to counteract them, and with sufficient 
prudence to perceive his true interests and to strive for 
them. But he must put aside vanity; for there is many a 
man who pretends a great friendship for another merely 
for the vain purpose of advising and guiding him, when, 
in truth, he is not capable of advising and guiding himself. 
The man who aspires to such a name must to his 
friend what every man would be to himself, if he could see 
his own faults undazzled by self-love and his own interests 
unblinded by passion. He must be zcalouj; and kind, 
steady and persevering, without being curious or interfer¬ 
ing, troublesome or obstinate.” 

“ Would I had such a friend ! ” said Lady Katrine, 
with a sigh, and for the rest of tire way she was g’;sve and 
pensive. 


CHAPTER XIII. 


Let us 

Act freely, carelessly, and capriciously, as if our veins 
Uun with quicksilver. 

Bbh Jonbon. 


Henown'd metropolis, 

With glistening spires and pinnacles adorn’d. 

Milton. 


It is strange, in the life of man, always fluctuating as he 
is between hope and fear, gratification and disappointment, 
with nothing fixed in his state of existence, and uncertainty 
surrounding him on every side, that suspense should be to 
him the most painful of all situations. One would suppose 
that habit would have rendered it easy for liim to bear ; 
and yet, beyond all question, every condition of doubt. 



156 


■BAJtNLEV. 


from uncertaintj respecting our fate, to mere indecision, of 
judgment, are all, more or less, painful in their degree. 
Who is it that has not often felt irritated, vexed, and un- 
happy, when hesitating between two different courses of 
action, even when the subject of deliberation involved but 
a trifle? 

Lady Katrine Bulmer, as has been already said, was 
grave and pensive when she reached Gravesend j and then, 
without honouring the knight with her company even for 
a few minutes, as he deemed that in simple courtesy she 
might have done, she retired to her chamber, and, shutting 
herself up with her two women, the only communication 
which took place between her and Sir Osborne was respect¬ 
ing the hour of their departure the next morning. 

The knight felt hurt and vexed ; for though he needed 
no ghost to tell him that the lovely girl he was conducting 
to the court.was as capricious as she w*5 beautiful, yet her 
gay whims and graceful little coquetry had both served to 
pique and amuse him, and he could almost have been 
angry at this new caprice, which deprived him of her 
society for the eventing. 

The next morning, however, the wind of Lady Katrine’s 
humour seemed again to have changed; and at the hour 
appointed for her departure, she tripped down to her horse 
all liveliness and gaiety. Sir Osborne proffered to assist 
her in mounting; W in a moment she sprang into the 
saddle without aid, and turned round laughing, to see the 
slow and difficult manoeuvres by which her women were 
fixed in tlieir seats. The whole preparations, however, 
being completed, the cavalcade set out in the same order 
in which it had departed from the abbey the day before, 
and with the same number of persons; the poor priest 
whom they had delivered from the hands of the rioters 
being left behind, too ill to proceed with them to London. 

‘‘ Well, sir knight,” said the gay girl as they rode 
forward, “ I must really think of some guerdon to reward 
all your daring in my behalf. 1 hope you watched through 
the livelong night, armed at all points, lest some enemy 
should attack our csstie." 

“ Faith, not I," answered Sir Osborne; “ you seemed 
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ao’perfectly satisfied with the security of our lodgings lady, 
that I e’en followed your good example, and went to bed.” 

“ Now he’s affronted ! ” cried Lady Katrine. “ Was 
there ever such a creature But tell me, man in armour, 
was it fitting for me to come and sit with you and your 
horsemen, in the tap-room of an inn, eating, drinking, and 
singing, like a beggar or a ballad.singer ? ” 

The knight bit his lip, and made no reply. 

“ Why don’t you answer, Sir Osborne ? " continued the 
lady, laughing. 

Merely because I have nothing to say,” replied the 
knight gravely, “except that at Sittcnboume, where you 
did me the honour of eating with me, though not with my 
horsemen, I did not perceive that Lady Katrine Bulmer 
was, in any re-spect, either like a beggar or ballad- 
singer.” 

“ Oh! very wffll, sir knight ; very well! ” she said. 
“ If you choose to be oflfended, 1 cahnot help it.” 

“You mistake me, lady," said Sir Osborne; “ I am not 
offended.” 

“ WeU then, sir, I am,” replied Lady Katrine, making 
him a cold stiff inclination of the head. “ So we had 
better say no more upon the subject.” 

At this monfent Longpolc, who with the rest of tlie 
attendants followed at about fifty paces behind, rode for¬ 
ward, and put a small folded paper into Sir Osborne’s 
hands. “ A letter, sir, which you dropped,” said he 
aloud; “ "I picked it up this moment.” 

The knight looked at the address, and the small silken 
braid which united the two seals; and finding that it was 
directed to Lord Darby, at York House, Westminster, 
was about to return it to Longpole, saying it was none of 
his, when his eye fell upon Lady Katrine, whose head, 
indeed, was turned away, but whose neck and ear were 
burning witli so deep a red, that Sir Osborne doubted not 
she had some deep and blushing interest in the paper he 
held in his hand. “ Thank you, Longpole ! thank you,” 
he said, “ I would not have lost it for a hundred marks ; ” 
and he fastened it securely in the foldings of his scarf. 

Though he could willingly have punished his fair com- 
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patiion for her little capricious petulance, the knight coaid 
not bear to keep her in the state of agitation under which, 
by the painful redness of her cheek, and the quivering of 
her hand on the bridle, he very evidently saw she was 
Buffering. “ I think your ladyship was remarking,” said 
he, calmly, that it was the height of dishonour and 
baseness to take advantage of any thing that happens to 
fall in our power, or any secret with which we become ac¬ 
quainted accidentally. 1 not only agree with you so far, 
but I think even that a jest upon such a subject is hardly 
honourable. We should strive, if possible, to be as if we 
did not know it.” 

Lady Katrine turned her full gunny face towpds him, 
glowing like a fair evening cloud when the last rays of 
daylight rest upon it: “ You are a good — an cxcdlent 
creature," she said, “ and worthy to be a knight. — Sir 
Osborne Maurice,” she continued, afterta moment's pause, 
“ your good opinion is too estimable to be lightly lost, and 
to preserve it I must speak to you in a manner that women 
dare seldom speak. And yet, though on my word, I 
would tijist you asv I would a brother, I know not how — 
I cannot, indeed I cannot. And yet I must, and will, 
for fear of misconstruction. — You saw that letter. You 
can guess that he to whom it is addressed is not indifferent 
to the writer. They are affianced to each other by all 
vows — but those vows are secret ones; for the all-power¬ 
ful Wolsey will not have it so — and we must needs seem, 
at least, to obey. Darby has been some time absent from 
the court, and I was sent to the abbey. — What would 
you have more ? — I promised to give instant information 
of my return; and last night I spent in writing that letter, 
though now I know not in truth how to send it, for my 
groom is but a pensioned spy upon me.” 

“ Will you trust it to me ? ” said the knight. The 
lady paused. Do you doubt me ? ’’ he asked. 

“ Not in the least,” she said, “ not in the least. My 
only doubt is, whether I shall send it all.” 

'' Is there a hesitation ? ” demanded the knight in some 
surprise. 

“ Alas! there is,” answered she. " You must know 
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all"— I see it. Since I have been at the abbey, they have 
tried to persuade me that Darby yields himself to the 
wishes of the cardinal, and is about to wed another. — I 
believe it false — lam sure it is false! and yet, and yet— ” 
and she burst into tears. — “ Oh, Sir Osborne 1” she 
continued, drying her eyes, “ I much need such a friend 
as you described yesterday.” 

“ Let me be that friend, then, so far as I may be,” said 
Sir Osborne. Allow me to carry the letter to London, 
whither 1 go after I have left you at the court at Green, 
wich. I will ascertain how Lord Darby is situated; if I 
find him faithful (which doubt not that he is, till you hear 
iSore), I will give him the letter — otherwise 1 will return 
it truly to you.” 

“ But you must be quick,” said Lady Katrine, “ in 
case he should hear that I have returned and have not 
written. How wiH you ascertain ? ” 

“ There are many ways,” answered the knight; “ but 
principally by a person whom I hope to find in London, 
and who sees more deeply into the hidden truth than mor¬ 
tal eyes can usually do.” -• 

“ Gan you mean Sir Cesar ?” demanded Lady Katrine. 

“ I do,” answered the knight: “ do yon know that 
very extraordinafy being ? " 

“ 1 know him as every one knows him,” answered 
Lady Katrine; “ that is, without knowing him. But if 
he be in London, and will give you the information, all 
doubt will'’ be at an end; for what he says is sure, — 
though indeed I often used to tease the queer little old 
man, by pretending not to believe his prophecies, till our 
royal mistress, whom God protect, has rated me for 
plaguing him. He was much a favourite of hers — and 
I, somewhat a favourite of his; for those odd magical 
hop o’ my thumbs, I believe, love those best who cross 
them a little. He gave me this large sapphire ring when 
he went away last year, bidding me send it back to him if 
I were in trouble — quite fairy-tale like. So now. Sir 
Osborne, you shall carry it to him, and he will counsel you 
rightly. Put it in your cap, where he may see it. — There 
now, it looks qtiite like some fair lady's favour ! so don’t 
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go and tilt at every one who denies that Katrine Bulmer 
is the loveliest creature under the sun.” 

“ Nay, 1 must leave that to my Lord Darby,” an¬ 
swered Sir Osborne. 

“ Now that was meant maliciously,” cried Lady Ka¬ 
trine. “ But I don’t care. Wait a little; and if there 
be a weak point in all your heart, sir knight, I'll ]ilague 
you for your sly look.” 

Lady Katrine Bulmer’s spirits were of that elastic qua¬ 
lity not easily repressed; and before ten minutes were 
over all her gaiety returned in full force, nor did it cease 
its flow till their arrival at Oreenwich. 

For his part. Sir Osborne strove to keep pace with b^r 
liveliness, and, perhaps, even, forced his wit a Klilc in the 
race, that he might not be Itehindhand. Heaven knows 
what was passing in his mind ! — whether it really was 
an accession of gaiety at approaching tl^ court, or whether 
it was that he wished to show his fair companion that the 
discovery he had made of her engagements to Lord Darby 
did not at all mortify him, notwithstanding the little co¬ 
quetry which she>might have exercised upon himself. 

They now, however, approached the place of -iheir des¬ 
tination, under the favourable auspice of a fair afternoon. 
The most pardonable sort of superstition is perhaps that 
which derives its auguries from the face of nature, leading 
us to fancy that die bright golden sunshine, the clear blue 
heaven, the soft summer breeze, and the cheerful song of 
heaven’s choristers, indicate approaching bappioess to our¬ 
selves ; or that the cloud, the storm, and the tempest, come 
prophetic of evil and desolation. At least, both hope and 
fear, the two great movers in all man’s feelings, lend them., 
selves strangely to this sort of divination, combining with 
the beauty of the prospect, or the brightness of the sky, to 
exalt our expectations of the future; or lending darker 
terrors to the frown of nature, and teaching us to dread or 
to despair. 

When Sir Osborne and his party arrived at the brow of 
Shooter’s Hill, the evening was as fair and lovely as if it 
had been summer — one of those sweet sunsets that some¬ 
times burst in between two wintry days in tlie end of 
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Mafch, or the bcptiiming of April, a sort of heralds to an¬ 
nounce the golrlen season that comes on. The wliole 
country round, as far as they could see, whether looking 
towards KIthani and (.’hiselliurst, or northward towards the 
river, was one wide sea of waving Iwughs just tinged with 
tile first green of the spring, while the oblique rays of the 
declining sun, falling ujion the liuge bolls of the old oaks 
and beeclies, caught upon the western side of each, and 
invested its giant limbs as with a golden armour, livery 
here and there, too, the lieains, forcing their way through 
the various openings in the forest, cast across the road 
bright glinqiscK of that rich yellow light peculiar to wood 
scenery, snd, alternated with the long shadows of the trees, 
marked the far p^rsjiective of the highway descending to 
the wiile heath below. The eye rested not on the heath, 
though it, too, was glowing with the full effulgence of tlie 
sky ; but passing ou^ caught a small part of the palace of 
(ircenwich, rising above the wild oaks which filled the 
park ; ami then still farther turning towards the west, 
paused upon the vast metropolis with its red and dizzy 
atmosphere, high above which rose the heavy tower and 
wooden spire of Old I’aid’s Church; while to the left, 
beyond the influence of the smoke, was seen standing 
almost alone in sdtemn majesty the beautiful pile of the 
West Minster. 

Sir Osborne Maurice impulsively reined in his horse, 
and seemed as if he could scarcely breathe when the whole 
magnificent" scene rushed at once upon his view. “ So 
this is London ! ” cried he, “ the vast, the wealthy, and the 
great; the throne of our island monarchs, from whence 
they sway a wide and powerful land!' On! on!” and 
striking his horse with his spurs, he darted down the road 
as if he were afraid that the great city would, before he 
reached it, fade away like the splendid phantasms seen by 
the Sicilian shepherds, showing for a moment a host of 
castles and towers and palaces, and then fleeting by, and 
leaving nought but empty air! 


END OP THE PinST VOLUME. 
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CHAPTER I. 


Paracelsus and his chymistlcal followers are so many Promotlici, will letch 
fire firom heaven. 4^ 


liUR'iON’f Annt(flinj of Mclandwiy. 


Now might I expend five pages of post octavo, with great 
satisfaction to my readers and mysoli^ in describing mi¬ 
nutely the old rambling palace inhabited by Henry VIII. 
at (ireeiiwich, particularising its several angles and , abut¬ 
ments, its small lattice window.s, its bays and octagons, to¬ 
gether „with the (various cartouches and mascarons which 
filled itp the spaces and covered the corbels betil'ecn; but 
unhappily I atn in an egregious hurry, having already ex- 
pendeil one whole feme without getting through a fifth part 
of the portentous bulk of Professor Vonderbrugius. 1 
might, indeed, comfortably extend my tale to four volumes 
instead of three. But no, gentle reader ! out of con. 
sideration for thine exemplary patience, I spSre thee the 
infliction, and shall curtail my descriptions, compress my 
dialogues, circumscribe my digressions, and concentrate my 
explanations, so as to restrain my histoi-y within the 
bounds 1 had originally proposed for its extent. 

Suffice it, then, to say that Lady Katrine, having re¬ 
called to the knight's remembrance that his course lay 
towards Greenwich, and not to London, as he seemed in¬ 
clined to direct it, they turned their horses to the right at 
the bottom of the hill, and soon reached the river.^de, 
where, spreading along a little to the eastward of the spot 
on which the hospital at present stands, lay a large mass of 
heavy architecture, vvhich, if judged by modern notions. 
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woikl be regarded as not ver^ fit for tlie dwelling of a 
king. 

The dull appearanee of the building, however, was re¬ 
lieved by the gaiety of the oVtjects round about; for though 
the sun was now Indf biJow'the horizon, yet loitering round 
the various gates of the palace, or running to and fro on 
their seiiarate errands, was seen a host of servants and 
altenda'ita in rich and si)lendid suits, while multitudes 
of guards and henchmen, decked out to pamper the costly 
whims of their luxuriant lord, showed forth their finery to 
the evi-niiig air. More than one group of lords and ladies 
too, enjoying the iine sunset before tlie palace, made the 
parade a «art of living pageant ; while the river beyond, 
as if emulous of the gay scctie, fluttered and shone with 
the streamers and gilding of the various barges with which 
it was covered. 

To every one thty met Lady Katrine seemed known, 
and all, according to their rank, greeted her as she passed, 
some with light welcome, some with respectful salutations, 
all stopping the moment after to turn and fix their eyes 
upon Sir Osborne, vvith that sort of cold*inquiring,glance 
which owns no affinity with its object but mere curiosity. 
“ W'ho is he ” demanded one ; “ What splendid ar¬ 
mour!” cried another; “lie must be from Rochester,” 
said a third : but no word of gratulation met his ear, no 
kind familiar voice bade him welcome ; and he rode on with 
that chill, solitary sensation of friendlessness which we 
never so strongly feel as in the presence of a crowd, who, 
possessing all some communion of thought and feeling 
amongst themselves, have no established link of sympathy 
with us. 

At one of the smaller doors in the western wing of the 
palace Lady Katrine reined in her horse, and Sir Osborne, 
springing to the ground, assisted her to dismount, while 
one of the royal servants, who came from within, held the 
bridle with all respect. In answer to her question, the 
attendant replied, that “ her highness Queen Katherine 
was at that moment dressing for the banquet which she 
was about to give to the king and the foreign ambassadors, 
and that she had commanded not to be interrupted.” 

M % 
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“ That is unfortunate, Sir Osborne Maurice,” said the 
young lady, resuming somewhat of that courtly coldness 
which had given way to the original wildness of her 
nature while she had been absent; — “ I am sure that 
her highness, who is bounty itself, would have much wished 
to thank you for the protection and assistance which you 
have given to me her poor servant. Hut—” and remem¬ 
bering the charge which the knight had taken of her letter 
to Lord Darby, she hesitated for a moment, not knowing 
how to establish some means of communication between 
them — “ Oh! they will break all those things !” she cried, 
suddenly stopping and turning to the servant; Good 
master Alderson, do look to them for a rnmnent, that 
groom is so awkward—Give him the horse.— Now, 
knight! quick I quick!” she continued, lowering her voice 
as the servant left them. “ Where do you lodge in London? 

I must have some way of hearing oft your proceeding — 
Where do you lodge ? — Bless us, nian in armour ! where 
are your wits ? ” 

“ Oh, I had forgot,” replied the knight; “ it is calle<I 
the Hose, in the .Laurence I’oultney.” 

“ At the Duke of Buckingham’s ! Good, j^od !” she 
replied ; and then making him a low courtesey as the ser¬ 
vants again approached, she added with a'mock gravity that 
nearly made the knight laugh, in spite of his more sombre 
feelings, “ And now, good sir knight, I take my leave of 
your worship, thanking you a thousand times for your 
kindness and protection ; and depend upon ig that when 
her highness the queen shall have a moment to receive 
you, I will take care to let you know.” 

Thus saying, with another low courtesy, she retired into 
the palace; and Sir Osborne, mounting his horse, bade adieu 
to the precincts of the court, bearing away with him none 
of those feelings of hope with which he had first ap¬ 
proached it. There seemed a sort of coldness in its at¬ 
mosphere which chilled his expectations; and disappointed, 
too, of his introduction to the queen, he felt dissatisfied 
and repelled, and, had the fit held, might well have taken 
ship once more, and returned into Flanders. 

Afi^^, having thus ridden on for some way, giving full 
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rein to melancholy fancies, he found himself in the midst 
of a small town, whose narrow streets, running along by 
the river, shut out iilmost all the daylight tliat was left ; 
and not knowing if he was going in the right direction, he 
called Longpolc to his side, asking whether he had ever 
l)eeii in London. 

“ Oh, yes, sir,” replied the custrcl, “ and have staid in 
it many a month. ’T is a wonderful place for the three 
sorts of men — the knaves, the fools,^ and the wise men ; 
and, as far as I can see, the one sort gets on as high as the 
other. The fool gets promoted at court, the knave gets 
promoted at the gallows, and the aviso man gets promoted 
to be Ior(f“ii‘iayor, and has the best of the bargain." 

“ But tell me, Longpole,” said Sir Osborne, “ where are 
we now ? for night is falling, and in sooth I know not my 
way.” 

This is the good town of Deptford,” said Longpole; 
“ but if your worship ride on, we shall soon enter into 
Southwark, where there is an excellent good hostel, called 
the 'I'abard, tlie landlady of which may be well esteemed 
a princcss»for her fat, and a woman for her tongue. * God’s 
blessing is upon her bones, and has well covered them. If 
your w'orship lodge there, you shall be treated like a 
prince.” 

“It may be better,” said Sir Osborne, " for to.night; 
but you must lead the way, good Longpole, for this is my 
first sight of, the great city.” 

Longpole readily undertook the pilotage of the knight 
and his company, and in about half an hour lodged them 
safely in the smart parlour of the Tabard : perhaps the very 
same where, more than a century before,Chaucer, the father of 
our craft, sat himself at his ease ; for the Tabard was an 
old house that had maintained its good fame for more than 
one generation, and the landlady piqued herself much on 
the antiquity of her dwelling, telling how her great-grand- 
fatlier had kept that very house — ay, and had worn a gold 
chain to boot; and bow both the inn and the innkeepers 
had held the same name, till she, being a woman, alack ! 
had brought it as her dower to her poor dear deceased 
husband, who died tv/enty years ago come Martinmas. 

M 3 
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All this was detailed at length to Sir Osborne while his 
supper was in preparation, together with various other long 
orations, till the good dame found that, the knight was not 
willing to furnish her with even the ahit! ohit ! and yes-ea, 
which offer a sort of baiting-places for a voluble tongue; 
but that, on the contrary, he leaned his back against the 
chimney, not attending to one word she said after the first 
ten sentences. Upon this discovery, she e'en betook her¬ 
self to Longpole, declaring that his master was a proper 
man, a fine man, and a pensive. 

Longpole was, wc all know, mneh better inclined to 
gossiping than his master; and accordingly, as he found 
that his jolly hostess would fain hear the wJiftle of his 
lord’s history, as a profound secret which she was to 
divulge to all her neighbours the next morning, he speedily 
furnished her with a most excellent allegory upon the sub¬ 
ject, which found its way (with various additions and 
improvements, to suit the taste of the reciters) through at 
least five hundred diftcrent channels before the ensuing 
night. 

In the meanwhile, the knight supped well, ,»nd found 
himself happier — slept well, and rose with renewed hope. 
So he was but of flesh and blood, after all. 

As soon as he was up, and before he was dressed, the 
door of his chamber flew open, and in rushed a thing 
called a barber, insisting upon his being shaved. Volumes 
have been written upon barbers, and volumes still remain to 
be written, but it shall not be I who will write them. 

Suffice it that, for the sake of those who know not what I 
mean, I define a barber. It is a thing that talks and 
shaves, and shaves and talks, and talks and shaves again ; 
the true immutable that never varies, but comes down from 
age to age like a magpie, the same busy chattering thing 
that its fathers were before it. 

Sir Osborne acquiesced in the operation, of which, 
indeed, he stood in some want ; and the barber pouncerl 
upon his visage in a moment. “ The simple moustache, I 
see, the simple moustache !” he cried ; “well, 't is indeed 
the most seemly manner, though the pique-devant is gaining 
ground a leetle, a Icetle: not that I mean to say, fair sir. 
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that the beard is not worn any way, so it be well trimmed 
— and the moustache is of a sweet comely nature—the 
simple moustache! You have doubtless heard, fair sir, of 
the royal pageant, which cheeretl the heart of the queen and 
her ladies last night. We use, indeed, to cut beards all 
ways, to suit the nature of the phizognomy ; supplying, as 
it were, remedies for the evil tricks of nature. Now, my 
good Lord Darby gives in to the pique-devant, for it is a 
turn that ladies love; and doubtless you have heard his 
marriage spoken of — to a lady — Oh ! such a beautiful 
lady ! though 1 cannot renicinlK'r Iter name— but a most 
excellent lady. Your worship would not wish me to leave 
the piqub‘'ievant — I will undertake to raise and nourish 
it, by a certain ointment, communicated to me by an al- 
chymist, in ten days. Make but the ess.ay, fair sir; try 
how it comports with the figure of your face.” 

“ No, no !” cried Sir Osborne, much in the same man¬ 
ner as the young man of Bagdad. “ Cease your babbling, 
and make haste and shave me.” 

The operation, however, was sooner brought to a termi. 
nation tl\{in in the Arabian Nights; and being frae from 
his chattering companion, the knight took one or two turns 
ill his apartment in deep thought. “ So,” said he, “ this 
light of love, Lord Darby, does play the poor girl false; 
and, as she raid, the arrow will rankle in her heart, ami 
rob her of every better hope. But still it is not sure — I 
will not believe it. If I had the love of such a creature 
as that, could I betray it.!‘” and the thought of Lady Con¬ 
stance de Grey darted across his mind. “ I will not 
believe it — there must be better assurance than a babbling 
fool like that. Ob, Longpole!" he continued, as the man 
entered the room, “ I have waited for you. Quick! As 
you know London, speed to the house of an honest Flemish 
merchant, William Hans — ask him if he have received 
the packages from Anvers for me. Give him my true 
name, but bid him be secret. Bring with you the leathern 
case containing clothes, and see if he have any letters from 
Wales. Greet the old man well for me, and tell him 1 
will see him soon. Stay; I forgot to tell you where he 
a 4 
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lives — ’tis near the Conduit, in Gracious Street, any one 
near will tell you where. William Hans is his name.” 

Longpole was soon gone; but, to the mind of Sir Os¬ 
borne, long before he returned. When, however, he did 
once more make his appearance, he not only brought the 
news that all the packages which Sir Osborne expected had 
arrived, but he also brought the large leathern case con¬ 
taining the apparel in which the knight was wont to ap¬ 
pear at the court of the Duchess Regent of Burgundy, and 
a letter, which Sir Osborne soon perceived was from his 
father, Lord Fitabernard. 

Being privileged too peep over men’s shoulders, we shall 
make no apology for knowing somewhat of the /wmtents of 
the old earl’s epistle. It conveyed in many shapes the 
gratifying knowledge to the son that the father was proud 
of the child, together with many exhortations, founded in 
parental anxiety, still carefully to confceal his name and 
rank. But the most important part of the letter was a 
short paragraph, wherein the earl laid his injunctions upon 
his son not to think of gaming to see him till he had made 
every effort at the court, and their fate was fully decided. 
“And then, my son,” continued Lord Fitzbernard, “come 
hither unto me, whether the news thou bringest be of good 
or bad comfort, for, of a certain, thy presence shall be of tlie 
best comfort; and if still our enemies prevail, I w'ill pass 
with thee over sea into another land, and make my nobi¬ 
lity in thy honour, and find my fortune in thy high 
deeds.” * 

Sir Osborne’s wishes would have led him into Wales, 
for after five long years of absence, he felt, as it were, a 
thirst to embrace once more the author of his birth; but 
still he saw that the course which his father pointed out 
was the one that prudence and wisdom dictated, and there¬ 
fore at once acquiesced. For a while he paused, meditating 
over all the feelings that tliis letter had calM up; but, 
well knowing that every moment of a man’s life may be 
well employed, if he will but seek to employ them, he oast 
his reveries beUnd him, and dressing himself in a costume 
more proper to appear at the house of the Duke of Buck¬ 
ingham, he commanded his armour to be carefully looked 
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to, and paying his score at the Tabard, departed to fulfil 
his noble friend’s hospitable desire, by taking up his lodging 
at the manor-house of the Rose, in Saint Laurence Poult- 
ney. 

Passing through Southwark, he soon arrived at London 
Bridge, which, as every one knows, was then but one long 
street across the water, with rich shops and houses on each 
side, and little intervals between, through which the 
passenger’s eye might catch the flowing of the Thames,.and 
thence only could he learn that he was passing over a large 
and navigable river. The shops, it is true, were unglazed 
and open, and perhaps to a modern eye might look like 
booths j -but in that day the whole of Europe could hardly 
furnish more wealth than was then displayed on London 
Bridge. The long and circumstantial history given by 
Stowe, will save the trouble of transcribing the eleven 
pages which Vondtrbrugius bestows upon this subject; for 
though 1 cannot be sure that every one has read the old 
chronicler’s “ Survey of London,” yet certainly every one 
may read it if they like. Passing, then, over Loudon 
Bridge,^thc knight and his followers "took their* way up 
Gracious Street (now corruptly Gracechurch Street), and 
riding through the heart of the city, soon arrived at the 
gates of the Duke of Buckingham’s magnificent mansion 
of the Ro.se. As they approached the garden entrance, 
they observed a man covered with dust, as from a long 
journey, dismount from his horse at the door, bearing em¬ 
broidered on his sleeve the cognizance of a swan ; from 
which, witli the rest of his ajipearance. Sir Osborne con¬ 
cluded that he was a courier from the duke. This sup¬ 
position proved to be correct; the considerate and liberal- 
minded nobleman having sent him forward to prepare the 
household to receive his young protege, and also for the 
purpose of conveying various other orders and letters, 
which might tend to the advancement of his views. But 
it so unfortunately had happened, the man informed the 
knight, that he had been attacked on the road by four 
armed men, who had taken from him his bag with the 
letters; and that therefore the only thing which remained 
for him to do was to deliver the verbal orders vyhicli he 
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had received to his grace’s steward, and then to return to 
his lord, and inform him of the circumstances as they had 
occurred. 

The profound respect with which he was treated, very 
soon evinced to Sir Osborne what those verbal orders were. 

He found the retinue of a prince ready tp ol)ey his com¬ 
mands, and a dwelling that in decoration, if not in size, 
certainly surpassed that of the king. It was not, however, 
the object of the young knight to draw ujjon himself those 
inquiries which would certainly follow any unnecessary 
ostentation ; nor would he have been willing, even had it 
coincided with his views, to have made liis appearance at 
the court with so much borrowed splendour. He signified, 
therefore, to the chamberlain, his intention of requiring 
merely the attendance of the three yeoman, who, with his 
own custrel, had accompanied him from Kent ; and added, 
that though he might occupy the apartments which had 
been allotted to him when he was in London, and dine at 
the separate table which, by the duke’s command, was to 
be prepared for himself, he should most probably spend the 
greater part of his time at Greenwich. 

Having made these arrangements, he determined to lose 
no time in proceeding to seek for Dr. Butts, the king’s 
physician, at whose house be had good hope of hearing of 
his old tutor. Dr. Wilbraham, and of discovering what credit 
was to be given to the reported marriage of the young Earl 
of Darby. 

Sir Osborne knew that the physician was one of those 
men who had made and maintained a high reputation at 
the court by an honest frankness, which, without deviating 
into rudeness, spared not tOc speak the truth to king or 
peasant. He was a great well-wisher to human nature ; 
and feeling that if all men would be as sincere as himself 
the crop of human misery would be much less to reap, he 
often lost patience with the worldlings, and flouted them 
with their insincerity. His character contained many of 
those strange oppositions to which humanity is subject; he 
was ever tender-hearted, yet often rough, and combined in 
manner much bluiitness with some courtesy. He was 
learned, strong-minded,'and keen-sighted, yet often simple 
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as a child, and much led away by the mad Tisions of the 
alchyraista of the time. 

However, as we have said, he was greatly loved and 
respected at the court; and from his character and office, was 
more intimately acquainted with all the little private secrets 
and lies of the day, than any other person perhaps, except 
Sir Cesar the astrologer, with whom he was well acquainted, 
and upon whom he himself looked with no small reverence 
and respect, slirewdly suspecting that in his magical studies 
he had discovered the grand secret. 

Towards his house, then, Sir Osborne directed his steps, 
taking with him no one but a footboy of the duke’s to 
show him the way; for as the good physician lived so far 
off as Westminster, it became necessary to have some guide 
to point out the shortest and most agreeable roads. Instead 
of taking the highway, which, following the course of the 
river, ran in nearly a straight line from London to West¬ 
minster *, the boy led Sir Osborne through the beautiful 
fields which extended over the ground in the neighbour¬ 
hood of Lincoln’s Inn, and which, instead of being filled 
with smoky houses and dirty multitude^ were thep breath¬ 
ing noftiing but sweets from the primroses and other wild 
spring flowers that were rising fresh out of a rich and 
grateful soil. Thence, cutting across through many a gate, 
and over many a stile, his young conductor brought him 
out into the road just at the little milk and curd-house in 
the midst of the village of Charing; from whence, looking 
down tlicToad to the left, they could see the palaces and 
gardens of the bishops of Durham and York, with the 
magnificent abbey rising over some clumps of trees be¬ 
yond. 

Passing by York Place, where bustling menials and 
crowding courtiers announced the ostentatious power of 
the proud prelate who there reigned, they left the royal 
mansions also behind them, and entering into some of the 
narrower and more intricate streets in Westminister, soon 
reached a house with a small court before it, which, as the 


* The road from the Temple Bar to the City of Wcitminater was Sankeil on 
one side by noblemen's bouses and gardens, producing an effect not unlike Uiat 
oi Kensington Gore—as far, at least, as we can judge from description. 
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boy informed Sir Osbonu', was the dwelling of the phy¬ 
sician. 

Seeing a door open opposite, the knight entered and 
foand himself in a sort of scullery, where a stout servant 
girl was busily engaged in scrubbing some pots and cru¬ 
cibles, with such assiduity that she could scarcely leave oft' 
even to answer his inquiry of whether her' master was at 
home. 

“ Yes, sir, yes, ho is at home,” replied she at length ; 
“ but he cannot be spoken with, unless you are very bad, 
for he is busy in the laboratory." 

The knight signified that he had a great desire to speak 
with him : and the girl, looking at him somewhat more 
attentively, said, that “ if he were from abroad, the doctor 
would see him, she was sure, for he had a great many 
foreign folks witli liim always.” 

The knight replied, that though he was not a foreigner, 
he certainly had come from abroad very lately; upon which 
assurance the damsel relinquished her crucible-scrubbing, 
and went to announce his presence. Ktdurning in a few 
minutes^she usher&d him through a long dark passage into a 
large low.roofed room, at the farther end of which appeared a 
furnace, with the chimney carried through the ceiling, and 
near it various tables covered with all 'sorts of strange 
vessels and utensils. Round about, still nearer the door, 
were strewed old mouldering books and manuscripts, huge 
masses of several kinds of ore, heaps of coal and charcoal, 
and piles of many other matters, the nature of 'which Sir 
Osborne could not discover by the scanty light that found 
its way through two small lattice windows near the roof. 

The principal curiosity in the room yet remained. 
Standing before the furnace, holding in one hand a candle 
sweltering in the heat of the fire, and in the other a pair of 
chemical tongs embracing a crucible, was seen a stout portly 
man, of a rosy complexion, with a fur* cap on his head, 
and his body invested in a long coarse black gown, the 
sleeves of which, tucked up above his elbows, exhibited a 
full puffed shirt of very fine linen, much too white and 
clean for the occupation in which he was busied. 

“ Sir, my wench tells me you are from abroad,” said he. 
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advancing a little, and speaking quick. “ From Flanders, 
I see, by your dress. — Pray, sir, do you come from the 
learned Erasmus, or from Meyerden ? However, I am 
glad to see you. You are an adept, I am sure — I see it 
in your countenance. Heliold this crucible,” and he poked 
it so near Sir Osborne’s nose as to make him start back and 
sneeze violently with the fumes. “ Sir, that is a new 
efTect,” continued the doctor: “1 am sure that 1 have 
found it! It makes people sneeze. That is the hundred 
and thirteenth effect 1 have discovered in it. Every hour, 
every moment, as it concentrates, 1 discover new effects ; 
so tliat doubtless by the time it is perfectly concreted, 
it will have all powers, even to the great effect, and change 
.all things into gold. — Hut let us ])ut that downand 
taking a paper he wrote, “One Innidred mid thirteenth effect 
— Mnkea proph; sneeze — violently, 1 think you said ? — 
Violentlj/. And now, my dear sir, what news from the 
great Erasmus ? ’ 

“ None that I know, my good sir,” answered Sir 
Osborne, “ as 1 never had the advantage of his ac¬ 
quaintance.” ■ ^ 

An explanation now ensued, which at last enlightened 
the ideas of the worthy physician, although he had so fully 
possessed himsdlf with the fancy that the knight was an 
adept from Flanders, a country at that time famous for 
alchymical researches, that it was some time before he could 
entirely disembarrass his brain from the notion. 

“ I!!ess’*my soul! ” cried he; “ so you are the young 
gentleman that my excellent good uncle Wilbraham was 
concerned about; and well he might be, truly, seeing 
what a lover you are of the profound and noble science. 
He came here yesterday to inquire for you, and finding 
that I had heard nothing of you I thought he would have 
gone distracted. ^But tell me, fair sir, have you met with 
any of the famom green water of Palliardo ? Ha ! I see 
you were not to be deceived — I procured some, and truly 
on dipping the blade of a knife therein, it appeared gilt. 
But what was itA mere solution of copper.” 

" You mistake, I see, still,” replied the knight; "in 
truth, 1 know nothing of the science to which you allude. 
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I doubt not that it is both ono of the most excellent and 
admirable inquiries in the world; but I am a soldier, my 
dear sir, and have as yet made but small progress in turn¬ 
ing any thing into gold.” 

“ 'S life! I know not how I came to think so,” cried 
the doctor; “ sure, the servant told me so. Ho, Kitty! ” 
and throwing open the door, he called loudly to the woman, 
“ Ho, Kitty ! how came you to tell me the gentleman was 
an adept ? Zounds! I’ve made him sneeze. But who is 
that I sec in tlie lavery ? Oh, uncle Wilbraliam ! — 
Come in! come in!" 

No words can express the joy of the good tutor when he 
beheld the knight. He embraced him a thousand .times ; 
he shook him by the hand ; he shed tears of joy, and he 
made him repeat a thousand times every particular of his 
escape. “ The villain ! the wretch ! ” cried he, whenever 
the name of Sir Payan was mentioned : the dissembling 
hypocrite ! We have had news since we left Canterbury 
that the pwsc, which 1 obtained with great difficulty from 
the magistrates, when they arrived at the manor-house, 
found evpry one inibed, but were speedily let in, when Sir 
Payan sent word down, that though he was mtfeh sur¬ 
prised to be so visited, being a magistrate himself, yet the 
officers might search where they pleased, <for that he had 
had no prisoners during the day but two deer.stealers, 
whom he had liberated that evening on their penitence. 
They searched, and found no one, and so sent me a bitter 
letter this morning for putting them on the busiaess." 

»' “ I am glad to hear they found no one," said the 
knight; “ for then my poor companion, Jekin Groby, has 
escaped. But, let me ask, how is Lady Constance ? ” 

“ Alas! not well, my lord, not well! ” answered the 
clergyman. " First, the anxiety about you—in truth, 
site has never iookq^ well since, not knowing whether you 
were dead or alive^ ahd having known flu in her youth. 
Then this ^gtjdden news, that my lord cardinal will have 
her nuttiy lwr noble cousin. Lord Darby, has agitated 
her." , , 

The kiilgtlt turned as pale as death, for feelings that had 
lain unktfbtvn in the deepest recesses of his heart swelled 
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nuiidenly up, and nearly overpowered him. His love for 
Lady Constance de Grey had run on hke a brook in the 
summer time, which flows sweet, tranquil, and scarcely 
perceptible, till the first rains that gather in the mountains 
swell it to a torrent that sweeps away all before it. Of his 
own feeling he had hitherto known nothing; he had known, 
he had but felt that it was sweet to see her, that it was 
sweet to think of her ; but now at once, with the certainty 
that she was lost to him for ever, came the certainty that 
he loved her deeply, ardently, irrevocably. 

Umph ! " said Dr. Butts, at once comprehending all 
that the changes of the knight’s complexion implied—■ 
“ Umph ! It’s a bad business.” 

“ Nay, my good nephew, I see not that,” answered the 
clergyman ; who, a great deal less clear-sighted than the 
physician, had neither seen Sir Osborne’^paleness, nor for 
a moment suspected his feelings — “ I see not that. ’ Tis 
the very best marriage in the realm for both parties, and 
the lady is only a little agitated from the anxiety and 
hurry of the business.” 

“ If that be all,” said the doctor, " I ’ll soon epe her. 
— But tell me, why did you call him my lord, just now ? " 

Dr. Wilbrabam looked at the knight with a glance that 
seemed to supplicate pardon for his inadvertence ; but Sir 
Osborne soon relieved him. " I am going. Dr. Butts,” 
said he, “ to ask your advice and assistance, and therefore 
my secret must be told you. I ask your advice, because 
you know tie court thoroughly, and because having, % 
am afraid, lost one good means of introducing mysdf to 
his grace the king, I would fain discover some other; 
and 1 tell you my secret, because I am sure that it is as 
safe with you as with myself.” 

"It is," said the physician. “ But if you would have 
me serve you well, and to some purpose, you must teM me 
all. Give me no*half-confldcnce. Let me know every 
thing, and then if I can do you good I wjll; if not, your 
counsel shall not be betrayed, my lord, I suppose I must 
say.” 

" You bad better tell him all your history, my daa^ 
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Osborne,” said T)r. Wilbraham. “ He can, and I am sure 
will, for my sake, serve you well.” 

“ My dear Osborne ! ” echoed the physician. “ Then 
I have it! You are my Lord Darnley, my good uncle’s 
first pupil. Your history, my lord, you need not tell 
me — that I know. But tell me your plans, and I will 
serve you heart and hand, to the best of my power.” 

The plans of the young knight need not be again de¬ 
tailed here. Suffice it that he laid them all open to the 
worthy physician, who, however, shook his head. “ It's 
a mad scheme ! ” said he, in his abrupt manner. “ His 
grace, though right royal, bountiful, and just, is often as 
capricious as a young madam in the honeymoon. How¬ 
ever, if Buckingham, Abergany, Surrey, and such wise 
and noble men ^udge well of it, I cannot say against it. 
A straw, ’tis true, will balance it one way or t’other. 
However, give me to-day to think, avd 1 will find some 
way of bringing you to the king, so as to gain his good¬ 
will at first. — And now I will go to see Lady Constance 
de drey." 

“ AVT‘ will go along, good doctor,” exclaimed the tutor: 
“ for I must be back to speak with her, and Osbdrne must 
render her a visit to thank her for her good wishes and 
endeavours in his behalf. She will be tjo charmed to see 
him free and unhurt that ’twill make her well again.”' 

“ Will it ? ” said the doctor, drily. “ Well, you shall 
give her that medicine after I have ordered her mine. 
But let me have my turn first. I ask but a v^uarter of an 
hour, then come both of you ; and in the meantime, my 
good learned uncle, study that beautiful amphora, and tell 
me, if you can, why the ancient Greeks placed always on 
their tombs an empty urn: was it as an emblem of the 
body within, from which the spirit was departed, like the 
wine from the void amphora, leaving but the ves^ of clay 
to return to its native earthThink of it till we meet.” 
Thus saying, the learned physician left them, to proceed 
on his visit to Lady Constance de Grey. 
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CHAPTER IL 

Though Heaven's inauspicious eye 
Lay black on Love’s nativity) 

Her eye a strong appeal shall give: 

Beauty einileS) a»4 Love shall live. 

* Crashaw. 

When Dr. Butts had left them, the knight would fain 
have excused himself from accompanying his old tutor on 
the proposed visit. He had encountered many a danger 
ill the “ imminent deadly breach ” and the battle-field 
with as light a heart as that which beats in beauty's bosom, 
when she thinks of sunning herself in admiring looks at 
the next ball; but*now his courage failed him, at the 
thought of meeting the person he loved best, and so much 
did his spirit quail, that “ you might have brained _him 
with a lady’s fan.” 

Dr. 'Miilbraham, however, pressed, anfl insisted* so in¬ 
tently upon the pleasure it would give Lady Constance to 
see him after his pcape, and the rudeness which might be 
attributed to hinj if he did not wait upon ber soon, that he 
at length consented to go ; and shortly after the phyddan 
had left them, they themselves took the way towards the 
dweUing of Jhe lady. In this happy age, when choice is 
as free as thought, we can hardly imagine the generous 
nobility of England submitting to yield the selection of a 
companion for life to the caprice of a king or of hi* fa¬ 
vourite ; yet such was frequently the case in the times 
whereof we write, and dangerous would it have been to 
have opposed the will of the despotic Henry, or his tyrant 
minister, when the whim of the one, or the interest of the 
other, led them to seek the union of any two families. It 
is true, that the sad example of Lady Arabella Stuart 
was not yet before their eyes; but still the arbitrary power 
of the king was well enough established to judge of what 
he might do, and few would have been found bold enough 
to assert their liberty of choice in opposition to his com- 
» 
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mand. Nor at that time was Wolsey's will less potent 
than tlie king’s ; so that, to the mind of the young knight, 
the marriage of Lady Constance with Lord Darby seemed 
fixed beyond recall. 

There was, however, something in all that the old tutor 
said of her anxiety res])ccting his fate, joined with a certain 
tenderness that he had felt in her manner towards himself, 
and the words she had inadvertently let drop respecting 
the fame he had acquired in Flanders, that gave a vague 
but delightful feeling of hope to his bosom; and while 
walking on with Dr. Wilbraliam, there was still amongst 
the wild confusion of his thoughts a strange sort of dreamy 
plan for winning her yet — the buoyancy of youthful ex¬ 
pectation that would not be depressed, like a child's boat 
of cork, still rising above the waves dial had overwhelmed 
many a goodlier vessel. 

“ If I dared but think she loved “me,” thought Sir 
Osborne, “ 1 should fear nothing; ” and he felt as if his 
single arm could conquer a world. But then came tlie 
remembrance, that as equivalent for her rich lands and 
lordships, he had notliing — absolutely nothing ! and with 
a sigh he entered the house which Wolsey had taken care to 
provide for his fair ward as near his own palace as possible. 

Most doors in that day standing open, "Dr. Wilbraham, 
whose sacred character gave him much fre'edom of access, 
took no pains to call servant or attendant to announce 
them; but leading the way up the narrow winding stairs, 
oitcned the door at the end of the flight, and brought Sir 
Osborne into a large room, wherein were sitting several of 
the young lady’s women, occupied in various tasks of 
needle-work and embroidery. One of these rose, and in 
silence gave them entrance to a chamber beyond: into 
which the clergyman conducted his former pupil, without 
even the ceremony of announcing him. 

Lady Constance, at the moment, was seated somewhat 
listlessly on a pile of Oriental cushions, holding her arm 
extendetl, while Dr. Butts kept his hand upon her pulse. 
She was dressed in white, after the mode of the French of 
that day: the upper part of her robe, except die sleeves, 
which were large and floating, fitting close to her figure 
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round the waist and shoulders, but falling back, just above 
the bosom, into a beautiful standing rufif, or fraise, as the 
French termed it, of fine Italian lace. The skirt of the 
robe was wide and loose, and, dividing at the girdle, showed 
part of a satin dress beneath, as well as the beautiful small 
•foot and delicate ankle, which, hanging over the edge of 
the cushions, indicated, fully as much as the heaviness of 
her eyes, the languor of sickness and want of rest. A few 
yards behind her stood her waiting-woman, who remained 
in the room, fully as much in capacity of duenna, 'as for 
the purpose of serving her mistress. 

As Lady Constance did not raise her head when the 
door opened, thinking that it was some of the domestics 
who entered, the eyes of the waiting-maid were those that 
first encountered Sir Osborne ; and as she bore him no 
small good-will for having given up with such alacrity the 
tapestry chamber at* the inn to herself and lady, imme¬ 
diately on perceiving him she burst forth with a pleasurable 
“ Oh dear! ” 

Lady Constance looked up, and seeing who entered, 
turned as/ed as fire, then pale, then red again ; antf start¬ 
ing up from the cushions, drew her hand suddenly away 
from Dr. Butts, — advanced a step — hesitated — and 
then stood still. 

“ Umph! ” muttered the physician, " it’s a bad 
business.” 

“ Oh, Sir., Osborne Maurice,” said the lady, her eyes 
sparkling with pleasure, although she struggled hard to 
comjwse herself, to seem disembarrassed, and to hide the 
busy feelings at her heart — “ I am most delighted to see 
you safe; for indeed I — that is. Dr. Wilbraham, began 
to be very seriously alarmed — and though he told me 
there was no danger, yet I saw that lie was very much 
frightened, and — and—I hope you got away easily.— 
Will you not take that seat? ” 

The young knight took the chair to which she pointed, 
and thanked her for the interest and kindness she had 
shown towards him, with some degree of propriety, though 
at first he felt his lip quiver as he spoke; and then he 
fancied that his manner was too cold and ceremonious; so, 

K 2 
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to avoid that, he made it somewhat too warm and ardent, 
and in the end, finding that he was going from one extreme 
to the other, without ever resting at the mean, he turned 
to Dr. Butts, and said with a sort of anxiety, which went 
thrilling to the heart of Lady Constance, that he hoped be 
had not found his patient really ill. 

“ Indeed I did though,” answered the physician; " a 
great deal worse than I had expected, and therefore 1 shall 
go directly and tell my good lord the reverend father car¬ 
dinal, that the lady must be kept as tranquil as possible, 
and as quiet.” 

“ Nay, nay,” said Lady Constance, “ I am not so ill, 
indeed, my good physician—I feel better now. However, 
you may go to my lord cardinal if you will—but I really 
am better.” 

“ Umph! ” said Dr. Butts, “ now I think you are 
worse.—But tell me, lady, why do yoft quit the habits of 
your country, to dress yourself like a Frenchwoman ? " 

Lady Constance smiled, “ Do you not know,” said she, 

that I am a Fretich vassal ? — do you not know that all 
the esfiitcs that \)elongc<l to my mother, of tlip Val de 
Marne and Boissy, are held from the French crotvn > ” 

“ (ro and see them, lady,” said Dr. Butts; “ the French 
air would suit you better than the Englisli, I’ve a notion ; 
for a year or two, at least.” 

“ Nay, Dr. Butts,” said Sir Osborne, ” why deprive 
England of Lady Constance’s presence— There are so 
few like her," he added, in an under-voice, ^ that indeed 
we cannot spare her.” 

Lady Constance raised her eyes for an instant to his face 
— they met his, and though it was but for a moment, that 
look was sufficient to determine his future fate. A thousand 
such looks from Lady Katrine Bulmcr would have meant 
nothing; from Lady Constance de Grey, that one meant 
every thing, and Sir Osborne’s bosom beat with renewed 
hope, 'frue, the same obstacles existed as heretofore; but 
it mattered not. Nothing, he tliought — nothing now 
could impede his progress; and he would dare all—-defy 
all — win hw, or die. 

Nor in truth was the heart of Lady Copstaiict! de Grev 
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less lightened, although she still felt that trembling fear 
which a woman, perhaps, does not wholly lose for long, 
long after the lips of the man she loves have made pro¬ 
fession of his attachment; yet still she was almost sure 
that she was loved. There had been something in Darn- 
ley’s manner, in his agitation, in his anxiety about her, in 
his very glance, far, far more eloquent than words; and 
Lady Constance’s certainty that he loved her was more, 
perhaps, a sensation of the heart, than a conviction of the 
mind — she felt that she was loved. 

While these thoughts, or feelings, or what you will, 
were busy in the bosom of each, a servant entered, and 
with much more ceremony than the good chaplain had 
used to usher in the young knight, announced that Lord 
Darby waited in the antichamber to inquire after her lady¬ 
ship’s health. , 

“ Bid him come in,” said the young lady, and in a 
moment after. Sir Osborne had his rival before his eyes. 

He was a slight, elegant young man, dressed with great 
splendour of apparel, and possessed of that sort of calm, 
easy setf-posscssion, and gay, nonchalant bearing, that 
made the knight instantly conceive a violent inclination to 
cut his throat. , 

“ Good morrow, my fair cousin ! " cried he, advancing: 
“ good morrow, gentles all — God gi' ye good morrow, 
Mrs. Margargt,” to the waiting woman — “ what, have 
you been sti|nding there ever since I left you yesterday ? ” 
(The woman tossed her head pettishly, much to the young 
lord’s samusement.) “ Gad! you must do like the hens 
then — stand upon one leg while you rest the other. — But 
say, my fair cousin, how dost thou do ? ” 

“ I am not well, my lord,” replied the lady, " at least, 
so Dr. Butts would fein have me believe, and he says 1 must 
have quiet; so, by your leave, I will not have you quarrel 
with my woman Margaret, as you did yesterday.” 

“ ’Faith, not I,” answered he; “ 1 love her dearly, 
bless the mark 1 But cousin, his reverend grace the car¬ 
dinal commends him, by your humble slave, to your most 
sublime beauty, and adviseth (that is, you know, com- 
mandeth) that you should betake yourself, for change of 
N 3 
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air (which means for his pleasure and purposes), to the 
court at Greenwich, to which you are invited by our royal 
mistress and queen. And if it seemeth fit to you (which 
would say, whether you like it or not), he will have his 
barge prepared for you to-morrow at noon.” 

“ Present my thanks unto the very reverend father,” 
replied Lady Constance, “ and say that 1 will willingly he 
ready at the hqur he names.” 

“ Nay, if you are so sweetly obedient to all his com. 
mands,” said Lord Darby, more seriously, “ ’faith, Con¬ 
stance, our plan of yesterday will fall to the ground; for 
I cannot he rude enough to take it all on myself.” Then 
darting oft’ into a thousand other subjects, the young peer 
laughed and spoke with light facility of various indifRwent 
matters ; while Dr. Butts looked on, keenly observing all 
that passed; and Sir Osborne bent his eyes sternly upon 
the ground, biting his lip and playing with the hilt of his 
sword, more irritated, perhaps, with the confident gaiety of 
his rival, than he would have been with a more serious and 
enthusiastic passion, and certainly not appearing to advan¬ 
tage where he wished most to please. 

“ That sword, I think, must be of Spanish mounting,” 
said Lord Darby, at length turningcalmly*owards the knight. 

Sir ! ” replied Sir Osborne, raising his eyes to his face. 

“ I asked whether that sword was not mounted in Spain, 
Sir Knight?” said Lord Darby quietly. Will you let 
me look at it ? ” and he held out his hand. 

“ I am not in the habit, my lord,” replied Sir Osborne, 
“ of giving my weapon out of my own hands ;*but in 
answer to your question —it was mounteil in Spain.” 

“ I never steal folk’s swords,” said the peer, with the 
same imperturbably nonchalant air; and then turning to 
Dr. Wilbraham, he went on — “ Dear Dr. Wilbtaham, do 
let me see that book you talked of yesterday; for as you 
go to Greenwich to-morrow, I shaft never behold any of 
you again, I am sure.” 

The good chaplain, who had Remained silent ever since 
he had been in the room, not at all understandihg what 
Was the tnatter between Lady Constance and the young 
knight, although he evidently saw that they had from the 
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first been both agitated and embarrassed, now rose, and 
went to search for the Iraok which Lord Darby required, 
very willing to get away from a scene he did not in the 
least comprehend. To make way for him, however. Sir 
Osborne raised bis cap and plume, which had hitherto lain 
beside him ; and as he did so, the sapphire ring, that had 
been given him by Lady Katrine Bulmcr, met the eye of 
Lord Darby, and instantly proiluced a change in his whole 
demeanour. His chtstk burned, his eye Hashed, and, 
starting upon his feet, he seemetl as if he would have 
crossed over towards Sir Osborne ; but then recovering 
himself, he relapsed into his former somewhat drawling 
manner, took leave of Lady Constance, and, without 
waiting for Dr. Wilbraham’s return, left the apartment. 

A moment after, the physician also rose, in his usual, 
quick, precipitate manner, saying that he must depart. 

“But, doctor? doctor!” cried Mrs. Margaret, the 
waiting-woman, seeing him proceeding towards the dqor, 
“ you have not told me how I am to manage my mistress.” 

“ I can’t stop ! 1 can’t stop !” said the physician, still 
Walking on out of the room. “ What fs it ? what is it ? ” 

“ Nay but, doctor, you must tell me,” cried she, run¬ 
ning after him. ^ “ Indeed, I shall not know what to do 
w'ith my lady.” Still the doctor walked on, giving her, 
however, some necessary directions as he went, and Mrs. 
Margaret following for a moment, left the two lovers alone. 

Daruley felt that it was one of those precious instants, 
which, once lost, rarely if ever return ; but an irresistible 
feeling of anxiety Ued his tongue, and he could but gaze at 
Lady Constance, with a look that seemed to plead for 
pardon, even for what he felt The fair girl trembled 
every limb; and, as if she knew all that was passing in his 
mind, dared not look up but for a single glance, as she 
heard the last words hang on the physician’s lip, as he be¬ 
gan to descend the stairs. 

Damley raised the glove that lay beside her. " May I, 
may I have it ? ” said he. 

“ Oh, Damley ! ” she replied ; and happy almost to 
delirium, he plac^ the glove in his bosom, and pressed an 
ardent Idas upon her hand. 

M 4 
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“ Gto!” cried she ; “ for Heaven’s sake; go if you love 
me! — We shall meet again soon.” 

The knight obeyed, almost as agitated as herself; and 
passing out of the room just as Mrs. Margaret entered, he 
followed Dr. Butts, whose steps he heard descending the 
stairs before him. 


CHAPTER III. 

Tybilt. Gentlemen, good den, a word with one of you. 

Mbkcutio.— And but one word with one of us ? Couple it with something, 
make it a word and a blow. 

Tyb&lt.—Y ou shall find me apt enough to that, Sir, if you give me occasion. 

Jloweo and Jultet. 

Scarcely knowing what he did. Sir Osborne sprang after 
Dr. Butts, and walked' on with him for a minute or two in 
silence, while his brain turned, and all his thoughts and 
feelings whirled in inextricable confusion. 

“ Ah !" muttered the physician to himself, seeing the 
absent agitated air of his young companion ; “ ah ! you’ve 
been making a fool of yourself, I see, though you’ve not 
had much time cither.” *' 

The mimmuring of the good doctor, however, did not 
disturb in the least the young knight’s reverie, which 
'might have lasted an indefinite space of time, had he not 
been roused therefrom by a smart tap on the shoulder. 
Laying his hand upon his sword, he turned suddenly round, 
and beheld Lord Darby, who, seeing him grasp the hilt of 
his weapon, pointed to it coolly, saying, “ Not here, sir, 
not here ; W anywhere else you please.” 

“ MTiat would you with me, sir ? ” demanded the 
knight, not exactly understanding his object, though quite 
ready to quarrel upon any provocation that might occur. 

“ But a trifle,” replied the earl. “ You looked at me 
some five minutes past as if I had offended you in some¬ 
thing. Now, that being the case, I am ready to make re¬ 
paration at the sword's point when and where it may suit 
your convenience." 
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“ But, my good lord,” said Dr. Butts, who had turned 
bach, “ this is a mistake. How can you have offended this 
good knight, who nev# saw you till to-day ?” 

“ Oh, the problem, the problem, my good doctor,” re¬ 
plied Lord Darby. “ Why does a farmer’s cur bark at a 
beggar, and let a ruffling gallant swagger by ? — Perchance 
tile knight may not like my countenance — my complexion 
— my nose may not please him — my mouth — the cut of 
my beard.” 

“ 'Faith ! neither one nor the other pleases me particu. 
larly,” answered Sir Osliorne. “ At all events, my lord, 
if your wish be to quarrel with me, 1 will not balk your 
humour. So say your will, and have it." 

“ Oh, if that be the case,” said Lord Darby, " and 
you’d rather be quarrelled with than quarrel, the offence 
shall come on my part. Fair sir, I dislike that scar upon 
your #ow so much, that I shall not be content till I make 
its fellow on your heart; therefore, when your good 
humour serves to give me an opportunity of tilting at your 
nose, you will find me your very humble servant.” 

“ Nay, now, my lord,” cried Dr. Bults, “ I fflhst wit¬ 
ness that you have given the provocation; for under any 
other circumstances, this gentleman is so situated that 
’t would be mere madness to meet you as you wish." 

“ If it be provocation he desires,” cried the earl, “ he 
shall have a dish of it, so cooked as to serve an emperor. 
He is a gentleman, 1 suppose, and worth a gentleman’s 
sword?" 

“ Your equal in every respect, and your better in many,” 
replied the knight. “ And in regard to provocation, I have 
had as much, my lord, as your body may well bear in re¬ 
payment."— How do you choose to fight?” 

“ Quietly ! quietly 1 ” answered the earl. A few 
inches of tough steel are as good as a waggon load. A 
double-edged sword, sir, such as we both wear, may serve 
our turn, I should suppose — and as it may be unpleasant 
to both of ns to make the monster multitude busy with our 
little affair, we will be single—hand to hand—I do detest 
the habit of making the satisfaction of private wrongs die 
public amusement. — We’ll have no crowd, sir, to look on 
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and criticiae our passados, as if we were gladiators on a 
stage. — Where shall it be ? ” 

*' Wiy, faith, iny lord,” answered the knight, “ as 1 
am a mere stranger here, I know but of one place. The 
gardens of my Lord of Buckingham, at the Rose, are large; 
and I remarked this morning a grove, where there must be 
good space and quiet. If, therefore, you will inquire for 
me at his grace's dwelling this evening, at four of the clock, 
you will find me prepared to receive you.” 

Lord Darby waved his hand for his page to come up, 
who stood chattering with the foot-boy that had accompa¬ 
nied the knight, and taking from him a case of tablets, he 
wrote down the name of Sir Osborne, and the place and 
hour he had appointed. “ And now, fair Sir,” said he, 
" I will leave you. I shall not miss my hour.—Good 
Doctor, your profession has doubtless jaught you jecrecy 
— and so farewell.” 

So saying. Lord Darby walked away, leaving Sir Osborne 
with Dr. Butts. " Ah !” cried the physician, " a Itad 
business! a bad lousiness! Yet it cannot be helped ; if 
two people will fall in love with the same woraun, what 
can be done.? But it’s a bad business for you.— If he 
kills you — why that is not pleasant; and if you kill him. 
you must fly your country. A-bad business ! a bad busi¬ 
ness ! But fare ye well. Don’t kill him if you can help 
it; for he’s not bad, as times go—wound him badly, then 
it may be mended. Pare ye weU! fare ye well 1 ” and 
turning away he left Sir Osborne, not appearing to take 
much iieed of the approaching duel, though in reality deeply 
occupied with the means of preventing it, without betraying 
the trust that had been reposed in him. 

Sir Osborne was not displeased to be left to his own 
meditations; and, plunged in thought, he followed his 
young guide down a narrow lane, running between the 
gardens of York and Durham Houses. — “I thought, sir, 
you might like to take boat,” said the boy, who was him¬ 
self completely wearied out with waiting for the knight, 
" and so brought your worship down here, where there is 
always a boatman. T will save three miles, your worship.” 

Sir Osborne signified his assent, and the boat being pro- 
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cured, he was soon after landed within a short distance of 
St. Lawrence I’oulteny, where he was received with great 
respect by the duke’s household, and formally marshalled 
to his apartment. Two hours still remained to the time of 
rendezvous, which he spent in writing to his father; never 
thinking, however, of alluding to his approaching rencontre; 
for in truth, though not vain either of his skill or strength, 
he had enjoyed so many oi)portunities of proving both, that 
he well knew it must be a strong and dextrous man indeed, 
who would not lie greatly at his mercy in such an encounter 
as that which mns to ensue. 

In the meanwhile. Lord Darby, carried away by passion, 
thought of nothing but his approaching meeting; and 
though he looked upon SirOsljorne as some knight attached 
to the Duke of Uuckingham, he was very willing to pass 
over any little difference of rank for the sake of gratifying 
the aflgry feelings by which he was possessed. He was, 
however, very greatly surprised, when, on presenting him¬ 
self, towards four o’clock, at the manor-house of the Rose, 
he found that the same attendance and^ respect waited Sir 
Osborno Maurice, a man he never even heard of, ai he had 
seen paid to the Duke of Buckingham himftlf. Two ser¬ 
vants iparshalled, the way to the knight’s apartments, one 
ran on before to announce him ; and with a deference and 
attention, which evidently did not proceed from his own 
rank, for he had not given his name, but rather, apparently, 
from the station of the person whom he went to visit, he 
was ushered into the splendid apartments which had been 
assigned to the knight. 

Sir Osborne rose from the table where he had been writ¬ 
ing, and with graceful but frigid courtesy invited him to 
be seated, which was complied with by the earl, till such 
time as the servants were gone. 

“ Now, my lord,” said Sir Osborne, as soon as the door 
was shut, “ I am at your service; I will finish my writ¬ 
ing at my return. Will you examine my sword, ’tis appa¬ 
rently somewhat longer Aan yours — but here is one that 
is diorter. — Now, Sir.” 

“ That is shorter than mine," said Lord Darby. “ Have 
you not another f ” 



188 


DARNLET, 


“ Not here,” replied the kuight; “ but this will do, il 
you are satisfied that it is not longer than your own. — By 
this passage we shall find our way to the garden privately 
as I am informed. Pardon me, if I lead the way." 

Lord Darby followed in silence, perhaps not quite so 
contented with the business in which he engaged as when 
he first undertook it. There was a sort of calm determina¬ 
tion in Sir Osborne’s manner, that had something in it very 
unpleasantly impressive, and the young peer began to think 
it would have heen better to have sought some explanation 
ere he had hurried himself into circumstances of, what might 
be, unnecessary danger. However, he felt that it was now 
too late to make any advance towards such a measure ; and 
there, too, in the knight’s cap, still stood the identical large 
sapphire ring, which, if he might believe his eyes, he had 
seen a thousand times on the hand of ^his promised wife. 
The sight thereof served marvellously well to stir lip his 
anger ; and striding on, he kept equal pace with Sir Osborne 
down the long alley which led from ihe house into a deep 
grove near the side of the river. The knight paused at a 
spot wBere tlie trees concealed them from the view of the 
house, and optning out into a small amphitheatre, gave full 
space for the deadly exercise in which tljpy were about to 
be engaged. 

“Now, LorS Darby,”said he, drawing his sword, and 
throwing down the scabbard before him, “ you see me as 
I stand; and as a knight and a gentleman, I have no other 
arms, oflfensive or defensive, but this sword, so help me 
God!" 

“ And so say I," replied Lord Darby, “ upon my 
honour;” and following the knight's example, he drew his 
sword, cast the sheath away from him, and brought his 
blade across that of his adversary. 

“ Madm«i! -what are ye about to do f ” cried a stem 
voice from the wood. “ Put up, put up! ” and the 
moment after, the diminutive form of Sir Cesar the 
astrologer stood directly between diem. “ What devil," he 
continued, parting their drawn swords widi his bare hands— 
“ what devil has tempted ye—ye, of all other men, destined 
to bfing about each oner's happiness—what devil, 1 say, has 
tempted ye to point these idle weapons at each other’s life ? ” 
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“ Sir Cesar," said Lord Darby, “ I am well aware that 
you possess the means of seeing into the future by some 
method, for which scurrilous people hint that you are likely 
to be damned pretty heartily in the next world — so you 
are just the person to settle our dispute. But tell us, 
which it is of us two that it is destined to slay the other, 
and then the one who is doomed to taste cold iron this day, 
will have nothing to do but offer his throat, for depend 
upon it, only one will leave this spot alive.” 

“ Talk not so lightly of death, young lord,” replied the 
old man, “ for ’tis a bitter and unsavoury cup to drink, as 
thou shalt dnd when thy brain swims, and thy heart grows 
sick, and thine eye loses its light, and thy parting spirit 
reels upon the brink of a dim and shadowy world.— But I 
tell thee, that both shall leave this spot alive : tliough if any 
one remained upon this sward, full surely it were thyself ; 
for thou art as much fitted to cope with him, as the sapling 
with the thunderbolt of Heaven. But listen—each of you, 
1 adjure you, state what you demand of the other ; and if, 
after that, ye be still bent upon blood, blood ye shall have. 
But full sure am I that now, neither fool knows <Khat the 
other seeks.” 

Both the antagonists stood silent, gazing first on each 
other, and then on Sir Cesar, as if they knew not what to 
reply, and both feeling that there might be some truth in 
what the old man advanced. At length, however. Lord 
Darby broke forth — “ God’s life, what he says is true ! 
Sir Osborne Maurice, what do you seek of me ? ” 

" S[K‘ak ! speak !” cried Sir Cesar, turning to die knight, 
who seemed to hesitate — “ speak, if the generous blood 
of a tltousand noble ancestors be still warm in your veins ! 
be candid, and charge him like a man.” 

Sir Osborne’s cheek burned: “ The quarrel is of his own 
seeking,” said he, “ and what I have to say, I know not 
how to speak, without violating the confidence of a lady, 
which cannot be." 

“ Then I will speak for you,” said Sir Cesar. “ Lord 
Darby, he demands that you shall yield all claim and all 
pursuit of Lady Constance de Grey. This is his demand 
— pow for yours. Ob ! if I am deceived in yon, wo to 
you and yours for ever!" 
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“ I can scarcely suppose,” replied the earl, with bitter 
emphasis, “ that such be this knight’s demand, when I see 
the ring of another lady borne openly in his bonnet — a 
lady that shall never be his, so long as one drop of blood 
flows in my veins.” 

“ This ring, my lord,” replied Sir Osborne, taking it 
from the plume of his hat, “ was only trusted with me as 
a deposit to transmit to the person to whom it originally 
belonged, claiming his advice for a lady, whose affianced 
lover was, as report said, about to wed another—Sir Cesar, 
1 give it unto you for whom it was intended.” 

“ Faith, I have been in the wrong ! ” cried Lord Darby, 
extending his hand frankly to Sir Osborne. “ In the first 
place, pardon me, sir knight, for having insulted you ; and 
next, let me say, that in regard to Lady Constance de Orey, 
I have no claim but that of kindred uyon her affection, 
arid none upon her hand. Farther, if you can show that 
your rank entitles you to such alliance, none will be happier 
than myself to aid you in your suit. Though, let me ob¬ 
serve, without meaning offence, that the name of Sir 
Osborne Maurice is unknown to me, except as connected 
with the history of the last reign. And now, sir, having 
said thus much, doubtless you will explain»to me how that 
ring came into your possession, and by what motives Lady 
Katherine Buhner could be induced to confide her most 
private affairs to a gentleman who can but be an acquaintance 
of a month." 

“ Most willingly,” replied the knight; and after detail¬ 
ing to Lord Darby the circumstances which we already 
know, he added: “ The letter of which I speak is still in 
my possession, and if you will return with me to the 
house, I will deliver it to you ; as I cannot doubt, from 
what you say, that the report of a marriage being in 
agitation between yourself and Lady Constance de Grey 
originated in some mistake.” 

“ Faith, not a whit! ” cried the earl; “ the report is 
unhappily too true. The lord cardinal, whom we all 
know to be one degree greater than the greatest man in 
England, has laid his commands upon me to marry my 
cousin Constance, although both my heart and my honour 
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are plighted to another, and has equally ordered my cousin 
to wed me, although her heart be, very like, fully as much 
given away as mine. However, never supposing we could 
think of disobeying, he has already sent to Rome for all 
those permissions and indulgencies which are necessary for 
first cousins in such cases ; and on my merely hinting in 
a sweet and dutiful manner, that it might be better to see 
first whether it pleased the lady, he replied, meekly, that 
it pica.scd him, and that it pleased the king, which was 
quite enough both for her and me.” 

Tliis information did not convey the most pleasing 
sensations to Sir Osborne’s heart, and in a moment there 
flashed through liis mind a tiiousand vague but evil 
auguries. Hanger to Constance herself, the ruin of his 
father’s hopes, the final ilestruction of his house and 
family, and all the train of sorrows and of evils that 
might follow, if Wolsey were to discover his rash love, 
hurried before his eyes like tlie thronging pliantoms of a 
painful dream, and clouded his brow with a deep shade of 
thoughtful melancholy. 

“ Fear jiot, Osborne Darnley,” said Sir Cesar, seeing 
the gloomy look of the young knight. “ This cardinal is 
great, but there is., one greater than he, who beholds his 
jiride, and shall break him like a reed. Nor in this thing 
shall his will be obeyed. Relieve what 1 say to you, for 
it is true— I warned you once of coming dangers, and 
you doubted me ; but the evils I foresaw fell u])on your 
head. Doubt me not then now ; but still I see fear sits 
upon your eyelids. Come, then, both of you with me, 
for in this both'your destinies are linked for a time toge¬ 
ther. Spend with me one hour this night, and 1 will 
show you that which shall ease your hearts,” and he turned 
towards the house, beckoning them to follow. 

“ I suppose, then, your lordship is satisfied,” said Sir 
Osborne, taking up the scabbard of his sword, and re¬ 
placing it, with the weapon, in liis belt, as the astrologer 
moved away. 

“ 1 should be more satisfied,” said Lord Darby, laying 
his hand on the knight’s arm with a frank smile, “ if yon 
would confide in me. Indeed, I have no title to pry into 
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your secrets,” he added, “ nor in those of Constance 
either, though 1 think she might have told me of this 
yesterday, when I made her a partaker of all mine. How¬ 
ever, I cannot believe that the profound reverence in which 
ail the juke’s servants seem to hold you, can be excited by 
the unknown Sir Osborne Maurice. Besides, Sir Cesar 
called you but now Osborne Darnlcy.—Can it be, that I 
am speaking to the Lord Damley, who from his feats at 
the court of the princess dowager, goes amongst us by the 
surname of the Knight of Burgundy ? ” * 

“ I shall not deny my name. Lord Darby," replied the 
knight. “ I am, as you say. Lord Darnley; but as this 
has fallen into your knowledge by mere accident, 1 shall 
hold you bound in honour to forget it.” 

" Nay !” replied the earl, “ I shall remember it—to 
render you, if possible, all service. — But come, Darnley, 
as, by a mistake, we began bitter enemies, now let us end 
dear friends. I can aid you much, you can aid me much, 
and between us both surely we shall be able to break the 
trammels with which the cardinal enthrals us. We will 
put four young heads against one old one, and ,thc world 
to nothing we shall win !” 

There was a frankness in Lord Darljy’s manner that it 
was impossible to resist, and taking the hand he tendered 
him, the young adventurer met his offered friendship with 
equal candour. With the openness natural to youth, the 
plans of each were soon told, the sooner, indeed, that their 
future prospects and endeavours so greatly depended for 
success upon their sincere co-operation, and thus they 
sauntered back to the house, with very different feelings 
from those with which tliey had left it. Before they had 
arrived at the steps of tlie door, djey had run through a 
thousand details, and were as much prepared to act toge¬ 
ther, as if their acquaintance had been of many years' 
duration. No sooner did the young earl hear that his new 
friend had not yet been introduce to the king, than he 
at once proposed to be the person to do it, offering to call 
for him in his barge the next day but one, and convey 

* Every knlitht of that ilay had hia soubriquet, or nickname; thus the famous 
Bayard was j^ilerally called Piquet. 
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him to the court, at Greenwich, where he undertook to 
procure him a good reception. 

“It may be difficult,” he said, “ to find private ar 
dience of those two persons whom we both feel nurse 
anxious to meet. Dame Fortune, however, may befriend 
us ; but we must be cautious even to an excess, for Woisey 
iias eyes that see where he is not present, and ears tiiat 
hear over half the realm, and the first step to make our 
plans successful, di pend upon it, is to conceal them. But 
lo! where Sir Cesar stands at the window of the hall. 
Now, in the name of fortune, where will he lead us to¬ 
night ? ’ T is strange that there should be men so gifted 

with rare qualities as to see into the deepest secrets of 
nature, to view things that to others are concealed, and 
yet seemingly to profit little by their knowledge ; for never 
did 1 meet or hear of one of these astrologers that were 
cither happier or ‘more fortunate than othef men. And 
yet, what were the good to Sir Cesar to boast a knowledge 
that he did not possess For he seeks no reward, will 
accept of tto recompense, and hourly exposes what he says 
to contradiction if it be not true. But doubtless it Js true, 
for every day gives proofs thereof. That man is a riddle, 
which would have gained tlte Sphynx a good dinner off 
(Kdipus. You Sbem to know him well, but I dare say 
know no more of him than any one else does ; for no one 
that I ever met knows who he is, nor where he conies 
from, nor where he goes to; and yet he is well received 
everywhere, courted, ay, and even loved, for he is bene, 
ficent, charitable, and humane — is rich, though it is un¬ 
known whence his wealth arises, and possesses wonderful 
knowledge, tliougb, I fear me, wickedly acquired. I have 
heard that those poor wretches, who have mastered for¬ 
bidden secrets, often strive to repair, by every good deed, 
the evil that their presumptuous curiosity has done to their 
own souls—God knows how it is- But come, let us join 
him. The information we gain from liim, at all events, 
is sure. 

Entering the manor-housg, they passed on into the hall, 
where they found Sir Cesar buried in deep thought; and 
while the young knight proceeded to his own apartments, 
o 
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to procure the letter which Lady Katrine Bulmer had en- 
trusted to him, the Earl of Darby approached the old 
knight with that sort of constitutional gaiety which, like a 
spoiled servant, would very often play the master with its 
lord. “ Well, Sir Cesar," cried he, “ where are your 
thoughts roaming? In the world above, or the world 
below ? ” 

“ Farther in Heaven than you will ever be," replied 
the old man. 

“ Nay, then,” continued the earl, “ as you can tell 
every thing, past, present, and to come, could you divine 
what we were talking but now in the gardens ? ” 

“ At first you were talking of what did concern your¬ 
selves, and afterwards of what did mt concern you,” an¬ 
swered the knight. 

“Magic, by my faith!” cried the earl; “and, in 
truth, your coming just in the nick of lime, as folks have 
it, to save us from slicing each other’s throats, must have 
had a spice of magic in it too." 

“ If one used magic for so weak a purpose as that of 
saving an empty head like thine,” replied the knight, “it 
would be worthy the jest with which you treat it.' Fools 
and children attribute every thing to magic that they do 
not comprehend—but, however, my earning here had 
none. M’as it not easy for one friend to tell another, that 
he had heard two mad young men name a place to 
slaughter each other, they knew not for what ? But here 
comes thy companion. Head thy letter, and then come 
with me ; for the light is waning, and the hour comes on 
when 1 can show ye both some part at least of your 
destiny." 

Eord Darby eagerly cut the silk which fastened Lady 
Katrine’s letter, and read it with that air of intense ear¬ 
nestness, which can never be put on, and which would 
have removeil from the mind of Sir Osborne any doubt of 
the young earl’s feelings, even if he had still continued to 
entertain such. TItis being done, they prepared to accom¬ 
pany Sir Cesar, who insisted that not even a page should 
follow them, and accordingly Lord Darby’s attendant was 
ordered to remain behind, and wait his lord’s return. 
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Passing, then, out into the street, they soon found them, 
selves in the most crowded part of the city of London, 
which was at that time of the evening filled with the 
various classes of mechanics, clerks, and artists, returning 
to their homes from their diurnal toil. Gliding through 
the midst of them. Sir Cesar passed on, not in the least 
heeding the remarks which his diminutive size and singu¬ 
lar apparel called forth, though Lord Darby did not seem 
particularly to relish a promenade througli the city with 
such a companion, and very possibly might have left Sir 
Osborne to proeeeil with him alone if he liked it, had not 
that strong curiosity, which we all experience, to read into 
the future, carried him on to the end. 

Darkness now began to fall upon their path, and still the 
old man led them forward through a thousand dark and 
intricate turnings, till at length, in what appeared to be a 
narrow lane, the houses of which approached so closely 
together, that it would have been an easy leap from the 
windows on one side of the way into those of the other, 
the old knight stnp|ierl, and struck three strokes with the 
hilt of hjs dagger upon a deor on the lcft*hand. ' 

It was opened almost immediately by a tall meagre man, 
holding in his hand a small silver lamp, which he applied 
close to the face of Sir Cesar before he would permit any 
one to pass. “ II maestro,” cried he, as soon as he saw 
the dark small features of the astrologer, making him at the 
same time a profound inclination, “ entra dottissimo! 
Benvenuto, Benvenuto sia.” 

Sir Cesar replied in an under-tone, and taking the lamp 
from the Italian, motioned Sir Osborne and the earl to 
follow. The staircase up which he conducted them was 
excessively small, narrow, and winding, bespeaking one of 
the meanest houses in the city ; and what still more ex¬ 
cited their surprise, they mounted near forty steps without 
perceiving any door or outlet whatever, except where a 
blast of cold air through a sort of loop-hole in the wall 
announced their proximity to the street 

At lengdi the astrologer stopped opposite a door, only 
large enough to admit the passage of one person at a time 
through which he led the way, when to ihe astonishment 

2 
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of both Sir Osborne and the earl, they found themselves in 
a magnificent oblong ajiartinent, nearly forty feet in length, 
and rather more than twenty in breadth. On each side 
were ranged tahh s and stands, covered with various speci¬ 
mens of ancient art, which, rare in any age, were then a 
thousand times more scarce than they are now. 

Although the taking of Constantinople, about seventy 
years before, by driving many of the Greeks, amongst 
whom elegance and science long lingered, into other coun¬ 
tries, bad revived already, in some degree, the taste for the 
arts of painting and sculpture, still few, very few, even of 
the princes of Europe, could boast such beautiful specimens 
as those which that chamber contained. 

Here stood a statue, there an urn ; on one table was an 
alabaster capital of exquisite workmanship, on another a 
bas-relief whose figures seemed struggling from the stone ; 
medals, and gems, and specimens of Curious ores, were 
mingled with the rest; and many a book, written in 
strange and unknown characters, lay open before their 
eyes. There, too, were various instruments of curious 
shape hnd device, whose purpose they could not even 
guess; while here frowned a man in armour, there'^grinned 
a skeleton, and there, swathed in its historic hands, stood 
an Egyptian mummy, resting its mouldei’lng and shapeless 
head against the feet of a figure, in which some long-dead 
artist had laboured skilfully to display ail the exquisite 
lines of female loveliness. 

To observe all this the two young men had full oppor¬ 
tunity, while Sir Cesar proceeded forward, stopping between 
each table, and bringing the flame of the lamp he carried 
in contact with six others, which stood upon a row of an¬ 
cient bronze tripods ranged along the side of the halL At 
the end of the room hung a large black curtain, on each 
side of which was a clock of very curious manufacture ; 
the one showing, apparently, the year, the day, the hour, 
and the minute; and the other exposing a figure of the 
zodiac, round which moved a multitude of strange hiero¬ 
glyphic signs, some so rapidly that the eye could scarcely 
tlistinguisb their course, some so slow that their motion wai 
hafdly to be discerned. 
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As Sir Osborne and Lord Darby approached, Sir Cesai 
drew back the curtain, and exposed to their sight an im¬ 
mense mirror, in whicli they could clearly distinguish 
their own figures, and that of the astrologer, reflected at full 
length.* ** “ Mark," said Sir Oesar, “ and from what you 
shall see, draw your own inference. But question me not 
— for I vowed when I received that precious gift, which 
is now before you, never to make one comment upon what 
it displayed. Mark, and when you have seen, leave me." 

“ But I see nothing,” said Sir Osborne, “ except my 
own reflection in the glass.” 

“ Patience ! patience ! impetuous ,ppirit! ” cried the old 
man ; “ will a hundred lives never teach thee calmness ^ 
Look to the mirror." 

Sir Osborne turtied his eyes to the glass, but still nothing 
new met his view, and after gazing for a minute or two, 
he suffered his glance to wander to the clock by his side, 
which now struck eight with a clear, sweet, musical sound. 

At that moment Lord Darby laid his hand on his arm. 
“ God’s ray life 1 ” cried he, “ we are vanishing away ! 
Look! Ipok! ” * ■ 

Sir Osborne turned to the glass, and beheld the three 
figures he had before seen plain and distinctly, now grow¬ 
ing dimmer amf more dim. He could scarcely believe 
his sight, and passing his hand before his eyes, he strove, 
as it were, to cure them of the delusion. When he looked 
again, all was gone, and the mirror offered nothing but a 
dark shining blank. Presently, however, a confusion of 
thin and misty figures seemed to pass over the glass, and a 
light appeared to spring up within itself: gradually the 
objects took a more substantial form; the interior of the 
mirror assumed the appearance of a smaller chamber than 
that which they were in, lighted by a lattice window, and 
in the centre was seen a female figure leaning in a pensive 
attitude on a table. Sir Osborne thought it was like Lady 
Katrine Bulmer, but tlie light coming from behind cast 

* Stnc« writing th« above I have «een a beautiful ckctch Sir Walter Scott, 
of a scene very similar. Thecoincidenceofcvcn the minute points is striking; 
but 1 know that Sir Waiter, and 1 trust the t>u()iic also, will iiSflieve me, when 
1 pledge my word that the whole of this hook was written before I ever saw 

** My Aunt Margaret's Mirror," and, I iKdicve, before it was even pubiiibecL 
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her features into shadow. The moment after, however, a 
door of the chamber seemed to open, and he could plainly 
distinguish a figure, resembling that of Lord Darby, enter, 
and clasp her in his aims, with a semblance of joy so 
naturally portrayed, that it was hardly possible to suppose 
it unreal. 

While he yet gazed, the outlines of the figures began to 
grow confused and indistinct, and various ill-defined forms 
floated over the glass ; gradually, however, they e^ain as. 
sumed shape and feature; the mirror represented a princely 
hall hung with cloth of gold, and a thousand gay and 
splendid figures ranged themselves round the scene. 
Princes, and prelates, and warriors, moved before their 
eyes, as if’t was all in life. There might be seen the 
alight significant look, the animated gesture, the whisper 
apart, the stoop of age, the high, erect carriage of knight 
and noble, and the graceful motion of yduth and beauty. 

“ By heavens 1" cried Lord Darby, “ there is the Earl 
of Devonshire, and the Duke of Suffolk, and the Princess 
Mary. It is the Court of England ! But no 1 Who 
are all these ? " 

Gradually the crowd opened, and two persons appeared, 
whose apparel, demeanour, and glatice, bespoke them 
royal. " 

“ Henry himself, as I live!’’ cried Lord Darby. 

" Which ? which ? ” demanded Sir Osborne. 

“ The one to the right," answered the earl; “ the other 
1 know not." 

It was the other, however, which advanced, leading for¬ 
ward by the hand a knight, in whom Sir Osborne might 
easily distinguish the simulacre of himself. The prince, 
whoever he was, seemed to speak, and a lady came forth 
from the rest. By the graceful motion, by the timid 
look, by the rich light brown hair, as well as by all a lover’s 
feelings. Sir Osborne could not doubt that it was Constance 
de Grey — the monarch took her hand, placed it in that 
of the knight — the figures grew dim, and the glass misty 
— but gradually clearing away, it resumed its original 
effect, and reflected the ball in which they were, their own 
forms standing before the mirror, and the old man. Sir 
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C 'sar, sitting on the ground, with his hands pressed over 
his eyes. The moment they turned round he started up — 
“It is done !” cried he; “ so now begone. We shall 
meet again soonand putting his finger to his lip, as if 
requiring silence, he led them out of the hall, and down 
the stairs, signed them with the cross and left them. 


CHAPTKR IV. 

There grows 

In my most iU-composcd alToction, 

A quenchless avahee, that were 1 king 
1 should cut ott'the nobles for their lands. Macbeth. 

On, the man in the moon ! the man in the moon ! What 
a prodigious sackful of good resolutions you must have, 
all broken through the middle. First^ there are all sorts 
of resolutions of amendment, of every kind and description, 
except the resolution of a carter to amend his draught, or 
that of a gourmand whose appetite fails to drink Chateau 
Margaux instead of Lafitte. All, except these, my dear 
sir, you clutch by handfuls : and then you get all the reso. 
lutions of women of flve-and-thirty never to marry when, 
ever the opportunity happens; the resolutions of many 
young heirs not to be taken in, and of young coquettes not 
to go too far; of old gentlemen to look young, and of 
vulgar men to hold their tongues. Though I see, my 
dear sir, that your bag be almost bursting, yet I must 
trouble you with one more. 

I had determined, as I hinted in the last volume, never 
to quit my hero and go vagabondising about in my history 
from one part to the other, like a gipsy or a pedlar ; but, 
on the contrary, to proceed in a quiet, respectable, straight¬ 
forward manner, teiling his story, and nobody else’s story 
but his ; but it is this individual resolution that 1 am now 
under the necessity of foregoing, for it is absolutely neces¬ 
sary that I should return to what took place at the man- 
o 4 
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sion of the Duke of Buckingham, in Kent, cren if 1 should 
risk the breaking of my neck, as well as my resolution, in 
scampering back again afterwards. 

Early in the morning of the day after that on which 
Sir Oslrorne had left the manor-house to proceed to the 
Benedictine Abbey, near Canterbury, Sir Payan Wileton, 
with a large suite, rode up to the gates, and demanded an 
audience of the duke, which was immediately granted. 
As the chamberlain marshalled him the way to the duke’s 
closet, the knight caught a glance of the old man, Sir 
Cesar, passing out, from which he argued favourably for 
his puri)oses ; doubting not that tlie discourse of the astro¬ 
loger had raised the ambition and vanity of the duke, and 
fitted him to second the schemes with which he proposed 
to tempt him. 

When the knight entered, the princely Buckingham was 
seated, and with that cold dignity which he knew well 
how to assume, he motioned his visiter to a chair, without, 
however, deigning to rise. 

“ He thinks himself already king,” thought Sir Payan. 
“ Well,'his pride must be humoured.”—“ My lord duke,” 
he said, after a few preliminary words on both parts, “ I 
come to tender your grace my best servicp, .and to beg you 
to believe, that should ever the occasion offer, you shall 
find me ready at your disposal, with heart and hand, for¬ 
tune and followers.” 

“ And what is it that Sir Payan Wileton would claim 
as his reward for such zealous doings ? ” demanded the 
duke, eyeing him coolly. “ Sir Payan’s wisdom is too 
well known to suppose that he would venture so much 
without proportionate reward.” 

•' But your grace’s favour,” replied the knight, some¬ 
what astonished at tlie manner in which his offers were 
received. 

“ Nay, nay. Sir Payan,” replied the duke, " speak 
plainly. What is it you would have ? Upon what rich 
lordship have you cast your eyes ? Whose fair estate has 
excited your appetite ? Is there any new Chilham Castle 
to’Dehad.^” 

“ In truth, I know not well what your grace means,” 
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answered the knight, “ though I can see that some villain 
behind my back has been blackening rny character in your 
fair u]>inion. I came here frankly to tender you, of iny 
own free will, services that you once hinted might be ac¬ 
ceptable. Men who would climb high, iny lord duke, 
must make their first steps firm.’' 

“ True, true, sir knight,” replied the duke, moderating 
the acerbity of his manner; “ but how can 1 rise higher 
than I am } Perhaps, indeed, my jrride may soar too 
high a pitch, when I fancy that in this realm, next to his 
grace the king, my head stands highest.” 

“ True,” said Sir Payau; “ but I have heard a pro¬ 
phecy, tliat your grace’s head should be of all the highest, 
without any weakening qiialification of next to any man’s. 
His grace King Henry may liie, and I have myself known 
the Duke of Uuckinghain declare, that there were shrewd 
doubts whether the king’s marriage with his brother’s wife 
were so far valid as to give an heir to the Knglish crown. 
Kings may die, too, of the sharp sword and the keen 
dagger. Such being the case, and the king dying without 
heirs male, who will stand so near the throne as tiie Puke 
of I’uctinghain Who has so much the people’s love ? 
tVho may command so many of the most expert and 
powerful men in England } 

The duke paused and thought. He was not without 
ambition, though he was without the illness that should 
accompany it. No one did he more thoroughly abhor than 
Sir Pay an Wileton; and yet, rich, powerful, unscrupulous, 
full of politic wile and daring stratagem. Sir Payan was a 
man who might serve him essentially as a friend, might t 
injure him deeply as an enemy, and he was, moreover, one 
that must be treated as one or the other — must be either 
courted or defied. While a thousand thoughts of this 
kind passed through the mind of the duke, and, connecting 
themselves with others, wandered far on the wild and un¬ 
certain tract that his ambition presented to his view — 
while the passion by which angels fell was combating in 
his bosom with duty, loyalty, and friendship, the eye of 
Sir Payan Wileton glanced from time to time towards his 
face, watcliing and calculating the emotions of his mind. 
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with that degree of certainty which long observation of the 
passions and weaknesses of human nature had bestowed. 
At length he saw the countenance of the duke lighted up 
witli a triumphant smile, while, fixing his eyes upon the 
figure of an old king in the tapestry, he seemed busily 
engaged in anticipations of the future. “ lie has them 
now,” thought Sir I’ayan, “ the crown, the sceptre, and 
the ball. Well, let him enjoy his golden dream;” and 
dropping his eyes to the table, he gathered the addresses 
of the various letters which Buckingham had apparently 
been writing — “ The Earl of Deronxhire—The Lord 
Darre — Sir John Morton — The Karl of Fitzhemard, to 
be rendered to the hands of Sir Ositorne Maurice — The 
Prior of Langley f 

“ Ha !" thought the knight, '• Lord Fitzbernard ! Sir 
Osborne Maurice! So, so, 1 have the train. Take heed, 
Buckingham, take heed, or you falland he raised his 
eyes once more to the countenance of the duke, whose look 
was now fixed full upon him. 

“ Sir Payan Wileton,” said Buckingham, “ we have both 
been meditating, a.id perhaps our meditations have arrived 
at the same conclusion.” 

“ I hope, my lord duke,” answered Sir Payan, return¬ 
ing to the former subject of conversation, •' that your grace 
finds that I may be of service to you." 

“ Not in the least,” replied the duke, sternly; for it had 
so happened that his eyes had fallen upon Sir Payan just 
at the moment that the knight was furtively perusing the 
address of the letter to Lord Fitzhemard, and the combin. 
ations thus produced in the mind of the noble Buckingham 
had not been very much in favour of Sir Payan : “ not in 
the least. Sir Payan Wileton. Let me tell you, sir, that 
you must render back Chilham Castle to its lord ; you must 
reverse all the evil that you have done and attempted to¬ 
wards his son ; you must abandon such foul schemes, and 
cancel all the acts of twenty years of your life, before you 
be such a man as may act with Buckingham.” 

“ My lord duke! my lord duke! ” cried Sir Payan, 
“ this is too much to bear. Your pride, haughty peer, has 
made you mad, but your pride shall have a falL Beware 
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of yotmelF, Duke of Buckingham, for no one shall ever 
say that they offended Sir Payan Wileton unscathed. 
Know ye that you are in my power ” 

“ In thine, insect!” cried the duke. “ But begone ! you 
more me too far. Ho ! without there! Begone, I say, or 
Buckingham may forget himself!” 

“ He shall not forget me," said Sir Payan. “ Mark me, 
lord duke ; you wisely deem, that because you have not 
shown me your daring schemes in your handwriting, you 
are safe: but you have yet to know Sir Payan Wileton. 
We shall see, lord duke! we shall see! So farewell;” 
and, turning on his heel, he left the duke’s closet, called 
for his horse, and in a few minutes was far on the road 
homeward. 

“ Guilford,” cried he, turning towards his attendants, 
“ Guilford, ride up.” 

At this order, a downcast, sneering-looking man, drew 
out from the rest of the servants and rode up to the side 
of his master, who fixed his eyes upon him for a moment, 
shutting his teeth hard, as was his custom when consider¬ 
ing how to proceed. “ Guilford,” said'he at last, “ Guil. 
ford, you remember the infant that was found dead in 
Ashford ditch last year, that folks supposed to be the child 
of Mary Bly —lia ” The man turned deadly pale. “ I 
have found an owner for the kerchief in which it was tied 
with the two large stones,” proceeded Sir Payan. “ A man 
came to me yesterday morning, who says he can swear to 
the kerchief, and who it belonged to. Fie, do not shake 
so! Do you think I ever hurt my own Guilford, you 
must do me a service. Take three stout fellows with you, 
on whom you can depend; cast off" your liveries, and ride 
on with all speed to the hill on this side of Rochester. Wait 
there till you see a courier come up with a swan embroi¬ 
dered on his sleeve; find means to quarrel with him ; and 
when you return to Elham Manor, ff you bear his bag with 
you, you shall each have five George nobles for your re¬ 
ward ; — but leave not the place! Stir not till you have 
met with him ! And now be qtuck; take the three men 
with you, there will be enough left to return with me. 
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Mari me / let him not escape with his bag, for if yon do, 
you buy yourself a halter.” 

“ Which of them shall I take?” said the man. “ There 
is Wandlesham and Black John, who together stole the 
I’rior of Merton’s horse, and sold it at Sandwich. They 
would have been burned i'the hand, if your worship had 
not refused the evidence. Then there is Siinpkin, the deer- 
stealer-” 

“ That will do,” said Sir Payaii, “ that will do; ’t is 
said he set llaper’s barn on fire, — but be quick, we waste 
time.” 

It was late the next day before the party of worthies 
whom Sir Payan intrusted with the honourable little com¬ 
mission above stated, returned to his house at Klham Manor ; 
but, to his no small satisfaction, they brought the Duke of 
Buckingham's letter-bag along with them, wiiich Master 
Guilford deposited on the table before Sir Payan in his 
usual sullen manner, and only wailed till he had received 
his reward, which was instantly jtaid ; for the honest knight, 
well knowing by internal conviction that rascality is but a 
flimsy bond of attachment, took care to bind his serviceable 
agents to himself by both the sure lies of hope and fear. 
If they were useful and silent, their hopes were never dis¬ 
appointed ; if they were negligent or indiscreet, their fears 
were more than realised. 

The moment he was alone the knight put his dagger 
into the bag, and ripped it open from side to side. This 
done, his eye ran eagerly over the various letters it con¬ 
tained, and paused on that to Lord Fitzbernard. In 
an instant the silk was cut, and the contents before his 
eyes. 

“ Ha! ” said Sir Payan, reading, “ so here it is, — the 
whole business ; — so, so, my young knight, the real name 
to be told to nobody till the king’s good-will is gained. 
But I will foil you, and blast your false name before your 
teal one is known. Good Duke of Buckingham, I thank 
you. — A villain ! If I am, you shall taste my villany. 
Oh ! So he had charge to conduct the Lady Katrine Bulmer 
to the -court; his feats of arms and mauly daring shall 
much approve him with the king. Ay, W they shall 
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rfamn him with the cardinal, or I ’ll lialt for it ! Sow for 
the rest.” 

At itl) as little ceremony as that whieh he had displayed 
toward the letter addu-ssed to Lord Fitzhernard, Sir I’ayan 
lore open all the rest; but seemed somewhat dis.ippoiiued 
at their contents, giiawitig his lip and knitting his brow 
fill he came to the last, addressed to Sir John Morton. 

Ha!” exclaimed he, as he read, “ Duke of Buckingham, 
you are mine. Now, jiroud Edwtird Bohun, stoop! stoop! 
for out of so little a thing as this will 1 work thy ruin. 
But what means he by this? Sir Osborne Maurice! It 
cannot be him he sj)eaks of; — it matters not, — it shall 
tell well too, and in one ruin involve them both. Sir Os¬ 
borne Maurice—I have it! 1 have it! Sore the disclosure 
of such a plot its this may well merit Wolsey’s thanks; 
ay, and even, by gotjd favour, some few acres off the broad 
estates of Oonstance de Grey. We shall see. But first let 
us track this young gallant; we must know his every step 
from Canterbury to Greenwich.” 

Proud in supreme villany, Sir Payan trod with a larger 
stride, confidently calcidating that he held all his enemies 
in his power; but, subtle as well as bold, he did not allow 
his confidence to dimiidsh in the least bis care: and calling 
to his aid one of his retainers, upon whose cunning he could 
count with certainty, he laid him upon the path of our 
hero like a hound upon the track of a deer, with commands 
to investigate, with the most minute care, every step he 
had taken from (lanterbury to Greenwich. 

And now,” said Sir Payan, “ to-morrow for Green¬ 
wich; I must not fail the party of Sir Thomas Neville. 
AVhen enemies grow strong, ’tis time to husband friends ;” 
and, .springing on his horse, he proceeded to put in train 
for execution some of those minor schemes of evil, which 
he did not choose to leave unregulated till his return. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Traffie Is thy God Ttmon. 

“ By my faith," cried the Earl of Darby, as soon as they 
found themselves in the street, or rather lane, before the 
dwelling of Sir Cesar, “ 1 know not in the least where we 
are ; and if I had known it before, my brain is so unsettled 
with all this strange sight, that I should have forgotten it 
now. Which way did we turn ? ” 

“ The other way, the other way !" cried Sir Osborne, 
“■ and then to the right." 

“ Pray, sir, can you tell me where the devil I am .i* ” 
demanded the earl, when they had reached the bottom of 
the lane, addressing a man who was walking slowly past. 

“ I'll tell you what, my young gallant,” answered the 
man, “ if you don’t marclt home with your foolery, I '11 
lock you up — 1 am the constable of the watch.” 

“ It is my woty home that I want to know, friend con¬ 
stable," replied the earl. “ For, 'fore God, I know not 
where I am any more than a new-born clrild, who, though 
he comes into the world without asking the way, finds 
himself very strange when he is in it.” 

“ Why, marry, thou art at the back of Baynard’s Castle, 
sir fool,’’ replied the constable. 

“ Ay, then I shall find my road,” said the earl. 
“ Thank thee, honest constable — thou art a pleasant 
fellow, and a civil—and hast risked having thy pate 
broken to-night more than thou knowest. So, fare thee 
well !” and, turning away, he led his companion through 
various winding lanes into a broader street, which at 
length conducted them to the mansion of the Duke of 
Buckingham. 

" Now by my faith, Damley, or Maurice, or whatever 
you please to be called,” said the earl, “ if you have any 
hospitality in your nature, you will give me board and 
lodging for a night. May you make so free with the good 
dute'a house 
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" Most willingly will I'do it,” said Sir Osborne, “ and 
find myself now doubly happy in his grace’s request, to 
use his mansion as if it were my own.” 

“ Were I you,” said Lord Darby, “ and had so much 
of Buckingham's regard, I would hear more of that strange 
man — if lie be a man—Sir Cesar; for 'tis said, that the 
duke and Sir Jolin Morton are the only persons that 
know who and what he really is. God help us ! we 
have seen as strange a sight to-night as 'mortal eyes ever 
beheld.” 

“ J have heard one of my companions in arms relate, 
that a circumstance precisely similar happened to himself 
in Italy,” replied the knight. “ The famous magician, 
Cornelius Agripjia, showed him out of friendship a glass, 
w’hcrcin he beheld the lady of his love reading one of his 
own letters*, which thing she was doing, as he ascer¬ 
tained afterwards, at the very minute and day that the glass 
was shown to him — I never thought, however, to have seen 
any thing like it myself.” 

It may be easily supposed that various were the remarks 
and conipctures of the two young noblemen during the 
rest of the evening, but with tliese it will be uonecessary 
to trouble the reader; suffice it, that we have translated 
as literally as possible the account which Vonderbrugius 
gives of the circumstances, nor shall we make any com¬ 
ment on the facts, leaving it to the reader’s own mind to 
form what conclusion he may think right. Whether the 
whole was an artifice on the part of Sir Cesar, aided by 
strongly excited imt^ination on theirs, each person must 
judge for himself; but certain it is, that they both firmly 
believed that they saw the same thing; and as, in the 
well-known case of Lord Surrey, the argument is of avail, 
that the magician had no object or interest in deceiving 
those to whom be displayed his powers. The effect, how¬ 
ever, upon the mind of Sir Osborne, was to give him new 
hope and courage, for so comjdetely had the former pre¬ 
diction of Sir Cesar been fulfilled, that though he might 


* -\l1u(linK to the vUion of Fair Geraldine, caUed up in a minrar tlic re- 
qticbt of Lord Surrey. 
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Still doubt, yet his very hesitation leant to the side of 
hope. 

Lord Darby laughed, and vowed’t was strange, 't was 
passing strange, and wrote it down in his tablets, lest he 
should not believe a vi’ord of it the next morning. When 
the morning came, however, he found that his belief had 
not fled ; and before leaving Sir O.shornc, he talked over 
the business with more gravity than he could usually com¬ 
mand. Many arrangements also were necessary to be 
made in regard to tiie knight’s introduction to the court ; 
but at length it was agreed, that the carl should account 
for his acquaintance with Sir Osborne, by saying that their 
parents bad been friends ; and that, having been educated 
in the court of Burgundy, the knight was then in England 
for the first time since his youth. 

“ All this is true,” said Lord Darby, “ for my father 
was well known to yours, though, perhaps, they could 
hardly be called friends : but, however, there is not above 
two grains of lie to an ounce of truth, so it will poison 
no one.” 

When all thei: plans were finally settled, Lord Darby 
took leave of the knight, and left him to make his pre¬ 
parations for the next morning. As soon as he had de¬ 
parted, Sir Osborne called for his horse, 'and accompanied 
by Longpole, of whom he had seen little since his arrival 
in London, set out for the house of the honest Flemish 
merchant, William Hans, from whom, as we have said, 
he expected sundry sums of money.. 

As they proceeded, the worthy custrel, who, for th^ 
purpose of showing him the way, rode by his side (per ' 
mitting him, nevertheless, to keep about a yard in ad¬ 
vance), did not fail to take advantage of their proximity, 
to regale the knight's ears with many a quaint remark 
upon the great bee-hive, as he called it, in which they 
were. 

“ Lord, Lord!” said he, “ to think of the swarm of 
honey.getting, or rather money-getting insects, that here 
toil from morn to night, but to pile up within their narrow 
cells thatJtweet trash, which, after all, is none of theirs ; 
for ever nid anon comes my good lord king, the master of 
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the hive, and smokes them for a subsidy. Look at yon 
fat fellow, your worship !—for God's sake, look at him ! 

— how proud he seems waddling forward under the ma¬ 
jesty of his belly. AVell, if a paunch like that be tlie 
damnation attached to an alderman’s gown. Heaven ab¬ 
solve me from city feasts, 1 say ! And his lean follower 

— sec ! with the quill behind his ear, and inkhorn at his 
button—so meagre as if he wished to mock his master’s 
fatness. Oh, ’t is the way, ’t is the way ; the fat merchant 
seems to absorb all the lean clerk’s portion. Every thing 
begets its like ; fat gets fat, riches get riches, and even 
leanness grows more lean, as it were, by living upon 
itself. Now to the left, your worship, up that paved 
court.” 

The house of the merchant now stood before them, and 
Sir Osborne, dismounting from his horse, advanced to the 
door of whigt seemed to be a small dark counting-house, in 
which he found an old man, with many a book and many 
a slate before him, busily employed in adding to the mul. 
tilude of little black marks with which th^ page under his 
eyes was aumbered. 

In answer to the knight's inquiry for Master 'William 
Hans, he repL'cd, that he was in the warehouse, where he 
might find him, if he wished to see him. “ Stay, stay, I 
will show' you ttie way,” cried he, with ready politeness. 
“ Lord, sir, our warehouse is a wilderness, wherein a man 
might lose himself with blessed facility. Thanks be to 
God therefor, for on May-day, three years last past, 
'"•’led Svil May.day, we should have lost our good mas- 
., when the prentices, and watermen, and pick-purses, 
and vagabonds, broke into all the aliens’ houses, and in¬ 
jured many; but, happily, he hid himself under a pile of 
stockfish, which was in the far end of the little ware¬ 
house, to the left of the barrel-room, so that they found 
him not.” 

i While he pronounced this oration, the old clerk locked 
tarefully the door of the counting-house, and led the knight 
into an immense vaulted cham^r, wherein were piled on 
every side all kinds of things, of every sort and description, 
that human ingenuity can apply to the supply of its neces- 

p 
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sities, or the gratification of its appetites. On one side 
were displayed a thousand articles of foreign produce or 
manufacture brought thither for the English market, and 
on the otiier apjHjared the various productions of England 
destined soon to be spread over half the world. The objects 
that met the eye were not more various than the smells that 
assailed the nose. Here was the delicious odour of salted 
fish, there the delicate scent of whale oil; here dry skins 
spread their perfume round, and there a cask of fresh tallow 
wasted its sweetness on the warehouse air, while through 
the whole was perceived, as a general medium for all the 
rest, the agglomerated stink of a hundred unventilated 
years. 

Making his way through all. Sir Osborne proceeded 
directly towards the spot where a small window in the 
roof poured its light upon a large barrel, the contents of 
which were undergoing inspection by the worthy Eleming 
whom ho souglit. In Flanders, the knight had known the 
good burgess well, and had been sure to receive a visit 
from him whenever business had called his steps from his 
adopted to his native country. There might hp both an 
eye to gratitude and an eye to interest in this proceeding of 
Master William Hans, for the knight }iad twice procured 
him a large commission for the army, and, what was still 
more in those days, had procured him payfhent. 

On perceiving liis visiter in the present instance, the 
merchant caugiit up his black furred gown, which he had 
thrown off while busied iu less dignified occupations, and 
having hastily insinuated liis arms into the sleeves, advanced 
to meet the knight with a bow of profound respect. 
“ Wcicome back to England, my lord," cried he, in very 
good English, which could only be distinguished as pro¬ 
ceeding from the mouth of a foreigner by a slight accent 
and a peculiar intonation. “ Cood now, my lord, I hope 
you have not given up your company in Flanders. I have 
such a cargo of beans in the mouth of the Schelt, it would 
have suited the army very well indeet.” 

“ But, my good Master Hans," answered the knight, 

the array itself is given up since the peace. When I 
left Elsie, there were scarce three companies left.” 
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After a good deal more of such preliminary conversation, 
in the course of which the knight explained to the mer. 
chant the necessity of keeping his name and title secret for 
the present, they proceeded to the arrangement of those 
affairs which yet remained uncoricluded between them. 
Conducting thg knight back to the counting-house, 
William Hans turned over several of his great books, look¬ 
ing for the accounts. “ Here it is, I think," he cried at 
length. “ No, that is the Lady de Grey’s.” 

“ Lady Constance de Grey ?" demanded Sir Osborne, 
in some surprise. 

“ Ves, yes!” answered the merchant. “1 receive all 
the money for her mother’s estates, who was a French lady 
— Hid for her father, too, till the coot old lord died. — 
Oh I it was hard work in the time of the war; but I got a 
Paris Jew to transmit the money to a Flemish Jew, who 
sent it over to mo. They cot ten per cent, the thieves, for 
commission, but that very thing saved the estates ; for they 
would have been forfeited by the old king Louis, if the 
Jew, who had given him money in his ne^d, had not made 
such a n«se about it, for fear of losing his ten per cent., 
that the king let it pass. — Ah ! here is die account. First, 
we have not settled since I furnished the wine for the 
companie, when they had the fever. Five hundreil chiop- 
pines of wine, at a Croat the cluoppine, make ,iust twenty- 
five marks — received thirty mark — five carried to your 
name. Then, for the ransom of the Site de Heaujeu: you 
put him at a ransom of two thousand crowns, not knowing 
who he was, but he has sent you six thousand ; because, he 
says, he would not be ransomed like an ecuyer. Creat 
fool! Why, the devil, when he could get off for a little, 
pay. a much >."* 

“ No true knight but would do the same,” replied Sir 
Osborne. “ It was only by my permission that he got 

* 1 have not been able to discover at what precise period the custom of ex. 
actiitp a ransom from each prisoner taken in battle was dropped in Europe. It 
certainly itill existed in the reign of Elisabeth, and perhaftf still latW, for 
Shakspeare (writing in the days of James 1.) makes repeat^ mention of it. 
Some centuries before the period of this tale, Edward tno Black Prince fixed 
the ransom of Du Gucsclin at 100 firancs, wiiich the Constable considei^ de. 
grading, and rated himself at Uie sum of 70,000 florins of gold. 
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away at all, therefore he was bound in honour to pay the 
lull ransom of a person of his condition." 

“ Well, then," said the Fleming, “ here comes the ran¬ 
som of two esquires, gentlemen they call themselves, five 
hundred crowns each, making in the whole seven thousand 
crowns, or two thousand six hundred and twenty-five marks. 
Then, there is against you, freight and carriage of armour 
and goods, four marks; exchange and commission, three 
marks ; jiorleragc, a croal; warehouse-room, two Croats — 
I alance for yon, two thousand six hundred and seventeen 
marks, five shillings, and two Croats, — which I am ready 
to pay you, as well as to deliver the two suits of harness 
and the packages.” 

“ The money, at present, 1 do not want,” replied Sir 
Osborne, “ but I will be glad if you would send the arms, 
and the rest of the packages, to the manor of the Rose, in 
St. Lawrence Foultney." 

“ To the coot I>uke of Buckingham'sAh, that I will, 
that I will! But I hope you will stay and take your noon- 
meal with me ; though 1 know you men of war do not like 
the company of us merchants. But I will say I have never 
found you any way proud.” 

“ I would most willingly. Master Ila.is,” answered the 
knight, “^but I go to the court to-morrow for tlie first 
time, and I have no small preparation to make with tailors 
and broiderers.” 

“ Oh, stay with me, stay with me, and I will fit you to 
your desire,” answered the Fleming. “ There is a tailor 
lives hard by, who wiU suit you well. I am not going to 
give you a man who can make nothing but a burgomaster’s 
govrn, or a merchant’s doublet. I know your coot com¬ 
panions would laugh, and say you had had a merchant's 
tailor ; but this is a man who, if you like it, shall stuff out 
your breeches till you can’t sit down, make all the seams by 
a plumb-line, tighten your girdle till you have no more 
waist than a W'asp; and, moreover, he is tailor to the 
Duke of Suffolk.” 

'The knight found this recommendation quite sufficient; 
and,'.agreeing to dine with the honest Fleming, the tailor 
was sent for, who, with a great display of sartorial learning. 
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devised several suits, in which Sir Osborne might appear 
at court, without being either so gaudy as the butterflies of 
the day, or so plain as to call particular attention. The 
only difficulty was to know whether the tailor could furnish 
a complete suit for the knight, and one for each of his four 
attendants, by the next morning; but after much calcula¬ 
tion, and summing up of all the friendly tailors within his 
knowledge, he undertook to do it, and, wliat is wonderful 
for a tailor, kept his word. 


CHAPTER VI. 


What strange adventure do ye now pursue ? 

PerhatM my succour or advisement meet 
Mote stead yo much. 

SpxiNsrR. 


A BARBER surgeon one day bleeding a farrier, bound up 
his arm ^ith a piece of red tape, and piniled it. The far¬ 
rier went the next day to shoe one of the king of the coun¬ 
try’s horses; as he was driving the nail, the pin pricked 
him — the nail went too near the quick — the horse’s foot 
grew tender — the king went out to hunt — the horse 
threw him — the king was taken up dead, and was suc¬ 
ceeded by his son, whom he intended to have disinherited 
the next day, for his cruel disposition. 'Phe new king cut 
off his subjects’ heads, made continual war upon all the 
states around, conquered a great many countries, gained a 
great many battles, robbed, murdered, and burned, and at 
last was assassinated himself, when human nature could 
bear .him no longer; and at the end of his reign, it was 
computed that a hundred millions of treasure, and twenty 
millions of human lives, had been wasted — by a barber 
pinning a piece of red tape, instead of tying it like his 
grandfather. 

“ The luckiest accident for you in the world has just 
happened!cried Lord Dar%, entering Sir Osborne 
Maurice's apartment two full hours before the time he had 
r 3 
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appoinled; “ order your men to choose your best suit of 
harness, to pack it on a strong horse ; to lead your own 
courser by the bridle, and to make all speed to the foot of 
the hill at Greenwich, there to wait till they be sent for; 
and you come with me; my barge waits at the duke’a 
stairs.” 

“ J5ut what is the matter, my lord?” demanded Sir 
Osborne; “ at least, tell me if my horse must be barded.” 

“ No, no ; I think not,” replied the earl ; “ at all events, 
we shall find bards*, if we want them. But be ijuick, we 
have not a moment to lose, though the tide be running 
down as quick as a tankard of bastard over the throat 
of a thirsty serving-man; 1 will tell you the whole as 
we go." 

“ Longpole,” cried the knight to his follower, who at 
the moment the earl entered, was in the room, putting the 
last adjustment to his master’s garments — “ Longpole, 
quick ! you hear what Lord Darby says — take the fluted 
suit-" 

“ Oh, the fluted, the fluted, by all means,” interrupted 
the ear), “ it shows noble and knightly. So slpfll we go 
along as in a Roman triumph, with flutes before, and flutes 
behind. The fluted by all means, good,Longpole, and lose 
no time on the road — for every flagon you do not drink, 
you shall have two at Greenwich. Now, Maurice, are you 
ready? By Heaven ! you make a gallant figure of it — 
your tailor deserves immortality. ’Tis well ! ’tis mighty 
well! But, to my taste, the cuts in your blue velvet had 
been better lined with a soft yellow than a white — the hue 
of a young primrose. The feather might have bee* the 
same, hut ’tis all a taste : white does marvellous well — the 
silver girdle and scabbard too ! But come, we waste our 
moments, let two of your men come with us.” 

Lord Darby conducted his new friend to the barge, and 
as they proceeded towards Greenwich with a quick tide, he 
informed him, that some knights, Sir Henry Boynings, Sir 
Thomas Neville, and several others, having agreed to meet, 
for the purpose of trying some new invented arms, the 
king had been seized with a desire of going unknown to 
■ A suit or horse armour and housings. 
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break a lance with them on Blackheath, and had privately 
commanded the Earl of Devonshire to accompany him as 
his aid : but that very morning, at his house in 'V’estmin- 
stcr, the earl had slipped, and had so much injured his leg, 
that his surgeon forbad liis riding for a month. “ As soon 
as I heard it,” continued Lord Darby, “ I flew to liis 
lodging, and prayed him to let me be his messenger to the 
king, — to which petition he easily assented, provided 1 set 
off with all speed, for his grace exj)ects him early. Now, 
the moment that the king hears that the earl cannot ride, 
he chooses him another aid, and 1 so hope to manage, that 
the choice may fall upon you. If you break a lance to his 
mind, you shall be well beloved for the next week at least; 
and during that time you must manage to fix his favour. 
But first, let me give you some small portraiture of his 
mind, so that by knowing his humour, you may find means 
to fit it." 

The character which Lord Darby gave of Henry the 
Eighth shall here be put in fewer words. He was then a 
very, very different being from the bloated despot which he 
afterwarilg apjtearcd. All his life had hitherto been pro- 
si)erity and gladness ; no care, no sorrow, had called into 
action any of the ]|,tent evil of his character, and he showed 
himself to those around him as an affable and magnificent 
prince ; proud without haughtiness, and luxurious without 
vice. Endowed with great personal strength, blessed with 
robust health, and flourishing in the prime of his years, he 
loved with a degree of ostentation all those manly and 
chivalrous exercises which were tfien at their height in 
Europe; and placed, as it were, between the age of chi¬ 
valry and the age of learning, he in his own person com¬ 
bing many of th«> attributes of each. In temper and in 
manner he was hasty but frank, and had much of the gene¬ 
rosity of youth imchillcd by adversity* Yet he was ever 
wilful and irritable, and in his history even at that time 
may be traced the yet unsated luxurist, and the incipient 
tyrant, beginning a career in splendour and pride that was 
sure to end in despotism and blood. 

It may well be supposed that the young knight’s heart 
beat as the boat came in sight of the palace at Greenwich, 
p 4 
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It had nothing, however, to do with that agitation which 
men often weakly feel on approaching eartlily greatness. 
Accustomed to a court, though a smail one, if Sir Osborne 
had ever experienced those sensations, they had long left 
him ; but he felt, that on what was to follow from the 
present interview, perhaps on that interview itself, depended 
his father’s fortune and his own — more, his own happiness 
for ever. 

Lord Darby’s rowers had plied their oars to some pur¬ 
pose, and before ten o’clock the barge was alongside the 
king’s stairs at Greenwich. “ Come, Sir Osborne,” cried 
the earl; '' bearing a message which his grace will think 
one of great conse(|uence, I shall abridge all ceremony, and 
find my way as quickly to his presence as 1 can." 

The two young men sprung to the shore, followed by 
their attendants, and passed the parade, which was quite 
empty, the king having taken care to disperse the principal 
part of his court in various directions, that his private 
expedition might pass unnoticed, feeling a sort of romantic 
interest in the concealment and mystery of his proceedings. 
The earl led thd way across the vacant space to pne of the 
doors of the ])alace, which opened into a sort of waiting 
hall, called the “ Hall of lost steps,” where the two 
friends left their servants, and proceeding up a staircase 
that seemed well known to Lord Darby, they came into a 
magnificent saloon, wherein an idle page was gazing list¬ 
lessly from one of the windows. 

“ Ha ! Master Snell,” cried the earl, “ may his grace 
be spoken with ? ” , 

“ On no account whatever, my noble lord,” replied the 
page; “ I am placed l^re expressly to prevent any one 
from approaching him — his grace is at his prayers.” 

“ Go then, good Master Snell,” said the earl, " and 
bid our royal master add one little prayer for the Earl of 
Devonshire, who has fallen in his house at Westminster, 
and is badly hurt; and tell his grace that I bear a humble 
message from the earl, who dared not confide it to a com. 
mon courier.” 

“ I go directly, my noble lord,” said the page; “ die 
king will find tliis bad news; ” and making all haste, he 
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left the room by a door on the other side of the apart, 
ment. 

“ This is indeed a kingly chamber,” said Sir Osborne, 
gazing round upon the rich arras mingled with cloth of 
gold which covered the walls. “ How poor must the 
Court of Burgundy have seemed to the king, when he 
visited the Princess llegeut at Lisle. And yet, perhaps, 
he scarcely saw the difference.” 

Even while he spoke, the door by which tlie page had 
gone out was again thrown open, and a tall, handsome man 
entered the apartment, with haste and peevishness in his 
countenance. He was apparently about tliirty years of 
age, broad-chested and powerfully made, muscular but not 
fat, and withal, there was an air of dignity and command 
in his figure that might well become a king. He seemed 
to have been disturbed half-dressed, for under the loose 
gown of black velvet which he wore, was to be seen one 
leg clothed in steel, while the other remained free of any 
such cumbersome appitrel. The rest of his person, as far 
as might be discovered by the opening of the gown, was 
habited in simple russet garments, guarded with gold, 
while on'his head he wore a small-brimmed black bonnet 
and a jewelled plume. Lord Darby and Sir Osborne im¬ 
mediately doffed tBeir hats as the king entered, the young 
knight not very w'ell pleased to see the irritable spot that 
glowed on his brow. 

“ How now. Lord } how now ? ” cried Henry, as they ad¬ 
vanced. “ What is this the page tells me .S' — Devonshire 
is hurt — is ill. What is it.^ what is it, man ? speak ! ’’ 

“ I am sorry to be the bearer of evil news to your 
grace,” replied Lord Darby, with a profound inclination ; 
“ but tliis morning, as my Lord of Devonshire was pre¬ 
paring to set out to render his duty to your highness, his 
foot slipped — Heaven knows-how ! and his surgeons fear 
that he has dislocated one of the bones of the leg. — He, 
therefore, being unwilling to trust an ordinary messenger, 
begged me humbly, in his name, to set forth his case before 
you, and to crave your gracious pardon for thus uninten¬ 
tionally failing in his service." 

“ Tut! he could not help it,” cried Henry. “ The 
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man broke not his bones and wrenched not his leg to do 
me a displeasure — and yet, in this, is fortune cross- 
grained, for where now shall 1 find an aid who may supply 
his place ? — But, how now! What is this ? Who have 
you with you? — You are bold, young lord, to bring a 
stranger to ray privy chamber ! — Ha ! how now ! Mother 
of God, you are too hold !” 

Hope sickened in Sir Osborne’s bosom, and bending his 
head, ho fixed his eyes upon the ground, while Lord Darby 
replied, nothing abashed by the king’s reproof, — 

“ Pardon me, my liege, but trusting to the known 
quality of your royal clemency, which finds excuses for our 
faults, even when we ourselves can discover none, I made 
bold to bring to your grace’s presence this famous knight, 
Sir Osborne Maurice, who being himself renowned in 
many courts for feats of arms, has conceived a great desire 
to witness the deeds of our most mighty sovereign, whose 
prowess and skill, whether at the tourney or in the just, 
at the barriers or with the battle-axe, is so noised over 
Europe, that none, who are themselves skilful, can refrain 
from coveting a 'sight of his royal daring. Allow me to 
present him to your grace.’* 

Sir Osborne advancetl, and kneeling gracefully before 
the king, bent his head over the hand tiiat Henry extended 
towards him ; while, pleased with his appearance and de¬ 
meanour, the monarch addressed him with a smile: 
“ Think not we are churlish, sir knight, or that we do 
not welcome you freely to our court; but, by St. Mary ! 
such young gdlants as these must bo held in check, or they 
outrun their proper bounds. But judge not of our poor 
doings by Darby’s commendation; he has of a sudden grown 
eloquent.” 

“ On such a theme who might not be an orator ? ” 
said Sir Osborne, rising. ‘'Al’ere I to doubt Lord Darby, 

I must think that Fame herself is your grace’s courtier, 
acting as your herald in every court, and challenging a 
world to equal you.” 

" Fie, fie! I must not hear youcried the king. 
“ Darby, come hither, 1 would speak with you. Coma 
hitlier, man, I say ! ” 
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Sir Osborne drew a step back, and the king, taking the 
young earl into the recess of a window, spoke to him for a 
moment in a low tone, but still sufficiently loud for great 
part of what he said to be audible to the knight, esiiecially 
towards the conclusion. 

" A powerful man,” said the king; “ and if he he but 
as dextrous and valiant as he is strong, will prove a knight 
indeed. — Think you he would 

“ Most assuredly, my liege,” replied the earl. “ He is 
your grace’s born subject; only his father having fallen 
into some unhappy error in the reign of our last royal 
king. Sir Osborne has had his training at the court of 
Burgundy, and received his knighthood from the sword of 
Maximilian, the late emperor.” 

“ Good, good,” said Henry : “ I remember hearing of 
his father; ’twas either Simnel, or I’erkyn Warbeck, or 
some such trca.sonous cause he espoused. But all that is 
past. — Sir knight,” he continued, turning to Sir Osborne, 
‘‘ what, if in my armoury we could find a harness that 
would fit you, are you minded to break a lance as consort 
with the ijjng, ha } This very morning ay, this very 
hour ? 'VVhat say you, ha ” 

“ That I should, hold it an honour never to be forgot, 
my liege, ” replie<l the knight. “ And for the arms, my 
own are here in Greenwich. They might be brought in a 
moment.” 

“ Quick, quick, then ! ” cried the king. “ But we 
must be secret. — Stop, stop! You go, Lord Darby. 
Send for the arms quick. Is your horse here, sir knight 
— By St. Mary't is happy you came ! Darby, bid diem 
take the knight’s horse into the small court, and shut the 
gates. Quick with his armour. Bid them put no bards 
on the horses, and be secret. I’ll go arm.— You arm 
here, sir knight. — Snell, stand firm at that door; let no 
one pass but Lord Darby and the knight's armourer. Be 
quick, sir knight, I charge you be quick — and, above 
all, let us be secret. Remember, we will never raise our 
vizors. These knights think of no such encounter, but 
fancy to have it all amongst themselves. They have kept 
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their just mighty secret — but we will break their lances 
for them, ha ? ” 

The king now left Sir Osborne, who, delighted with the 
unexpected turn which his humour had taken, waited 
impatiently for Lord Darby’s return, expecting every 
minute to see the other door open and Henry re-appear 
before he had even received his armour. At length, how¬ 
ever, Lord Darby came, and with him our friend Longpole, 
who, as tlie page would only allow one person to enter 
with the earl, received that part of the armour which he 
did not carry himself from the attendant without, and then 
flew to assist his lord. Sir Osborne lost no time, and ex¬ 
pert by constant liabit, he put on piece by piece with a 
rapidity that astonished the young earl, who, accustomed 
alone to the tilt-yard, was unacquainted with the facility 
acquired by the unceasing exercises of the camp. 

At length, while Longpole was buckling the last straj), 
the king re-entered alone, completely armed, and with his 
beaver down. 

“ What! ready, sir knight,” cried he ; “ nay, 'faith, 
you have been expeditious.” 

“ Lord bless you, sir,” cried Longpole, never dreaming 
that he spoke to the king, “ my master puts on his arras 
as King Hal took Terouenne.” 

“ How now ! ” cried Sir Osborne, afraid of what might 
come next; but the king held up his hand to him to let the 
man apeak. “ How is that, good fellow” demanded he. 

“ Why he just puts his hand on it, and it is done,” 
replied Longpole. 

Thou art a merry knave,” said Henry, better pleased 
perhaps with the unquestionable compliment of the yeoman, 
than he would have been with the more refined and studied 
^praise of many an eloquent oration. “ Thou art a merry 
knavei Say, canst thou blow a trumpet ? ” 

“ Ayj\that I can, to your worship’s contentment," re¬ 
plied Lpn^ole, who began to see by the looks of Lord 
Darby #nd \his master that something was wrong. “ I 
I have not offended.” 

“ No, no," answered Henry, " not in the least. Snell, 
ietch him a trumpet with a blanche banner. Now, fellow. 
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take the trumpet that the page will bring you, and, getting 
on your horse, follow us. When you shall come to a 
place where you see lists put up, blow me a defiance. Hast 
thou never a vizard to put thy muzzle in Darby, in 
that chamber you will find him a masking vizard, so that 
we may not be recognised by his face hereafter.” 

Longpole was soon furnished with one of the half masks 
of the day, the long beard of which, intended to conceal 
the mouth and chin, as it had been worn by the king 
himself, was composed of threads of pure gold; so that 
the yeoman bore an amjtle recomitense upon his face for 
the duty the king put him on. He would fain have had 
his remark uiton the vizard, but beginning to entertain a 
suspicion of how the matter really stood, he wisely fore¬ 
bore, and followed his master and Lord Darby, who, pre- 
cedeil by the king, ])asseil down a narrow back-staircase 
into the smaller court, wherein stood the horses prepared 
for their expedition. 

All now passed in almost profound silence. The king 
and his aid mounteil, and, follow'd! by Longjtole W’ith his 
trumpet, issued forth through two gates Into the park; 
where, taking the wildest and most unfrequented paths, 
they made a large, circuit, in order that their approach 
might seem from any other quarter than the palace. 
After gaining the forest on Shooter’s Hill, the king led the 
way through one of the roads in the wood, to what we may 
call the back of Blackheath, on the very verge of which 
they might behold a group of gentlemen on horseback, 
with a crowd of lookers-on a-foot, disposed in such sort as 
to show that their exercises were begun. The spot which 
they bad chosen was a very convenient one for their pur. 
pose ; shaded on the south by a grove of high elms, whose 
very situation has not been traceiible for now more than 
two centuries, but which then afforded a width of shade 
sufficient for several coursers to wheel and charge therein, 
without the eyes of the riders being dazzled by the morn¬ 
ing sunshine. At the foot of these trees extended an 
ample green, soft, smooth, and even, round which the 
filters had pitched the staves, and drawn the ropes, mark¬ 
ing the limits of the field; and at the northern end was 
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erected a little tent for them to arm before, and rest after, 
the course. The four knights themselves, who had met to 
try their arms, together with several grooms, an armourer, 
a mule to bear the spears, and two horses for the armour, 
with their several drivers, formed the group within tlie 
lists, which, in the wide-extended plain whereon they 
stood, looked but a sjiot, and would have seemed still less 
had it not been for the crowd of idlers that hung about the 
ground ; and the four knightly pennons, which, disposed 
in a line, with a few yards distance between them, caught 
the eye as it wandered over the heath, and attracted it to 
the spot by their flutter, and their gaudy hues. 

The king paused for a moment to observe them, and 
then beckoning Longpole to come up, “ Now ride on, 
trumpet,” cried he; “ blow a challenge, and then say that two 
strange knights claim to break two lances each, and pass 
away unquestioned." * 

At this command Longpole rode forward, and while 
Henry and his master followed more slowly, blew a deflance 
on his trumpet at the entrance of the lists, and then in a 
loud voice pronounced the message with which the king 
had charged him. 

As he finished, Henry and Sir Osborne presented them, 
selves; and Sir Thomas Neville, the chief of the other 
party, after some consultation with his companions, rode 
up and replied, “ Though we are here as a private meet¬ 
ing, for our own amusement only, yet we will not refuse 
to do the pleasure of the stranger knights; and as there 
are four of us, we will each break a spear with one of the 
counter-party, which will make the two lances a-piece that 
they require. Suffer the knights to enter,” he continued 
to the keeper of the barrier; and Henry, with the young 
knight, taking the end of the ground in silence, waited till 
their lances should be delivered to them. 

Whether the filters suspected or not who was the prin. 
cipal intruder on their sport, matters not, though it is indeed 
more than probable that they did ; for it was well known 
to every body, that if Henry heard of any rendezvous of 

• We have every reasnn to believe that thla adventure is bj no means the 
Invcnl^ of Vender brugius, but a simple historical fact. 
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the kind, he was almost certain to be present, either pri¬ 
vately or avowedly ; and indeed on one occasion, recorded 
by Hall, the chronicler of that day, this romantic spirit 
had almost cost him dear, the sport being carried on so 
unceremoniously, as nearly to slay the gentleman by whom 
he was accompanied, and to bring his own life in danger. 

On the present occasion no words passed between the 
two parties, and after a few minutes’ conversation amongst 
the original holders of the ground, as to who should first 
furnish the course to the strangers. Sir 'I’homas Neville 
presented himself opposite to the king, and Sir Henry 
Poynings, one of the best knights of the day, prepared to 
run against Sir Osborne. “ Now do your best, my 
knight,” said the king to his aid; “ you have got a noble 
opponent.” .. 

'fhe spears were delivered, the knights couched their 
lances, and galloping on against each other like lightning, 
the tough ash staves were shivered in a moment against 
their adversaries’ casques. « 

“ Valiantly done !” said Henry to Sir Osborne, as they 
returned Jo their place ; “ valiantly done”! You struck 
right in the groove of the basnet, and wavered not an inch. 
Who are these two^ I wonder ? They have theijf beavers 
down.’’ 

While he spoke the spears were again delivered; and 
upon what impulse, or from what peculiar feeling, would 
be difficult to say, but Sir Osborne felt a strong inclination 
to unhorse his opponent; and couching his lance with dex¬ 
trous care, as far as possible to prevent its splintering, he 
struck him in full course upon the gorget, just,above its 
junction with the corslet, and bore him violently backwards 
to the ground, where he lay apparently deprived of sense. 

By this time the king had shivered his lance, and some 
of the attendants ran up to unlace the'fallen man's helmet, 
when, to his surprise. Sir Osborne beheld the countenance 
of Sir Payan Wileton. He appeared to be much hurt with 
his fall; but that was a thing of such common occurrence 
in those days, that no farther notice was ever taken of an 
accident of the kind than by giving the injured person aU 
the assistance tliat could be administered at die time. 
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However, it may well be supposed that Sir Osborne 
Maurice felt no ordinary interest in the sight before him. 
By an extraordinary coincidence, overthrown by his hand, 
though without intention, and apparently nearly killed, lay 
the persevering enemy who had swallowed up the fortunes 
of his house, and had sought so unceasingly to sweep it for 
ever from the face of the earth ; and while he lay there, 
prostrate at his feet, with the ashy hue of his cheek paler 
tlian ever, and his dark eye closed, as if in death, Sir Os¬ 
borne still thought he could see the same determined malig¬ 
nity of aspect with which he had declared, that he would 
found his title to the lordship of Chilham Castle on the 
death of its heir. 

Still holding the latice in his hand, the knight bent over 
the bow of his saddle, and through the bars of his volant- 
piece contemi)lated the face of his fallen adversary, till he 
liegan to unclose his eyes and look around him; when Sir 
Thomas Neville, thinking that the stranger was animated 
merely by feelings of humanity, turned to him, saying that 
Sir Payan had only been a little stunned, and would do 
very well now. *' , 

“ Gentlemen,” continued he, addressing the king and 
Sir Osborne, “ we must, according to promise, let you pass 
away unquestioned; but 1 will say, that two more valiant and 
skilful knights never graced a field, nor is it possible to 
say which outdoes the other; but ye are worthy compa. 
nions and true knights both, and so fare ye well.” 

The king did not reply, lest he should be recognised by 
his voice; but bending low, in token of his thanks, rode 
out of the lists, accompanied by Sir Osborne, and followed 
by Longpole. 

“ Now, by my fay, sir knight!” cried Henry, when 
they had once more reached the cover of the wood, “ you 
have far exceeded my expectations; and I thank you 
heardly — good faith, I do! — for your aid. But I must 
have you stay with me. Our poor court will be much 
graced by the addition of such a knight; what say you, 
ha ?" 

“ To serve your grace,” repUed Sir Osborne, “is my first 
wish; to merit your praise, my highest ambition. It is 
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but little to say, that you may command me, when you 
command all ; but if my acal to obey those commands may 
be counted for merit, 1 will deserve some applause !” 

“ Wisely spoken,” answered the king; “ we retain you 
for ours from this moment; and that you may be ever near 
our person, we shall bid our rhambcrlaiii find you apar‘- 
ments in the palace. How say you, sirkniglit? are you 
therewith contented ?” 

“ Your grace’s bounty outstrips even the swift wings 
of hope,” replied Sir Osborne; “ but I will try to fly 
gratitude against it; and though, perhaps, she may not be 
able to overtop, she shall, at least, soar an equal pitch.” 

The knight’s allusion to the royal sport of falconry was 
well adapted to the oars that heard it. Kvery one must 
have remarked, that whatever impressions are intended to 
be produced on the mind of man are always best received 
when addressed to his heart, through its most common 
associations. Whether we wish to explain, to convince, 
to touch, or to engage, we must refer to something that is 
habitual and pleasing; and, therefore, the use of figures in 
eloquence is not so much to enrich and to'deck, as to find 
admission to the soul of the hearer, by all the paths which 
its own habits have rendered most easy of access. 

Thus, Sir Oslnrrne, without knowing it, drew his meta. 
phor from a sport in which the king delighted ; and more 
convinced of his zeal by these few words, than if the y iung 
knight had spoken for an liour, the king replied, “ I doubt 
ye not — ’faith, I doubt ye not. Hut this night we give 
a mummery unto our lady queen, when I will bring you 
to her knowledge: ’tis a lady full of graciousness, and, 
though ’tis 1 who say it, one that will love well all that I 
love. But now, let ns haste, for the day wears; and as 
you shall be my masking peer, we must think of some 
quaint disguise: D.irby shall be another; and being all 
light of foot, we will tread a measure with the fair ladies. 
You are a proper man, and may, perchance, steal some 
hearts, wherein you shall have our favour, if ’tis for yonr 
good advancement. But turn we down this other path; in 
that I see sotne strangers. Quick! Mary Mother! 1 would 
nst be discovered for another kingdom ! ” 

4 
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Not vain she finds the ofiannful 
In pageant quaint, in motiey mask. 

Cou.158. 

Durino this expedition of Henry and Sir Osborne, Lord 
Darby had acted with more prudence than might have been 
expected from one so light and volatile as himself. But 
with all the levity of youth, he had a great fund of shrewd¬ 
ness and good sense, which enabled him keenly to perceive 
all the weaknesses of the king's character, and adapt his 
own behaviour exactly to the circumstance, whenever he 
was brought particularly in contact with the monarch. 

In the present instance, seeing that the spirit of mystery 
had seized upon Henry, he consented to forego all more 
active amusement; so that when the king and his young 
companion returned, they found the earl seated in the sa- 
l(x>n, wherein Sir Osborne had been armed, never having 
quitted it during their absence. ' 

Henry was inf high spirits. All had gone well with him: 
his expedition had been both successful and secret, and he 
was not a little pleased to lind that the earl had not joined 
any of the gay parties of the court while he had been 
away. 

“ Ha, my lord!” cried he, as he entered, “ still here ; you 
have done well. You have done weU. ’Tis a treasure you 
have brought me, this good kniglit—Snell, unlace ray casque 
— I must thank you for him as a gift, for he is now mine 
own. He outdoes all exiiectation — nay, say not against it, 
Sir Osborne; I should be able to judge of these matters ; I 
have broken spears enow, and I pronounce you equal to 
any knight at ^is court. Call some one to undo these trap¬ 
pings. But, Darby, you must not quit the court to-night. 
Dine here ; 'tis time, i’ faith, near one o’ the clock! and 
take Sir Osborne Maurice with you. Make him knoqrn 
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to the best of the court; say the king holds him highly. 
But stay,” he addedj " I had forgot ”— and sending for 
the sub-controller of the household, he gave commands 
that the young knight should be furnished with apartments 
in the palace from that moment, and receive the appoint, 
ments of a gentleman of the privy chamber. “ The num. 
her is complete,” he continued, turning to Sir Osborne; 
“ but, nevertheless, you shall be rated as such, and your¬ 
self and men provided in the palace. See it be done. 
Sir John Harvey. Darby, return hither privately with 
your friend, at nine to-night. We have a mask and revel 
afoot; but take no heed to send to London for disguise; 
we will be your furnishers.” 

“ I hope, sir,” said the sub-controller, as the knight and 
his friend followed him from the presence, “ you are aware 
that only three servants are allowed to a gentleman of the 
privy chamber.” 

“ Three will be as much as I shall have occasion for,” 
answered the knight; the other shall remain in London.” 

“ If you will follow me, then,” said tlie officer, “ I will 
show you to the apartment. Ho! send me<a yeoman usher 
there,” he continued, speaking to a servant that passed; 
“ this way, sir, we shall find the rooms.” 

“ What!” ciied*Lord Darby, after they had ascended a 
good many steps in one of the wings of the building, ” are 
you going to put my friend in a third story ? Tliink, Sir 
John Harvey, may not tlie king find it strange, when he 
hears that a knight he honours with his regard has been so 
lodged.” 

“ I can assure you, my lord,” answered the controller, 
"they are absolutely the only ones in the palace vacant, 
which are at all equal to the knight’s qusility ; and, in 
truth, were it not for the height, are among the best in 
the place. They are large and spacious, exactly the same 
size as those which were appointed yesterday, by the queen’s 
command, for Lady Constance de Grey, and which are im¬ 
mediately undemealh.” 

" I was going to offer Sir Osborne the use of muie,” 
said Lord Darby, with a laughing glance towards the 
knight, “ till you could find him tetter; but if they are 
q 2 
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SO very good as you say, maybe he will prefer having hi* 
own at once. Ha! Sir Osborne ?” 

The controller looked solemn, seeing there was some joke, 
and not understanding it ; but, however, he was joined in a 
moment after by a yeoman usher, bearing a bunch of keys, 
from which he selected one, and opened the door at which 
they had been standing while the earl spoke. A little ante¬ 
chamber conducted into three others beyond, all very well 
furnished according to the fashion of the day, with a l)eau- 
tiful view of the wild park from the windows of some of 
the rooms, and of the river from tlie others; on which ad¬ 
vantages the worthy sub-controller descantetl with much 
the tone and manner of a lodging-house keeper at a water, 
ing place; little knowing that one word regarding the 
proximity of Constance de Grey would have been higher 
recommetidation to the young knight than all the prospects 
in the world, though he loved the beautiful and varied face 
of earth as much as any one. 

“ Go to the wardrobe of beds, usher,” said the officer, 
when he had promenaded the knight and Lord Darby 
through the apaltinent; “ go to the wardrobe of beds, and 
tell the under-master to come hither and garnish tliis apart¬ 
ment with all speed. As 1 do not know the honourable 
knight's face,” continued he, “ it is probable that he is 
new to this court, and is not aware of the regulations, which, 
therefore, 1 will make hold to tell him. Dinner and sup. 
per are served at the board of estate, every day, at noon 
and at night-fall. No rere suppers are given, nunchions, 
beverages, or breakfast; but to each gentleman of the privy- 
chamber his grace commands a livery every night." 

“ A livery,” said Osborne, “ pray. Sir John, what is 
that ?" 

“ Its value, sir,” said the controller, “ depends upon 
the station of the person to whom it is given. I have 
known it cost as much as ten pounds; such was sent every 
night to the gentlemen who came to seek the Princess Mary 
for the French king ; but the livery given by his grace the 
king to the gentlemen of the privy.chamber, and others 
bearing the same rank, is a cast of fine manchet bread, two 
pots of white or red wine at choice, one pound weight of 
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suga^ four white lights, and four yellow lights of wax, 
and one large staff torch, which is delivered every evening 
at seven of the clock.” 

Without proceeding farther with such discourse, we 
shall merely say that the arrangement of Sir Osborne’s 
apartment was soon completed, himself unarmed, his ser¬ 
vants furnished with what modern lackeys would call 
dog-holes, and with truckle beds; and having, by in¬ 
tercession with a gentleman wearing black velvet and a 
gold chain, and calling himself the chief cook, obtained 
some dinner, for the board of estate had long been cleared. 
Lord Darby and Sir Osborne sauntered forth on the pa¬ 
rade, where the young gallants of the court were beginning 
to show themselves ; some taking, as it were, a furtive walk 
across, afraid to be seen there before the moment of fashion 
sanctioned their appearance, and some, who, from either 
ignorance or boldness, heeded no mode but their own con¬ 
venience. Fashions are nine times out of ten affectations ; 
affectations in those who lead and in those who follow; 
and as it is now, so was it in the days of Henry the 
Eightli. • 

The presence pf Lord Darby, however, who gradually 
gathered round him a little multitude as he walked, soon 
rendered the parade more populous. Sir Osborne W'as 
introduced to all who were worthy of his acquaintance; 
and the same persons who three days before might 
hardly have given him a courteous answer if he bad asked 
them a question, were now mortified at not being num¬ 
bered with bis acquaintance, 'fhe knight himself, how¬ 
ever, was absent and inattentive, his eye continually seeking 
Lady Conatance de Grey through the crowd, and his mind 
sometimes occupied with pleasing dreams of love, and 
hope, and happiness to come, and sometimes pondering 
over his unexpected encounter with Sir Fayan MTleton, and 
its probable results. 

So strange is the world, that this very abstractness of 
manner and carelessness in regard to those about him 
had its grace in the eyes of the court. They sremed to 
think that he who cared so little about anybody, must be 
somebody of consequence himself; and when, after a 
0 3 
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prolonged saunter, the two friends re-entered the palace, 
Sir Osborne's name had acquired a decree of eclat which 
the most attentive politeness woulil scarcely have obtained. 
Still no Constance de Grey had he seen, and he sat down 
in the apartments bf Lord Darby, not peculiarly satisfied 
with their walk. 

The young earl himself had also suffered a similar 
disappointment, for in the midst of all the nonchalant 
gaiety which he had displayed to the crowd, his eye had 
not failed to scan every group of ladies that they met, for 
the form of Lady Katrine Bulracr, and he felt a good deal 
mortified at not having seen her. But very different was 
the manner in which his feelings acted, from the deeper 
and more ardent love of Darnley. He laughed, he sung, 
he jestetl his companion upon his gravity, and in the end 
consoled him, by assuring him that they should meet with 
both their lady-loves that night at the queen’s, so that if 
he were not in a very expiring state, he might hope to 
live to see her once more. 

The hours quickly flew, and a little before nine the 
knight and his companion presented themselves at the 
door of the king's private apartments q-n'ere they were 
admitted by a page. When they entered Henry was 
reading, and pursued the object of his study without taking 
any notice of their approach by word or sign. Nothing 
remained to be done but to stand profoundly still before 
him, waiting his good pleasure, which remained full a 
quarter of an hour unmanifested. 

“Well, gentlemen both,” crietl the king at last, starting 
up and laying down the book ; “ I have kept ye long— 
ha But now, to make amends, 1 will lead yeito the fair 
ladies. Oh, the disguises ! the disguises! Bring the dis. 
guises, Minton; the three I chose but now. You, Darby, 
shall be a Muscovian; you, Maurice, a Palacco, and I an 
Almaine. Say, Darby, did you see my good Lord Car. 
dinal this morning, ere you came? Holds he his mind 
of going to York, as he stated yesterday ?” 

“ I did not see die very reverend lord this morning,” 
replied Lord Darby, who was Wolsey's ward, as well as 
the chief lord of Ms household. “ But his master of the 
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hoTse informed me that he still proposed going at ten this 
morning. Your grace knows that he never delays when 
business calls him, and in the present case he thinks that 
his presence may quell the murmurers of Yorkshire, as 
well as Lord Howard has put down the Rochester fools.” 

“ Ah, ’twas a shrewd business that of Rochester," said 
the king. “ Now would I give a thousand marks to know 
who ’t was that set that stone a rolling. Be you sure. 
Darby, that the brute shipwrights would ne’er have 
dreamed such a thing themselves. They were set on ! 
They were set on, man 1 Ha, the disguises. Quick, 
come into this closet, and we will robe us. ’T is late, and 
our lady has promised to give, as well as to receive a 
mask." 

So saying, Henry led the way to a cabinet at the side 
of the saloon, in which they were; and here the two 
young lords offered to assist in dressing him, but of this he 
would not permit, bidding them haste with their own 
robes, or he would be ready first. The disguise assigned 
to Sir Osborne was a splendid suit of gold brocade 
trimmed with fur, intended to represent the dress of a 
Pole; having a sort of pelisse with sleeves of rich gold 
damask, and sablt^ thrown over the back, and held by a 
baldrick, crossing from the right shoulder under the left 
arm. His head was covered with a square bonnet of 
cloth of gold, like his dress, with an edge of fur; and 
his face concealed by a satin mask with a beard of golden 
threads. 

The dress of Lord Darby was not very dissimilar, with 
only this difference, that in place of die pelisse, he was 
furnished with a robe with short sleeves, and wore on his 
head a sort of turban, or toque, with a high feather. 
In a very different style was the king’s disguise, being 
simply a splendid German dress of cloth of gold, trimmed 
with crimson velvet, but certainly not so unlike the gar¬ 
ments he usually wore, as to afford any great degree of 
concealment. All being masked and prepared, Henry sent 
the page to see if the torchbearers were ready, and 
issuing out of the palace, the three maskers, preceded by 
half a dozen attendants, crossed the greater quadrangle. 

Q 4 
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passed out at the gate, and making a circuit round the 
building, came immediately under the windows of the 
queen’s great hall, from each of which a broad blaze of 
light flashed forth upon the night, and cast a line of 
twinkling splendour across the river, that otherwise flowed 
on, dark and indistinct, under a clouded and moonless 
sky. 

“ Sir Osborne,” said Henry, in a low voice, as they en¬ 
tered the open doors, and turned into a suite of apart¬ 
ments anterior to the room where the queen held her 
assembly — “ Sir Osborne, your voice being unknown, you 
shall be our orator, and in your fine wit, seek a fair 
compliment for our introduction.” 

Had his face been uncovered, perhaps the young knight 
might have sought to excuse himself ; but there is won¬ 
derful assurance in a mask; and feeling a boldness in his 
disguise, which perhaps the eye of Constance de Grey 
might have robbed him of, had he not been concealed 
from its glance, he at once undertook the task, saying, 
that he would do his best. 

As he spoke, U couple of hautboys, by which Hpnry was 
preceded, paused at the entrance of the great hall, and 
placing themselves on each side, began ji light duet, to an¬ 
nounce that some masks were coming, 'fhe doors were 
thrown open, and a splendid scene burst on the view of Sir 
Osborne, full of bright and glittering figures, fleeting 
about in the blaze of innumerable lights, like the gay 
phantasms of a brilliant dream. The knight instinctively 
paused, but Henry urged him on. 

“ Quick! quick !” whispered he ; “ to the lady, to the 
lady ? you forget your task.” 

Sir Osborne instantly recollected himself, and seeing a 
lady, who standing unmasked at the farther end of the 
hall, bore about her that air of royalty, and that majestic 
beauty, scarcely touched by time, for which the noble 
Catherine was -famous, he advanc^ directly towards her, 
and bent (me knee to the ground. Nature had given him 
somewhat of t poet’s inspiration, which came now happily 
to his Mdjjjapd if his verses were not very good, they were 
at leattnilldy. 
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Lady of beauty, queen of grace. 

Strangers three have come tu thee. 

To gaze on thine unclouded face, 

Where bO many inaskcr.s he. 

Oh ! never shade that brow so high. 

With the mummers’ pmiited wile. 

Sure you kei'p that llnattd eye, 

Welcome on your slaves to smile.” 

“ I ihank you, fair sir, I thank you,” replied the 
queen, with a pleased and gracious smile: *' be most wel¬ 
come, you and your company— I siiould know you, and 
yet I do\ot. But will you not dance ; eltoose your fair 
ladies ; and, chamberlain, bi<l tlie music sound.” 

Sir Osborne passed on, and the king and Lord Darby 
followed. 

“ Kxcellent well, my kniglit! excellent well !” whispered 
Henry. “ Now show your wit in choice of a fair dame. 
I’faith, one must be keen in these same masks to tell 
the foul fiom the fair. However, let us disperse and find 
the jewels, though they be hid in sucli strange rinds.” 

At the word the three maskers took different paths 
amongst the various figures with which the hall was now 
nearly filled ; Lord Darby and the knight, each in search 
of the object of tlieir love; while Henry, as yet unrecog¬ 
nised, glided through the apartment, it might be in quest 
of some particular fair one also. 

For some time s!r Osborne sought in vain, bewildered 
amongst the crowd of quaint disguises with which he was 
surrounded. Now he thought he beheld the form of Lady 
Constance here, and after following it for a moment was 
called away by the sight of one that resembled her more. 
That again he gave up, convinced by some turn or some 
gesture that it was some other. Another presented itself, 
which perhaps he might have mistaken, but the gay flutter 
of her manner at once showed that it was not the person 
he sought. He saw that already Lord Darby had found 
his partner, — the tuning of the musical instruments was 
over, — and, mentally cursing his own stupidity, or his 
own ill-fortune, he was proceeding once more towards the 
part of the room where stood the queen, with his Iieart 
Iteating between eagerness and vexation, when he beheld 
a lady, dressed in silver brocade, with a plain satin mask,, 
glide into the hall, and, passing by several wno spoke to 
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her, approach that spot, as if to take a seat which stood 
near. Sir Osborne darted forward.— lie felt that it was 
her; and, eager to prevent any one intercepting him, 
almost startled her with the suddenness of his address, 

“ Fair mask,’’ said the knight, in a voice that trembled 
with delight and hope, “ will you tread a measure with a 
stranger, for courtesy’s sake ?” 

“ I should know your voice,” said the lady, in a low 
tone; “ but I can scarce believe I see you Mere. But 
one word, to tell me who you are ? ” 

“ My motto,” replied the knight, “is Constarw-y — my 
crest a lady's glove.” 

The lady instantly put her hand into his. “ Darnley,” 
said she, in a voice so low as to be inaudible to any one 
but himself, who, bending his head over her, trembled to 
catch every accent. 

“ Ah, Constance,” he replied, in the same subdued tone, 
“ what is it I have dared to say to you } what is it 1 have 
dared to hope Friendless and fortuneless as I am, can 
you ever pardon my boldness ? ” 

“ Hush 1 ” ste said, “ for pity.'s sake speak not in that 
way. Now I know you love me, that is enough! Friend¬ 
less you are not, and fortuneless you cannot be when all 
that is Constance’s is yours. But sef, they are going to 
dance ; afterwards we will speak more. Do not think me 
bold, Darnley, or too easily won ; but were I to affect that 
reserve which still perhaps might be right, we are so cir¬ 
cumstanced that we might be ruined before we understood 
each other.” 

The knight poured forth a thousand thanks, and strove 
to explain to Lady Constance how deeply grateful he felt 
for that generous candour which is ever the companion of 
the truest modesty ; and the music now beginning, he led 
her through the dance, with calm and graceful ease. As 
soon as the measure was ended, the queen’s chamberlain 
pronounced, with a loud voice, that, in the other balls, the 
knights and ladies, who had danced, would find cool air 
andtdiady bowers ; and, gladly taking advantage of this 
information. Sir Osborne led lus partner into the chamber 
Iwyond, which, by the queen’s device, had been 'divided 
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Into a thousand little arbours, where artificial trees and 
shrubs, mingled with real ones, and often ornamented with 
gilt fruit or flowers, formed a sort of enchanted garden, 
for the dancers to repose themselves, not very exquisite in 
its taste, indeed, but very much to the taste of the day. 

Singling out the farthest of all the arbours, and the one 
which permitted its occupants most easily to observe the 
approach of any other party, Darnley led Lady Constance 
to one of the seats which it contained, and placing himself 
by her side, paused for a moment in silence, to enjoy the 
new delights that came thrilling upon his heart. “ Oh, 
Constance! ” said he at length, looking up to the sweet 
hazel eyes that gazed upon him through the meaningless 
mask ; “ never, never did I think to know such happiness 
on earth. Could I have dreamed of this when I leh you 
for Flanders ?” 

“ I do not know,” replied Constance ; " I have done 
nothing but think ever since — ever since — you took my 
glove — and I have fancied that my dear father foresaw 
this, and wished it, as yon tell me he was aware who you 
were, for never, even at that age, was I permitted to know, 
and converse with, and see intimately, any young cavalier 
but yourself. And then, do not you remember when you 
used to teach me^ to shoot with the bow, how he would 
stand by and praise your shooting. Oh ! 1 can call to mind 
a thousand things to make me think so.” 

“ Could I but believe it,” said Darnley, “ I should be 
even happier than I am. But still, dear Constance, I 
hope, I trust, that in the end 1 may be enabled to seek 
your hand, not as an outcast wanderer. Your good cousin. 
Lord Darby, has brought me to the knowledge of the king, 
whose favour I have been happy enough to gain. He has 
retuned me as one of the gentlemen of his privy chamber, 
appointed me apartments in the palace, which are just 
above your own, and I hope so far to win his regard by 
this opportunity, that he may be induced to hear my 
cause against the villain who has seized our inheritance, 
and do justice to us at last. And then, Constance, with 
rank, and fortune, and favour, all restored, Darnley may 
hope." 
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“ And what, if not restored, Daridey ?” said Lady Con¬ 
stance. “ I>o you think that rank, or fortune, or favour, 
will make any difference in the regard of Constance de 
Grey No, l)arnley: if — but I won’t say if — you lov« 
me, and the cardinal may do what he will, but I will never 
wed another. He may find means, as they hint, to forfeit 
my English lands — yet he cannot take my French ones; 
and even if he did, 1 would rather be beggar and — free, 
than married to a man 1 do not love. Not that 1 do not 
love Darby as my cousin — he is kind, and generous, and 
frank, but, oh ! it is very, very different. But you say that 
he introduced you to the king ; I did not know you were 
even acquainted.” 

“ It is a long story, dear Constance,” replied the knight; 
“ I will give it you some other time ; but now tell me, 
while we are yet uninterrupted, how may I see you. To 
watch for you, even to catch a word during the day, cer¬ 
tainly were delight, but still’t is hard, situated as we are, 
not to be able to communicate together more freely. May 
I not come to see you ?” 

“ Certainly,” replied Lady Constance: “ but you know 
that I can hardly have any private conversation with you 
even when you do, for good Dr. Wilbrahara is with me 
the greater part of the morning, and one of my women 
always.” She paused for a moment in thought, and raising 
her eyes to his, “ Darnley," she said, “ 1 never could love 
a man in whose honour I could not entirely confide, there¬ 
fore I do not think it shows me either weak or wrong, 
when I say that I will be entirely guided by you. We 
are not situated as people in general, and therefore we can¬ 
not act as people in general do. Tell me, then, what you 
think right, and I will do it. But here are two of the 
maskers coming directly towards us— say, what must I do.” 

“ It is necessary, Constance,” said the knight quickly, 
“ absolutely necessary, that I should sometimes be allowed 
half an hour’s conversation alone, especially at the present 
moment I will come to-morrow early, very early, if it 
can be then. May I.>” 

“Yes," said Lady Constance, “I will see. But who 
are these ? They are coming to us !’* 
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“It is Lord Darby,” said the knight; “and, if I 
mistake not, Lady Katrivic Bulmer.” 

“ Dear I’olacco,” cried Lord Darby, “ approaching with 
a lady, who, to use an old writer’s description, was 
wondrous pay in her apparel, with a marvellous strange 
and rich tire on her head — “dear I’olacco, I am but now 
aware of how much 1 have to thank you for. What, you 
were near tilting at the Rochester host ? — and broaching 
me half a dozen plank shavers on your spear in defence of 
a fair lady, and also took niy part, even before you knew 
me ? — Now will 1 guess who is this silver fair one by 
your side — she's blushing through her mask, as if I were 
going to pronounce her name with the voice of a trumpet. 
Well, sweet cousin, tvill you own that you have a wild and 
rattle-pated relation in the good town of Westminster; and 
if so, though you cannot love him, will you love a very 
loveable creature for his sake 

“Hush, mad-cap, let me speak,” said the voice of Lady 
Katrine Bulmer. “ Lady,” she continued, placing herself 
by the side of Lady Constance, “ will you hate one, that 
would fajn love you very much, and have your love 
again ?” 

“Heaven forbid.J” replied Lady Constance; “’tis so 
sweet to lie loved ourselves, that feeling it, we can scarce 
refuse it again to those that love us — with a reservation 
though,” she added. 

“ Granted the reservation, that there is still a one,- must 
he love<l best,” said Lady Katrine ; “ we all four know 
it,” and she glanced her merry eyes round the circle. “ Oh 
what a happy thing is a mask ! Here one may confess 
one’s love, or laugh at one’s friends, or abuse one’s relations, 
without a blush; and surely, if they were worn always, 
they would save a world of false smiles, and a world of 
false tears. Oh strange economy ! What an ocean of 
grimaces might be spared if man were but to wear a paste, 
board face ! ” 

“ I am afraid that he does so more than you think, 
lady,” replied Sir Osborne. “ You will own that his 
countenance is hollow, and that its smiles are painted; in 
short, that it is all a picture, though a moving one.” 
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« Listen to him,” cried Latly Katrine, raising her look 
to Lord Darby; “ think of his having the impudence to 
moralise in the presence of two women ! Would you have 
believed it ?” 

“ Nay, fair lady, it was you who led the way,” replied 
Sir Osborne. “ But what means that trumpet in these 
peaceful halls.” 

“ ’T is either a sound to supper,” replied Lord Darby, 
“ or the entrance of one of those pageants, of which our 
gracious king is so fond ; at all events, let us go and see.” 

Thus speaking, he led away Lady Katrine gaily to the 
door, towards which all the other parties from the en¬ 
chanted garden were now proceeding. Sir Osborne and 
Lady Constance followed more slowly. “ Darnley,” said 
the fair girl, as she leaned on his arm, “ I know not what 
sort of presentiment led me hither to-night, for I have 
been so vexed and so distressed with much that has 
happenerl since my arrival in London, that I can hardly 
call myself well — I am now much fatigued, and if I can 
escape, I will hie me to my bed. M'hen you come to¬ 
morrow, you slTall answer me a thousand questions that 1 
have to ask. Oh, 1 see I can pass round by that other 
^oor — farewell, for this night.” ^ 

“ Oh, that I dared hope it had been a happy one to you 
as it has been to me,” said the knight, still holding her 
hand with a fond and lingering pressure. 

“■ It has, Darnley — it has,” replied Lady Constance ; 
“ it has bwn one that I shall never forget — farewell !” 
and turning away, she passed out of the door at the side, 
which led to the apartments in that wing of the building, 
not, however, without one look more into the room, where 
her lover stood gazing still, to catch the last glance of that 
graceful figure, ere it left his sight. 

When she was gone, the young knight, with a high- 
beating heart, turned to the door of the great hall, and 
entered with some of the last lingerers, who were now 
changing their slowness into speed, in order to get a place 
before the pageant entered. The thoughts of Sir Osborne, 
however, were employed on so much more engros.sing sub¬ 
jects, that he took no pains to hasten his steps till he was 
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fairly within the chamber, when, seeing the whole of the 
guests arranged on the farther side of the hall, with the 
queen in the centre, under her canopy or cloth of estate, 
he felt the impropriety of standing there alone, and 
hastened to seek a place. 

At that moment, he observed Henry, who, still ilisguised, 
was seate<l amongst the rest, and who made him a sign to 
take a place beside him. Notwithstanding his mask, how¬ 
ever, it was very evident that the king was known ; for, on 
his sign to Sir Osborne, all around made way for the 
young kn'ght to ajiproach the monarch. Scarcely had he 
taken his seat, when, through the great doors of the hall, 
a huge machine was rolled in, before which extended a 
double cloth of arras, so arranged as to hide every part of 
the gewgaw within, only leaving a twinkling light here and 
there, seen though the crevices, like the lamps that, through 
the cracks of the last scene in a p.antomime, aimounce the 
brilliant change that is soon to take place, to the temple of 
Love or Venus, or some other such sweet power, that deals 
in pastclmard and spangles. 

But such a thing can never be so well tJescribed as in 
the words of those who saw it, ami whose old stiff style 
harmonises admiral)^ well with the quaint and graceless 
show that they detail; we shall therefore only so far 
modify the account, which Hall, the chronicler, gives of 
this very pageant, as to render him generally intelligible. 

“ Then,” says he, “ there was a device or pageant 
brought in, out of which pageant issued out a gentleman 
richly apparelled, that showed how, in a garden of pleasure, 
there was an arbour of gold, wherein were lords and ladies, 
much desirous to show pleasure and pastime to the queen 
and ladies, if they might be licensed so to do ; who was 
answered by the queen, how she and all other there were 
very desirous to see them and their pastime, when a great 
cloth of arras, that did hang before the same pageant, 
was taken away, and the pageant brought more near. It 
was curiously made, and pleasant to behold; it was solemn 
and rich, for every post or pillar thereof was covered witli 
frieze gold ; therein were trees of hawthorn, eglantines, 
roses, vines, and other pleasant flowers of divers cidours, 
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with gillofers and other herbs, all made of satin, damasit, 
silk, silver and gold, accordingly as the natural trees, herbs, 
or flowers, ought to be. In which arbour were six ladies, 
all apparelled in white satin and green, set and embroidered 
full of II and K of gold, knit together v;ith laces of gold 
of damask, and all their garments were replenished with 
glittering spangles gilt over, and on their heads were 
boniiels all oi)cned at the four quarters, overfriezed with 
flat gobi of damask. In this garden, also, were six lords, 
apparelled in garments of purple satin, all of cuts with H 
and K. Every edge garnished with friezed gold, and every 
garment full of posies, made in letters of fine gold in 
bullion, as thick as might "be ; and every person had his 
name in like letters of massy gold. The first, Cmur Loyal; 
the second, Bonne Volitre; the third, Bon Espoir; the 
fourth. Valiant Desire ; the fifth, Bonne Foi ; the sixtli. 
Amour Loyal. Their hose, caps, and coats, were full of 
posies and 11. K.’s of fine gold in bullion, so the ground 
could scarce appear, and yet in every void jilace were 
spangles of gold. When time was come, the said pageant 
was brought forward into presence, and then descended a 
lord and lady by couples, and then the minstrels, which 
were disguised, also danced, and the lords and ladies 
danced, that it was a pleasure to behold.” 

Such is old Hall’s de~criptiou of the pageant’which now 
entered ; and it may easily be imagined tliat Sir Osborne 
accustomed to a less luxurious court, was somewhat 
tonished at the splendour of the scene, if he was not mi'e 
gratified by the good taste of the device. 

When the eye of Hetiry, pampered with such gaudy 
food from day to day, had taken in enough of the pagiant, 
he rose from his seat, and waving his hand for the 
musicians to cease, “ Thanks, gentle lords and ladies, 
thanks,” he cried, and taking off his own mask, added, 
“ Let us ease our faces of their vizards.” 

As he spoke, every one rose and unmasked, and Henry, 
taking Sir Osborne by the hand, led him forward to the 
queen, while all eyes naturally fixed upon him. 

“ Fair lady mine,” said the king, “ I bring you a good 
knight. Sir Osborne Maurice, who, as you see, has wit at 
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will, and who, I can vouch, is as keen a cliami)ion in the 
saddle as he is a graceful dancer in the hull ; in short, he 
is “^a very gentle perfect knight,’ whom you must cherish 
and receive for my love.” 

While Sir Osborne knelt and kissed the hand that she 
extended to him, Katherir* replied, “ Indeed, my lord, you 
have brought me one that I have longed to see. This is the 
good ktiight who, on his journey towards Lon<Ion, took charge 
of ray giddy girl and namesake, Katrine Ilulmer, and de¬ 
fended her from the Rochester rioters. Ooine hither, Kate, 
and in our presence thank tlic knight for all the trouble 
I am sure he had with thee upon the road.” 

“ Nay, your grace,” said Lady Katrine, advancing, “ I 
have thanked him once already, and men are all too saucy 
and conceited to thank them twice.” 

“ ’Tis thou art saucy, my fair mistress,” said the king, 
laughing ; and tlien bending down his head to the queen, 
who wa.s still seated, he whispered something to her which 
made her smile and raise her eyes to the knight and Lady 
Katrine. “ A handsome pair, indeed !” said she, in reply 
to what the king had whispered. “ But «thc banquet is 
ready.” 

“ Lords and ladies,” said Henry, raising his voice, “our 
royal mistress will not let us part without our supper. All, 
ti en, come In pairs, for in the white hall is prepared a 
hy.nquet. Sir Osborne, lead in Lady Katrine there ; you 
be coupled for an hour at least.” 

,S)Bir Osborne glanced his eye to Lord Darby; but the 
,rl was perfectly master of his countenance, and looking 
aS indifferent as if nothing had happened, led in some 
other lady, while the knight endeavoured to entertain Lady 
Katrine as well as he might, labouring under the comfort¬ 
able assurance that she would very much have preferred 
another by her side. 


R 
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CHAPTER VIJI. 


Would I a house for happiness <*vcef, 

Natur*' aSo*u; should be llio aichitcct. 

Cowley. 

T.ipilit hath no t<inf'uc, but is all eye ; 

If ii cfiuht s])oak no. well as n|)>, 

'J’Ih'- were the worst that it say, 

riial beiuf'well ! fain wt>uUl slay. 


Wk must now jiass over a brief space of time with but 
little commemoration. 

It was a lirigbt and beautiful morning in the beginning 
of the month of Alay, when tlie sky was of that soft tender 
blue which it possiases in the early year, ere the ardent 
rays of summer liave dyed it with a deejier titit ; and yet 
there was nothing of that misty faintness of line which 
foretels that the blue eye of heaven may })e filled with 
tears before night-l'all. It was clear, though it was soft; 
anil the light white clouds, that, wipged by the breeze, 
sped (piickly over the wide expanse, gave to the earth no 
trace of their iiassing, except the fleeting shadows that fol¬ 
lowed ihein, which, hurrying rapidly over the distant fields 
and woods, made each spot as they left it look brighter 
than before. Every object that met the eye spoke of spring. 
The bright green of the trees, and the fields, and the 
woods, clearly told that they had not known the burning 
touch of suinnier ; which, like manhood and the world’s 
experience, coming o'er the fresh dreams of youth, withers 
while it ripens, and with its very first approach steals some¬ 
what of the refreshing hue of early nature. The wil 1 
singing of the birds, rejoicing in the return of brightness 
to the earth, and making the whole air vocal with the 
bursting happiness of their renewed enjoyment — the busy 
hum of animared being rising up from hill, and dale, and 
wood, and joining with their song upon the breeze — all 
spi^ of refreshed existence. . Flowers panted the fields 
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and blossoms hung uj)on the trees, and perfume snook his 
lij;ht wings in tlic morning air and sprinkled it with balm. 

It was one of those mornings when the heart ojjens, and 
when every vein thrills with glad existence ; when we feel, 
as it were, the Deity, on the morning’s breath; when we 
hear liirn in the voice of creation ; when we worship him 
in his works, and adore him in the tem|)le he himself has 
raised. The scene, too, was lovely. Jt was in a wide 
open park, where the rich thick grass, spread like velvet 
over every slope and lawn — .so rich, so thick, its elasticity 
almost raised the foot that trod it. On its luxuriant bosom, 
the wide old trees, scattered in clump.s, or gathered toge¬ 
ther in broad sweeping woods, cast a deep shadow, iletined 
and clear, making the glossy softne.ss and the vivid green 
shine out more strongly for the contrast. It was the elm 
and the oak that jirincipally tenanted that park, though 
occasionally a hawthorn or a beech would interpose; and 
wherever they congregated into a wood, there was to be 
found every sort of shrub and brushwood clinging round 
their roots. Many a glade, however, appeared, and many 
a lawn between ; and where the trees brokft away, there a 
wide extended view prc.sented itself, showing a rich and 
fertile country beyond, full of green hedgerows and fields, 
broken and diversified by tile lines of hamlets and villages, 
mingling an air of wealth, prosperity, and living gladness, 
with the bright sweetness of the morning and the calm 
tranquillity of the park itself. 

At the foot, then, of one of the old oaks in Richmond 
Park sat Lady Donstance de Grey, while her woman Mar¬ 
garet stood at a little distance with a page, and Sir Osborne 
.Maurice leaned by her side. They had met by chance — 
really by chance — at that early hour in that remote part of 
the park; though it is more than probable that the same 
thoughts, acting on hearts so nearly allied, had led them 
both forth to meditate on their fate. And even after they 
had met, the stillness of the scone seemed to have found its 
way to their souls, for they remained almost in silence 
watching the clouds, and gazing at the view, content to 
feel that they enjoyed together the same sweet morning, and 
th.e same lovely scene. 

B 2 
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It may be as well, however, before proceeding farther, 
to give some slight sketch of what had occurred since the 
close of the last chapter; though were we to account for 
every day, it would be but detail of just alter just, tourney 
after tourney, revel upon revel, wearisome from their re¬ 
petition, and sickening from their vain sitlendour. Suffice 
it, that Sir Osborne still maintained liis place in the king’s 
favour. His lance was always held by the judges of the 
field as next to the king's: his grace in the hall, or at the 
court, his dexterity in martial exercises, his clerkly learn¬ 
ing, and his lighter accomplishments, won him much ad¬ 
miration ; while a sort of utiassuiningness, which seemed 
to hold his own high qualities as lig;ht, silenced much envy. 
In short, it became the fashion to praise him ; and it is so 
easy for courtiers to a])plaud or to decry, as the veering 
breath of favour changes, th.at to believe the outward sem¬ 
blance, Sir Osborne Maurice next to the king himself, and 
Oharles Brandon Duke of Suffolk, was the god of the court’s 
idolatry. 

There was, however, many a curious whisper of—"iVlio 
was he'Whence did he come ? IVhat was hjs family ? 
And some of the knights who had served abroad, and had 
been with the king at I'erouenne and^.Tournay, conferred 
together, and shook the wise head; but still it was re¬ 
marked that they were amongst those who most praised and 
.sought the young knight. Sir Osborne marked with a keen 
and observing eye all that passed about him; and seeing 
that he was reeogniscil by ttiore than one, he felt tliat he 
must hasten to prevent his secret being communicated to 
the king by any lips but his own: and now high in favour, 
he only waited a fitting opportunity to hazard all by the 
avowal of his name and rank. 

M’olsey had been absent for nearly a month in his diocese 
at York, and, removed from the influence of his presence. 
Lord Darby and Lady Katrine Bulmer, Sir Osborne and 
Constance de Grey, seemed to have forgot his stern autho¬ 
rity, and given course to the feelings of their hearts. The 
knight had seen Lady Cloustancc almost every day; and 
good Mrs, Margaret, her woman, with whom Sir Osborne 
was no small favourite, took care not to exercise towards 
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him that strict etiquette which she practised upon all other 
visiters, leaving them full opportunity to say all that the 
heart sought to communicate, as she very well perceived 
what feelings were busy in their breasts. 

Thus every thing between them was explained, every 
thing was known: there was no coldness, there was no re¬ 
serve, thcie was none of that idle and base coquetry which 
delights in teasing a heart that loves. Cotistance de Grey 
loved sincerely, openly, and she had too high an esteem 
for the man she ba<l chosen, to suppose that the acknow¬ 
ledgment of that love could make it less worthy in his eyes. 
Ilajtpy indeed, it was for them both that the most perfect 
confidence did exist between them, for Henry had con¬ 
ceived the project of marrying the young knight to Lady 
Katrine; and though the queen, with the instinctive per- 
cei)tion of a woman in those matters, soon saw that such a 
plan would very little accord with the feelings of either 
party, and quickly dnscouraged it; yet Henry, giving way 
to all his own impetuosity, hurried it on with precipitation, 
took every occasion to force them together, and declared 
that he would have them married as soon,as the court re¬ 
turned fnJrn the meeting with the French king at Guisnes. 

The situation of Sir Osborne was not a little embarrass¬ 
ing, the more espffcially as Lady Katrine, in her merry 
malice, often seemed to give in entirely to the king’s 
schemes, having a threefold object in so doing — if object 
can be attributed to such heedless gaiety ; namely, to coquet 
a little with Sir Osborne, which she did not dislike with 
any body, to enjoy his embarrassment, and, at the same 
time, to tease Lord Darby. 

With these three laudable motives she might have con¬ 
trived to make Sir Osborne and Lady Constance unhappy, 
had not that mutual confidence existed between them which 
set all doubts at defiance. Nor, indeed, was it Lady Ka¬ 
trine’s wish to do harm ; whimsical, gay, and thoughtless, 
she gave way to the impulse of the moment. If she was 
in good humour, she was all liveliness and spirit, running 
as close to the borders of direct flirtation as possible with 
whomsoever happened to Ire near; but, on the contrary, if 
any thing went wrong with her, she would be petulant and 
a S 
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irritable, showing forth a tliousand little airs of affected dig¬ 
nity and reserve which were not natural to her. No one’s 
g(X)d regard did she seek more than that of Lady Constance 
de Grey, and yet she seemed to take every way to lose it. 
]}ut (!onstance, though so different herself, understood her 
character, appreciated the good, made allowance for the 
faults, and secure in Darnley’s affection forgave her little 
coquetry with her lover. 

In regard to Lord Darby, he know Lady Katrine too ; 
and if ever he gave himself a moment’s uneasiness about 
her waywardness, he did not let it ajtpear. If she flirted, 
he flirted too ; if she was gay, he took care not to be a wliit 
behind ; if she was affectionate, be was gentle; and if she 
was cross, he laughed at her. She never couhl put him 
out of humour; though, to do her all manner of justice, 
.she tried lianl; and thus finding her attempts to tease in¬ 
effectual, she gradually relaxed in the endeavour. 

In the nieantiine the days of Sir flsborne and Lady Con¬ 
stance flew by in a sweet calm, that had something ominous 
in its tranquillity. IJe had almost forgotten Sir I’ayan 
Wilcton; and in the mild flow of her bajipiness, (ion- 
stance scareely remembered the schemes with .vhich the 
avaricious and liaughty tVolsey threatenwl to trouble the 
stream of her existence. But, nevertheless, it was to la; 
expected that if the dispensation had not yet arrived from 
Rome, it could not be delayed more titan a few days ; and 
that, at tile return of the minister from York, the commatid 
would be renewed for her to bestow lier band upon Lord 
Darby. Such thoughts would sometimes come across (ion- 
stance’s mind with a painful sensation of dread ; and tliesi, 
witli a spirit which so fair and tender an exterior seemed 
hardly to announce, she woulil revolve in her mind a plan 
for baffling the imperious prelate at all risks, and yet not 
implicate her lover at the very moment that his “ fortunes 
were a making.” 

Then again, she would often hope that the extraordinary- 
preparations that were going forward for the speedy meeting 
of die two courts of France and England, all the ceremonies 
that were to be arranged, and the many important questions 
that were to be cUscussed, would divert the mind of the 
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cardinal from herself, at least till after that meeting had 
taken place ; during which interval, chance might produce 
many circumstances more favourable to Iter ho|)es. At all 
1 ‘vcnts, her resolution was taken : she felt, too, that no jiower 
on earth was adequate to combat that determination; aiid 
thus, with fixed purpose, site turned her mifld from tlte 
eontcrnplalion of future dangers to the enjoyment of her 
])rosent hap])incss. 

The scene in Richmond Park, to which the court had 
now removed from (ireenwich, as well as the bright gen¬ 
tleness of the Alay morning in ivhich she mot Sir Osborne 
there, w'as well calculated to nurse the most pleasing chil¬ 
dren of hope; and yet there was something melancholy 
even in the niagnificent aspect of the day. I know not 
how, hut often in lliose grand shining mornings the soul 
seems to swell too powerfully ibr the body — the spirit to 
feel g;ill('d, as it were, by the chain that binds it to mor¬ 
tality. ^Vhatever be the cause, there is still, iii such a 
scene, a^ensivencss that steals upon the heart — a solem¬ 
nity that makes itself felt in those innermost recesses of 
the mind, where thought and sensation hlead so intimately 
as to be h.ardly separable from each other. Constance and 
Daruley both felt it; but still it was not sorrow that it 
produced, fur, mingling with their fervent love and their 
youthful hope, it gave their feelings something of divine. 

“ This is very, very lovely, Daniley,” said Lady Con¬ 
stance, after they had gazed for long in silence. “ Oh, why 
are not all days like this ! why must we have the storm, 
and the tempest, and the cloud !’’ 

“ Perhap.s,” replied the knight, “ if all days were so 
fair, we might not esteem them so much: we should be 
like those, Constance, who in the world have gone on in a 
long course of uninterrupted prosperity, and who have en¬ 
joyed so much that they can no longer enjoy.” 

Oh, no, no,” cried she; “ there are some pleasures that 
never cloy, and amongst them are those that we derive 
from contemplating the loveliness of nature. 1 cannot 
think that I should ever weary of scenes like these. No ! 
let me have a fairy sky, where the sunshine scarcely knows 
B 4 
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a cloudj and where the air is always soft and sweet like 
this.” 

At this moment Mistress Margaret approached, with 
some consternation in her aspect. “ Good now', lady,” 
cried slie, “ look ! who is this that is coming Such a 
strange-looking little man, no bigger than an atomy. 
Oh, I’m so glad the knight is with us ; for it is something 
singular, I am sure.” 

“ You are very right. Mistress Margaret,” said Sir Os¬ 
borne ; “ this is, indeed, a most singular Ixiing that ap¬ 
proaches. (’onslance, you have heard the queen and her 
ladies speak of Sir Cesar, the famous alchymist and astro., 
loger. He is well known to good Dr. Wilbraham, and 
seems, for some reason, to take a strange interest in all my 
proceedings. Depend on it,becomes to warn us of some¬ 
thing that is about to happen, and his warning must not 
be slighted ; for, from wheresoever his knowledge comes, it 
is very strange.” 

Lady Constance and the knight watched the old man as 
he came slowly over the green towards them, showing little 
of that vivacity of demeanour by which he wa? generally 
char.acteriscd. On approaching near, he bowed to Lady 
Constance with courtly-ease, saluted tlje knight in a man¬ 
ner which might be called affectionate ; and, without apo¬ 
logy for his intrusion, seated himself at the lady’s feet, and 
began a gay and easy conversation upon the justs of the 
day before. 

"There is no court in the world,” said he, after a little 
— “ and there are few courts I have not seen — where 
such sports are carried to the height of luxury that they 
are here. I never saw the tournaments, the justs, the pa¬ 
geants of Henry the Eighth King of England excelled but 
once.” 

“ And when was that, may I ask ? ” demanded Lady 
Constance, whose feelings towards the old man were 
strangely mingled of awe and curiosity, so much had she 
heard of him and his strange powers during her residence 
at the court. 

" It was in Germany,” replied Sir Cesar, “ at the city 
of Radsbon; and it was conducted as all such displays 
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should ever be conducted. Each knight wore over his ar¬ 
mour a motley suit, and on his casque a cap and hells; the 
hilt of his sword was ornamented with a bauble ; and as they 
made procession to the lists, the court fools of all the elec¬ 
tors in the empire followed behind the knights, and whipped 
them on with blown bladders.” 

“ Nay, nay, you are a satirist,” said Lady Constance; 
“such a thing, surely, could never happen in reality.” 

“ In truth it did, lady,” answered Sir Cesar ; “ it 
was called the Tournument of Fools, though 1 wot not 
to distinguish it from other tournaments, which are ail 
foolish enough. Cl.shorne,” he continued, turning abruptly 
to the young kniglit, “ you will ride no more at this 
court.” 

“ How mean you }" demanded Sir Osborne: “ why 
should 1 not.^” 

“ I mean,” replied the old man, “ that 1 come to for- 
warn you of ajrproaching evil. Perhaps yon may turn 
it asiile, but there is much that threatens you. Are you 
not losing tiine.^ The king’s regard is gained—where¬ 
fore, thetj, do you delay ? While Wolaey is absent— 
mark me! while Wolsey is absent — or you are lost 
for the moment." 

“ Oh say not so,” cried Lady Constance, clasping her 
hands — “oh say not so, for 1 hear that he returns to. 
morrow.” 

“ Fear not, lady,” said Sir Cesar, who had now risen ; 
“ tire danger will last but fur a time, and then pass 
away. So that, whatever happens to cither of you, let 
not your hearts sink ; but be firm, steadfast, and true. 
All the advice that I can give you is but the advice 
of an ordinary mortal like yourselves. Men judge rashly 
when they think that even those who see clearest can yet 
see clear. All that I know, all that I behold, is but a dim 
shadowing forth of what will be, like the indistinct memory 
of long gone years — a circumstance without a form. I 
see in botli your fates an evil and a sorrowful hour ap¬ 
proaching, and yet I cannot tell you how to avoid it; but 
I can descry that ’twill be but for a while, and that must 
console you.” 
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“ Good Sir GcBor/’ said the young knight, I will ask 
you no questions, for I have now learned that you were a 
dear friend of my father, and I feel sure that you will 
give all knowledge tliat may be useful to me; and if you 
will tell me what is good to do in this conjuncture, 1 
will follow it.” 

“Good, now!” said Sir Cesar, with a gratified look: 
“ Good ! 1 sec you are overcoming your old fault, though 
you have been a long while about it. 'I'lirce thousand 
years ! three thousand years to my remembrance.” 

Constance turned an inquiring look to her lover, who, 
however, was not capable of giving her any explanation. 
“ Think you,” demanded he, addres.sing Sir Cesar, “ that 
it would be best to inform his grace of every thing at 
once ?” 

“ I think it would,’’ said the old man, “ I think it 
would, hut I scarcely dare advise you. Osborne, there 
is a conviction pressing on my mind, which I have perhaps 
learned too late. Can it l)e that those who are permitted 
to read certain facts in the hook of fate, are blinded to the 
right intcrpretltion of tliat which they discover } Per¬ 
haps it may be — 1 have reason to believe it — nought 
that I have ever calculated has provi^l false ; but often, 
often it has been verified in a sense so opposite to my ex¬ 
pectations, yet so evident when it did appear, that it seems 
as if Heaven held the search presumptuous, and baffled 
the searcher even with the knowledge he acquired. Never 
will I more presume to expound aught that 1 may 
learn. The fact I tell you ; an evil and a bitter hour is 
coming for you both, but it shall not last, and then 
you shall be happy — when I am no more.” And turn¬ 
ing away without other farewell, he left them, and took 
the way to the palace. 

Lady Constance gazed on the face of her lover with a 
look of apprehensive tenderness that banished all thought 
of himself. “ Oh, my Constance,” said he, '' to think 
of your ,}iaving to undergo so much for me is too, too 
painful! But fear not, dear Constance ; we are still in a 
land where laws are above all power, and they cannot, 
they dare not ill-treat you !” 
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•‘ For mysolf, Darnley,” replied Constance, “ 1 have nc 
fear. They may tlireaten, they may wrong me, they 
may do wliat they will, but tliey can never make me 
marry another. It is for you I fear. However, he said 
that we slxould be happy at last, though he hinted that 
you would he driven from the court. Oh, IXivnley. if 
that be the case— if you find there be the least danger, fly 
without loss of time-” 

“ And leave behind me,” said Darnley, “ all I love it 
the world ! Oh, Constance, would not the block anti 
axe itself be preferable.^ It would, it would, a thousani 
times preferable to leaving you for ever!" 

“ 11 might.” said Constance ; “ 1 feel myself it might, 
if you feel as I feel. But, Darnley, 1 tell you at once I 
bolilly promise to follow.” 

“But still, Constance, dear, excellent girl,” said the 
knight, “ would it be right, would it be honourable in me 
to accept such a sacrifice ?” 

“Darnley,” said Lady Constance, firmly, “ my happi¬ 
ness is in your hands, and what is right and honourable 
is not to throw that happiness away. Now that my love 
is yours, now that my hand is promised to you, you have 
no right to think of rank, or fortune, or aught else. If I 
were obliged to fly,*would you not follow me.? and where¬ 
soever you go, there will I find means to join you. All 1 
ask, all I pray in return is, that if there be the least 
danger, you will instantly fly. AFill you promise me.? 
If you love me you will.” 

“ 1 will,” said Sir Osborne. “ What would I not do 
to prove that love! But I trust, dear Constance, there 
may be no need of hasty flight. All they can do will be 
to banish me the court, for I have committed no crime 
but coming here under a feigned name.” 

“I know not — I know not,” .said the lady; “’tis 
easy, whereto crime is, to forge an accusation; and, if 
report speak truth, such has been Wolsey's frequent policy, 
when any one became loved of our gracious king; so that 
even the favour you have gained may prove your ruin. 
But you have promised to fly upon the first threaten- 



252 


DARNLEY. 


ing of danger, and I hold as a part of that promise that 
you will stay for no leave-taking." 

“ Well, well, Constaiice,” replied the knight, “ time will 
show us more. Hut at all events 1 will try to anticipate 
Wolsey’s return, and, by telling Henry all, secure my 
fate." ■ 

“ Do so, do so!” said Lady Constance ; “ and oh, 
lose no time. Fly to him, Darnley,—he must be risen by 
this time. Farewell! farewell!” 

Sir Osborne would fain have lingered still, but Constance 
would not l)e satisfied till he went. At last then he left 
her, and proceeded with quick steps to the palace; while 
she, with a slower pace, pursued another path through the 
park, having been rejoined by Mistress Margaret, who, 
not liking the a])pearance of old Sir Cesar, had removed 
to a secure distance on his approach, and who now poured 
forth 1)0 inconsiderable vituperation on his face, his figure, 
and his a]>parcl. 


CHAPTER IX* 

Gloucester _Talking of hawking,— nothing else, my lord. 

SaassPEase. 

On arriving at the palace. Sir Osborne found that he had 
been sent for by the king; and hurrying his step towards 
the privy chamber, he was met by Henry himself, bearing 
a hawk upon his hand, and armed with a stout leaping pole, 
as if prepared for the field. " Come, sir knight," cried the 
king, “ if you would see sport, follow quick. Bennet has 
just marked a heron go down by the side of the river, 
and I am resol veil to fly young Jacob here, tl^at his wings 
may not rust. Follow quick ! ” 

Thus speaking, the king made all speed out of the 
palace; and cutting partly across the park, and round 
the base of the hill, soon reached the edge of the river, 
where slower progress became necessary, and he could 
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converse with the young knight without interrupting his 
sport. Tlieir conversation, liowever, was solely ^ut 
hawking and its accessories ; and winding along by the side 
of the sedges with which the bank was lined, they tried 
to raise the game by cries, and by beating the rushes with 
the ieapiiig pole. 

For a long way no heron made its appearance; and 
Henry was beginning to get impatient, just in the same 
proportion as he had been eager in setting out. Un¬ 
willing, however, to yield his sport, after persisting some 
time in endeavouring, with the aid of Sir Osborne, to 
make the jiroy take flight, he sent back lire only attendant 
that had i'ollowed him for a dog, and went on slowly 
with the knight, pursuing the course of the river. M'^hen 
they had jrrocceded alrout two liundicd yards, and had ar¬ 
rived at a spot where tile bank rose into a little mound, 
the knight paused, wlrilc Henry, ratlier crossed with not 
having instantly met with the amusement he expected, 
sauntered on, bending his eyes upon tlie ground. 

“ Hist, your grace! liist!" cried Sir Osborne: “ I have 
him !” 

“Where, man .r where cried Henry, looking round 
without seeing any thing. “ Ods life, where ?” 

“ Here, your grace ! iiere !” replied the kniglit. “ Uo 
you not see him, rvith one leg raised, and the claw 
contracted, gazing on the water as intently as a lady in 
a looking glass, —by that branch of a tree that is float¬ 
ing down 

“ Ha I yes, yes ! ” cried Henry. “ The long neck and 
the blue back! "fis lie. — M'hoop ! sir heroii! whoop! 
Cry him up, Maurice ! cry him up! ” 

Sir Osborne joined his voice to the king’s; and their 
united efforts reaching the ears of the long-legged fowl 
they were in search of, he speedily spread his wings, _ 
stretched out liis neck, and rose heavily from the water. 
With a whoop and a cry the king slipped the jesses of his 
falcon, and flew him after the heron, who, for a moment, 
not perceiving the adversary that pursued him, took bis 
flight over the fields, instead of rising high. On went the 
heron, on went the falcon, and on went Henry after them; 
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fill coming to a little muddy creek, which thereabouts 
found its way into the river, the king planted his pole with 
his accustomed activity, and threw himself forward for the 
leap. Unfortunately, however, at the very moment that 
his whole weight was cast upon the pole, in the midst of 
the spring, the wood snapped, and in an instant Sir Osborne 
saw the king fall flat on his face, and nearly disappear in 
the ooze and water with which the creek was filled. Henry 
struggled to free himself, but in vain ; for the tenacity of 
the mud prevented his raising his head, so that in another 
minute he must inevitably have been drowned, had not 
Sir Osborne plunged in to his aid, and lifted his face above 
the water, thus giving him room to breathe. Short as had 
been the time, however, that respiration had been impeded, 
the king’s powers were nearly exhausted, and even with the 
knight’s assistance he could not raise himself from the 
position in which he had fallen. 

Though an unsafe exiicriiucnt for both, considering the 
mud and slii^e with which they were entangled, nothing 
remained for Sir Osborne hut to take the king in his arms, 
and endeavour Co carry him to the hank : and this at length 
he accomj>lished, sometimes slipping, and sometimes stag¬ 
gering, with the uncertain nature of the footiiig and the 
heavy burden that he carried ,• but still supported by his 
vast strength, he contrived to keep himself from falling, 
proceeding slowly and carefully forward, and assuring 
himself of the firmness of each step before he teok 
another.* 

With a feeling of inexpressible gladness, he seated 
Henry on the bank, and knfeeling beside him expressetl 
his hopes that he had received no injury. “ No,” said the 
king, faintly: “ no. But, Maurice, you have saved my 
life. Thank God ! and thank you!" 

A pause now ensued, and the young knight endeavoured, 
as well as circumstances would jicrmit, to cleanse the coun¬ 
tenance and hands of the monarch from the effects of the 
fall. While he was thus employed, the king gradually 

• Hall jitvra an account of thia event with very little variation in the cir. 
cunuUmes. stating that only a footman was with tlie Kinp, one Moou’y : Uit, 
of course, Vonderbeugius may be relied un as the most corn'cL 
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recovered his breath and strength, and from time to time 
uttered a word or two if thanks, or directions, (ill at last 
liennet, the attendant, was seen approaching with the 
dog. 

‘'Stay, stay. Sir Osborne,” said the monarch; “here 
romes Bennct. We will send him for fre.sh clothes. 
Where is the falcon ? Ity my faith, I owe you much — 
ay, as much as life! Whistle for the falcon, 1 have not 
breath.” 

Sir Osborne uttered a long falconer’s whistle, and in a 
moment the bird hovered above them, and jierched upon 
the hand the monarch extended for it, showing by its 
bloody beak and claws that it had struck the J'rey. Nearly 
at the same time came up Bennct, who, as may be sup¬ 
posed, expressed no small terror and surprise at Iwholding 
the king in such a situation, and was preparing to fill the 
air with ejaculations and lamentations, when Henry stopped 
him in the midst. 

“ No, Bennet, no I” cried be, “ keep all that for when 
1 am dead quite ! Ha, man ! ’twill be time enough then. 
Thanks to Sir Osborne, 1 am not dead at present. Here, 
take this bird. 1 have lost both hood and jesses in that 
foul creek. .Hie to the manor, Bennet, and fetch me a 
large cloak with a hood, and another for Sir Osborne,— 
We will not return all draggled with the ooze, ha, Maurice ! 
Quick, Bennet I But mind, man, not a word of this mis¬ 
adventure, on your life!” 

“ Ah ! your grace knows that 1 am discreet,” replied 
the footman. 

“ Ay, as discreet as the babbling echo, or a jay, or a 
magpie,” cried Henry ; “ but get thee gone, quick ! and 
return by the path we came, for we follow slowly. I,end 
me your arm. Sir Osborne. We will round by yon little 
bridge. A curse upon the leaping pole, say I. By my 
fay, I will have all the creeks in England stopped. I 
owe my life to you, but hereafter we will speak of that — 

1 will find means to repay it.” 

“ I am more than repaid, your grace," said Sir Osborne, 
“ by the knowledge that, but for my poor aid, England 
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might have lost her king, and within a few hours the whole 
realm might have been drowned in fears.” 

“ Ay, poor souls! I do believe they would regret me,” 
said the monarch; “ for. Heaven knows ! it is my wish to 
see them happy. A king’s best elegy is to be found in the 
tears of his subjects. Sir Osborne; and every king should 
strive to merit their love when living, and their regret when 
dead.” 

Strange as it may seem, to those accustomed to picture 
to themselves Henry the Eighth as the sanguinary and 
remorseless tyrant which he appeared in latter years ; yet 
such were the sentiments with which he set out in his regal 
career, while youth, prosperity, and power were all in their 
first freshness — ’twas the tale Of the spoiled child, which 
was always good-humoured when it was pleased. Now 
the first twelve years of Henry's reign ofi'ered nought but 
pleasure, and during their lapse he appeared a gay, light¬ 
hearted, gallant monarch, fit to win and rule the hearts of a 
brave people ; for nothing yet had arisen to call into action 
the mighty vices that lay latent in his nature. Gradually, 
however, luxury jiroduced disease, and disease pain, and 
pain called up cruelty ; while long prosperity and uncon¬ 
tradicted sway made him imperious, irascible, and almost 
frantic under opposition. But such was not the case now, 
and it was only the close observer of human nature that 
could at all perceive in the young and splendid monarch 
the traits that promised what he w'ould afterwards become. 

Discoursing on the unlucky termination of their sport, 
Henry proceeded with Sir Osborne into the park, and there 
awaited the coming of the servant with their cloaks ; feeling 
a sort of foppish unwillingness to enter the palace in the 
state in which his fall hatl left him, his whole dress being 
stiff with mud, and both face and hands in any thing but a 
comely condition. Many men might have taken advantage 
of Sir Osborne’s situation to urge their suit; but notwitli. 
^standing the very great claim that the accident of the 
morning had given him upon Henry, the knight was hardly 
satisfied that it had occurred. He deemed that, in common 
decenty, he should be obliged to delay tl»e communication 
which he had proposed to make that very evening, and 
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thereby allow Wolsey to arrive before the event was decided, 
which for every reason he had hoped to avoid. Were he 
to press his suit now, it would seem, he thought, surpris. 
ing from the king’s gratitude what his justice might have 
denied, and indelicately to solicit a high reward for an acci. 
dental service. His great hope, however, was, that in the 
course of the evening the king might himself renew the 
subject, and by offering some token of his thanks afford 
an opportunity of pleading for justice for his father and 
himself. 

The discomfited falconers waited not long in the park 
before they were rejoined by the servant bearing the cloaks 
which the king had commanded; but although they soon 
reached the palace, the clammy wetness of his whole dress 
caused several slight shiverings to pass over the limbs of 
Henry, and after some persuasion by Sir Osborne he was 
induced to ask the counsel of his surgeon, who recom¬ 
mended him instantly to bathe, and then endeavour to 
sleep. 

This was, of course, a signal for the young knight to 
withdraw ^ and taking leave of the king, Be retired to his 
apartments to change his own dress, which was not in a 
much more comfortable state than that of the monarch. 
Our old friend Longpole soon answered to his call, and 
while aiding him in his arrangements, without any com¬ 
ment upon the state of his clothes, which he seemed to re¬ 
gard as nothing extraordinary, the honest custrel often 
paused to give a glance at his master’s face, as one who has 
something to communicate, the nature of which may not 
be very palatable to the hearer. 

" Well, Longpole,” said the knight, after observing 
several of these looks, " when you have trussed these three 
points, you shall tell me what is the matter, for I see you 
have something on your mind.” 

“ I only wished to ask your worship,” said the custrel, 
“ if you had seen him; for he’s lurking about here, like a 
blackbird under a cherry-tree.” 

“ Seen who ? ” demanded the knight. 

“ Why, the devil, your worship," replied Longpole. 

‘ 1 've seen him twice.” 
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“ Indeed !” said Sir Osborne ; “ and pray what did hi* 
infernal highness say to you when you did see him ? or 
rather, what do you mean ? ” 

“ Why I mean, sir,” replied the other, “ that I have 
seen Sir I’ayan Wileton twice here in the park during 
yesterday, if it was not his ghost; for he looked deadly 
pale, and I fancied I could smell a sort of brimstony smelL 
Now, 1 wot, a cunning priest would have told by the 
flavour whether ’twas purgatory half and half, or unadid- 
terated hell — though, if he’s not there, hell’s empty.” 

“ Hush !” said Sir Osborne ; “ speak not so lightly. 
When was this } ” 

“ The first time I saw him, sir,” answered the yeoman, 
“ was yesterday in the forenoon, just after the justs, when 
I took a stroll out into the park with Mrs. Geraldine, the 
Lady Katrine’s maid, for a little fresh air after the peck of 
dust 1 had broken my fast upon in the field. We had got, 
1 don’t know how, your worship, into that lonely part 
under the hill, when heneath one of the trees hard hy I 
saw Sir Payan, standing stock still, with his hand in the 
bosom of his doublet. His colour was always little better 
than that of a turnip, but now it looked like a turnip 
boiled.” 

“ Hid he apeak to you ? ” demanded Sir Osborne; “ or 
give any sign that he recognised you ? ” 

“ He did not speak,” replied Longpole, “ but when he 
saw me, he quietly slipped his hand out of the bosom of his 
doublet, and getting it down to the hilt of his poniard, kept 
fingering it with a sort of affectionate squeeze, as much as 
to say, ‘ Dearly beloved, how I should like to pluck you 
out of your leathern case, and furnish you with one of flesh 
and blood.’ He was ever fond of playing with his poniard; 
and when he spoke to you, if it were but of sousing a toast,' 
he would draw it in and out of tire scabbard all the time, 
as though he were afraid of losing the acquaintance if he 
did not keep up the intimacy.” 

“ You neither spoke, nor took any notice, I hope,” said 
Sir Osborne. 

‘“Oh no, your worship,” answered the custrel; “ I did 
not even give him bon jour, though he was fond of talking 
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French to me when he wished to say something privately. 
I only twitched Mistress Geraldine over to the other side, 
and passed him by close; thinking to myself, if 1 see your 
dagger in the air, I ’ll go nigh to sweep your head off with 
my broad-sword, if 1 have to run to France for it: but 
seeing that I looked him in the face, he turned him round 
upon his heel, with a draw down of the corner of his 
mouth, which meant a great deal, if it were rightly read.” 

“ Ah! and what would be your translation thereof, 
good Longpole” demanded his master. 

“ Why first, it meant — I hate you sufficiently to pre¬ 
tend to despise you. Then — I ’ll murder you whenever 
I can do so safely ; and again, it went to say — Give my 
best love to your master, and tell him he ’ll hear more of 
me soon.” 

“ By my faith, a good reading, and, I doubt not, a true 
one," replied the knight; “ but we must try and render 
his malice of no avail. And now, tell me when did you 
see him the second time ? ” 

“ The second time was after dinner, sir," said Longpole, 
“ when bis grace the king, yourself, and tile Duke of Suf. 
folk kept the barriers against all comers.” 

“ He did not try tlie field, did he ? ” demanded Sir 
Osborne. 

“ Oh no !” replied Longpole ; “ he stood looking on at 
a good distance, wrapped up in a cloak, so that it needed 
sharp eyes to recognise him ; but I saw him all the time 
fix his eyes upon you, so like a cat before a mouse-hole, 
that I thought every minute to see him overspring the 
barrier and take you by the throat. Depend upon it that 
good and honest knight, like bis german-cousin, Satan, 
never travels for any good, and we shall hear more of 
him.” 

“ I doubt it not,” answered Sir Osborne; “ and we 
must guard against him. But now, Longpole, a word or 
two to you. Did you give the packet, as I directed you, 
to Mistress Geraldine, Lady Katrine’s woman ? ” 

“ I did, your worship,” answered Longpole, somewhat 
surprised at the serious air that came over his lord’s coun- 
s 3 
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tenance: “ I gave it immediately I received it from your 
hands.” 

“ That was right,” replied Sir Osborne. “ And now- 
let me say to you, my good Heartley, that 1 have remarked 
you often with this same girl Geraldine, and it seems to me 
that you are seeking her love." 

“ Oh, good now ! your worship,” cried Lgn^ole ; “ if 
you prohibit me from making love, it’s all over with me. 
Indeed, your worship, I could not do withoulj^ it. It is 
meat, drink, and sleep to me—better than a stirrup cup 
when I rise in the morning, or a sleeping cup when I go to 
bed at night 'Faith ! I could not sleep without being in 
love. There, when 1 was with Sir Payan, where there was 
nothing to fall in love with but the portrait of his grand¬ 
mother against the wall, I could not sleep o’ nights at all, 
and was forced to take to deer-stcaling, just for amusement. 
Ods life ! your worship is hard on me. 'There, you have 
a bellyfull of love, all day long, from the highest ladies of 
the court, and you would deny me as much as will lay in 
the palm of a serving woman.” 

“ Nay, nay, Longpole," said Sir Osborne,, laughing, 

you have taken me up too hastily. All I meant to say 
was merely, that seeing you are evidently seeking tliis poor 
girl’s love, you must not play hecfalse. 1 do not wish to 
imply that you would wrong her virtue — of that I am 
sure you are incapable ; but 1 mean you must not win her 
love, and then leave her for another." 

“ Dear heart, no! ” cried Longpole; “ I would not for 
the world. Poor little soul, she has suffered enough ! So 
I’m now consoling her, your worship. It’s wonderful 
how soon a broken heart is patched up with a little of the 
same stuff that broke it. It is the very reverse of piecing 
a doublet ; for in love you mend old loVe with new, and 
it’s almost as good as ever. However, some day soon we 
intend to ask your worship’s leave, and the priest's blessing, 
mid say all those odd little words that tie two folks to¬ 
gether.” 

“ My leave and good wishes you shall have, Longpole," 
reph^ jthe knight, “ and all I can do to Mst your purse. 
Hark! is not that the trumpet todinldr? Give me my 
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bonnet—I will down and dine at the board of estate to-day, 
as I was not there yesterday.” 

On descending to the hall. Sir Osborne was instantly 
assailed by a thousand questions respecting the accident 
which had befallen the king; for what between the diligent 
exertions of the attendants, and those of the surgeon, the 
news had already spread through the whole court. In 
reply, the knight gave as brief and exact an account of the 
whole occurence as possible, endeavouring to stop the lying 
tongue of Rumour by furnishing her with the truth at least. 
After dinner he returned to his own apartments, and only 
left them once for a momentary visit to Constance de Grey, 
remaining in hopes all the evening that the king might 
s«id for him when he arose. Such hopes, however, were 
in vain : day waned, and night fell, and the knight's suit 
was no farther advanced than when Sir Cesar warned him 
to hasten it in the morning. 


CHAPTER X. 


A spirit fit to start into an empire 
Ana look the world to law. 

—— He, fun of fraudful arts, 

This well'invented talc for truth imparts. 

DftThiif. 

We must now for a while change our place of action, and 
endeavour to carry the mind of the reader from the sweeter 
and more tranquil scenes of Richmond Park, one of the 
most favoured residences of Henry ihe Eighth, to York 
Place, the roagnifleent dwelling of that pampered child of 
fortune Cardinal Wolsey. 

His progress, his power, and his fall; his arrogance, his 
splendour, and his vices ; all the many changes that may 
be traced to his government of the realm, or to his art^ces 
with the king, and of which to this &y we feel the in¬ 
fluence — changes whidi, though beneficial in their effects, 
8 3 
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like many of our most excellent institutions, originated in 
petty passions, or egregious errors, — in short, all his vast 
faults, and his vast powers, have so often called the eyes of 
the world to the proud prelate, that he seems hardly one of 
those remote beings which the cloud of past centuries has 
shadowed with misty indistinctness. His image, as well 
as his history, is familiar to the mind’s eye. He lives, he 
moves before us, starting out from the picture of the times 
of old to claim acquaintance with our memory^ as some¬ 
thing more tangibly real than the vague, undefined forms, 
that float upon the sea of history. Such skilful pens also 
have depicted him in every scene and situation, that it be¬ 
comes almost unnecessary, and, perhaps, somewhat pre¬ 
sumptuous, to say more concerning him than that which 
strictly interweaves itself with the web of this talc. 

York Place, which, as every one knows, was afterwards 
called Whitehall, though it offered an appearance very dif¬ 
ferent from the building at present known by that name, 
stood nearly on the same spot which it now occupies. Sur¬ 
rounded by splendid gardens, and ornamented with all that 
the arts of the day could produce of luxurious or elegant, 
so far from yielding in any degree to the various resideiiccs 
of the king, it surpassed them all in almost every respect. 
The combination also of ecclesiasljpal pomp with the mag. 
nificence of a lay prince, created in the courts and round 
the gates of the palace a continual scene of glitter and bril¬ 
liancy. Whether it were deputations from abbeys and 
monasteries — the visits of other bishops — the attendance 
of noblemen and gentlemen come to pay their court — the 
halt of military leaders with their armed bands, prepared 
for service and waiting for command,— still bustle, activity, 
and splendour, were always to be met with in the open 
space before tlie building, on every morning when the fine¬ 
ness of the weather permitted such display. There were 
to be seen passing to and fro the rich embroidered robes 
of the clergy, in all the hues of green and purple and of 
gold; the splendid liveries of the cardinal’s own attend¬ 
ants, ^d of the followers of his visiters ; the white dresses 
of the soldiery, traversed with the broad red cross of Eng¬ 
land ; the arms of the leaders, and the many-coloured 
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housings of the horses; while above the crowd was often 
displayed tlie high-wrought silver cross or the glittering 
crook of bishop or mitred abbot, borne amongst banners 
and pennons and dutti'ring plumes. 

It was on a morning when the scene before the palace 
was full of more than usual life, owing to the arrival of tlie 
cardinal the night before from York, (which was, be it re¬ 
marked, one day earlier than he had been expected,) that 
Sir I’ayan Wileton rode tli rough the crowd to the grand 
entrance. ’ He was followed by ten armed attendants, the 
foremost of whom were Cornish men, of that egregious 
stature which acquired for their countrymen in the olden 
time the reputation of sprouting out into giants. These 
two Sir I’ayan had sent for expressly from his estates in 
Cornwall, not without a purpose ; and now, having dressed 
them in splendid liveries, he gave orders for his train to 
halt at jiuch a rlistance as to be plainly visible from the 
windows of the palace. 

Dismounting from his horse at the door, he gave him to 
his page, and entering the hall passed through the crowd 
of attendants with which it was tenanted, a«d mounted the 
grand staircase with that sort of slow, determined step, 
which is almost always to la; found in persons whose re¬ 
liance on their own powers of mind is founded in long ex¬ 
perience and success. 

The number of people whom he met running up and 
down tire wide staircase with various papers in their hands, 
announced at once the multitude of affairs which the car¬ 
dinal was obliged to despatch after his long absence at York, 
and foreshowed some difficulty in obtaining an audience. 
Here, was a sandalled monk, slowly descending from what 
seemed some disappointed suit; there, a light courtier 
hurrying forward in fear of being too late; now, the glad 
look of a satisfied applicant; now, the vexed mien of one 
whose expectations were delayed ; while ever between the 
familiar servants of the place glided to and fro on their 
various errands, passing coldly amongst that crowd of 
throbbing bosoms, as beings apart, whose feelings had no 
community with the hopes, the fears, the wishes, 4nd all 
s 4 
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the thronged emotions which were then excited or de¬ 
stroyed. 

Following one of these into the waiting-hall at the top 
of the staircase. Sir Payan found it crowded almost to suf¬ 
focation with persons staying for an audience, either from 
Wolsey himself, or from one of his secretaries. Above 
their hea<Is appeared a misty atmosphere of condensed hu¬ 
man breath, and all around was heard the busy buzz of many 
voices murmuring in eager but whispered consultation. 

The hall was a large chamber, cutting directly through 
the centre of the house, with a high gothic window at 
each end; to the right and left of which, at both extremi¬ 
ties, appeared a door. 'Die one ojiposite to that by which 
Sir Payan entered stood open, though a small wooden bar 
prevented the entrance of the crowd into the room lieyond, 
which was occupied by six or seven ordinary clerks, Wily 
employed in filling up various papers, and speaking from 
time to time to the persons who presented themselves on 
business. At each of the doors, at the other end of the 
room, stood an usher with his rod, and a marshal with his 
staff, opposing the ingress of any but such as tlje highest 
rank, or personal interest, entitled to enter beyond the 
porch of the temple ; for there the right-hand path led to 
the privy chambers of Wolsey himself, and the left to the 
ofliccs of his principal secretaries. It was round this left- 
hand door that the crowd took its densest aspect ; for many 
who were hopeless of obtaining a hearing from the carding 
himself, fondly flattered themselves that their plaint or 
petition might reach his ear through his secretary, if, either 
by bribe or flattery, they could secure the interest of the 
secondary great man. 

Winding in and out through the meandering path left 
by the various groups in the hall. Sir Payan approached 
the door which led to the cardinal’s apartments, and de¬ 
manded admission. There was something in his tone which 
implied right, and the usher said that if he would give his 
name he would inquire; though an applicant who had re¬ 
mained long unlistened to audibly murmured his indignation, 
and elalmed to be admitted first. 

Sir Payan turned to look at him while tlte usher was 
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gone, and at once encountered the eyes of a near neighbour 
of his own, who, under his fostering care, had dwindled 
from a rich landholder to a poor fanner, and thence had 
sunk to beggary; while his possessions, one by one, had 
merged into the property of Sir Payan, which, like the 
Norwegian whirlpool, seemed to absorb every thing that 
came within its vortex. No sooner did the old man's eyes 
fall upon his countenance, and Ix'hold who it was that still 
kept him from the light, than giving way to his rage, he 
clasped his hands, and stamping upon the ground, cursed 
him, before all tlie multitude, with the energy of ilespair. 

Sir Payan cast upon him a cold look, mingled of pity 
and contempt, an<l passed throtigh the door, which the 
uslier now hehl open for liis entrance. The room at which 
he arrived was a large ante-room, occupied by various 
groups of lords and gentlemen attached to the household 
of the cardinal, who, prouder than royalty ever needs to 
be, would, at least, be equal with the king himself in the 
rank of his various oflieers. These were scattered about 
in various parts of the room, talking with the select visiters 
whom the aishers had permitted to enter, or staring vacantly 
at the figures on the rich tapestry by which they were sur¬ 
rounded, wherein, though scrutini.sed a thousand times, 
they still found sufficient to occupy their idle eyes, while 
waiting till the minister should go forth. With almost 
every one he saw Sir Payan was in some degree acquainted ; 
but in their bow or gratulation, as he passed, there was none 
of the frank, cordial welcome of regard or esteem: it was 
simply the acknowledgment of a rich and powerful man, 
whose only title to reverence was in his influence and his 
wealth. 

About the centre stood Lord Darby, and to him Sir 
Payan approached with a “good morrow, my good lord.’’ 

“ Sir!" said the earl, looking him steadfastly in the 
face for a moment; then, turning on his heel, he walked 
to the other end of the room. Nothing abashed. Sir Payan 
kept his ground, tracing the young lord with his eyes, in 
which no very amicable expression was visible ; and then, 
after a moment, he approached a small table, near the door 
of the minister’s cabinet, whereat was seated a clerk, whom. 
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as it so happened. Sir Payan himself had recommended to 
tile cardinal. 

“ Can liis grace be spoken with. Master Taylor ? ” de¬ 
manded the knight, as the clerk bowed low at liis approach. 

“ He is busied, honoured sir,” replied the man, with a 
second profound reverence, “ in conversation with the 
prior of his at)bey of St. Albans on matters of deep im¬ 
portance—” A loud laugh from the chamber within reached 
Sir Payan’s ear, through the door by which he stood; but 
he took no notice of this comment on the important busi¬ 
ness which Wolsey was transacting, and the clerk went on. 
“ I am sorry to say, sir, also, that there are five or six per¬ 
sons of distinction who have waited on his grace’s leisure 
for near an hour.” 

“ But the cardinal sent for me,” said Sir Payan; “ and 
besides—” And he whispered something to his former ser¬ 
vant which seemed convincing. In a minute or two after, 
the door opened, and the prior of St. Albans issued forth. 
Rustling up to the table in his rich silk roVtes, he said to 
tlie clerk, in a low and important voice, “ His grace com¬ 
mands you to ^nd in the person of the highest, rank that 
came next.” 

“Well, holy father,” said the clerk rising; and then 
appearing to search the room with his eyes, he waited till 
the prior was gone, when, turning to Sir Payan, he added 
in a loud voice, “ Sir Payan Wileton, the lord cardinal is 
waiting for you.” 

The knight instantly proceeded to the door, which was 
opened by one of the ushers who stood near; and passing 
on, he found himself directly in the presence of the car¬ 
dinal, who, seated in a chair of state, waited the next comer, 
with a countenance prepared to yield a good or bad recep¬ 
tion, according to their rank and purpose. 

He was, at that time, not apparently much above fifty- 
five, tall, erepl, and dignified; with a face replete with 
thought and mind, and a carriage at once haughty and 
graceful. His dark eye was piercing and full of fire ; and 
lurking about the corners of his mouth might be seen the 
lines of unbounded pride, striven against and repressed, but 
still existing with uiidiniinished force. The robes of bright 
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scarlet satin, which he wore without any other relief than a 
tippet of rich sables, made his cheek look almost ashy pale ; 
and the shade of the broad hat which covered his brow 
gave an air of pensive solemnity to his features, which, 
joined with the fire of his eye, the pride of his lip, and 
the knowledge of his power, invested his presence with an 
impressiveness not devoid of awe. 

As Sir Payan entered, ^V'olsey’s brow gradually con¬ 
tracted into a frown ; and fixing his glance full ujatn him, 
he let him stand for several moments before ho motioned 
him to a seat. At length, however, he spoke. 

“ Sir Payan Wileton,” said he, “ I have sent for you 
to speak on many subjects that may not be very agreeable 
for you to discuss. However, as they concern the welfare 
of society, and the fame of the king's justice, they must 
be inquired into ; nor must any man’s rank or wealth shel¬ 
ter him from the even eye of equity.” 

“ Your grace hardly does me justice,” replied Sir Payan, 
resolving to keep to vague professions, till he had ascer¬ 
tained, as far as possible, what was passing in Wolsey’s 
mind, ‘f Had I been unwilling to discus# any part of my 
conduct with your grace, should T have importuned your 
gates every day for the last week in hopes of your return ? 
and if, on the most minute investigation, I found any of 
my acts which would not meet the eye of equity itself, 
should I voluntarily present myself before the cardinal of 
York?” 

“ You were sent for. Sir Payan,” replied VYolsey. “ Last 
night the messenger set out.” 

“ By your grace’s pardon,” said the knight, “ if you 
but calculate, you will find that I could not have come from 
a far part of Kent in so short a space of time. It is true, 
that I have received the packet, but that was only by send¬ 
ing last night to know if you had then returned. My 
servant met your messenger at the very door, and received 
the letter intended to be sent to Chilham. But every day, 
as I have told your grace, since I have risen from a bed 
of sickness, where a cross accident had thrown me, I have 
not ceased to seek your presence on business of some im¬ 
port." 
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Wolsey, long accustomed to encounter every species of 
wily art, was not to l)e led away by the exhibition of a 
new subject; and pursuing his first object, he proceeded:— 

“ We will speak of that anon. At present, it is my task 
to inform you, sir, that various are the complaints, petitions, 
and accusations against you, tliat daily reach my hand. 
And many prayers liave been addressed to his royal grace 
the king, by tlie very best and noblest of the land, to in¬ 
duce him to re-establish the house of Fitzbernard in the 
lordship and estates of Chilhain Castle. All these things 
have led me to inquire — as indeed is but my duty, as 
chancellor of this kingdom — into the justice of your title 
to these estates, when 1 find that the case stands thus: — 
The Karl of Fitzbernard, in the last year of his late ma¬ 
jesty’s reign, was accused by those two infamous commis¬ 
sioners, Flmpson and Dudley, and was, upon the premises, 
condemned to the enormous fine of one hundred thousand 
pounds, under the penal statutes; and as a still farther 
punishment, for some words lightly spoken, the king, then 
upon his death-bed, recalled the stewardship of Dover Castle, 
which involved, us was supposed, the forfeiture of jGhilham 
Castle and its lands — was it not so }” 

“ It was so far, your grace,” replied Sir I’ayan ; “ but 
allow me to observe-” 

“ Hush ! ” said the cardinal, waving his hand ; “ hear 
me, and then your observations, if you please. Such being 
the case, as I have said, and the wide barony of Chilham 
supposed to be vacant, the stewardship of Dover Castle, 
with those estates annexed, is bestowed upon you — how, 
or why, is not very apparent, though the cause alleged is 
service rendered in the time of Perkyn Warheck. Now it 
appears, from some documents placed in tire hands of Lord 
Dacre, of the north, by the Duke of Buckingham, that 
Chilham Castle was granted to Fulbert do Douvre, at a 
period much subsequent to the grant of the stewardship of 
Dover; that it was totally distinct, and held by tenure of 
chivalry, in fee and unalienable, except under attainder, 
or by breach of tenure. M''hat say you, now. Sir 
Payan ?” 

“Why, simply this, your grace,” replied Sir Payan 



DABNLEY. 


26.9 

boldly, “ that the good Duke of Buckingham — the noble 
Duke of Buckingham, as the commons call him — seems 
to be nearly as* much my good friend as he is to the king, 
his royal master, or to your graceand, knitting his brow, 
and clenching his teeth, he fixed his eyes upon the rose in 
his shoe, remaining sternly silent, to let what he had said, 
and what he had implied, work fully on the mind of tlie 
cardinal. 

Wolsey’s hatred to the princely Buckingham was well 
known, and Sir Payan easily understood that hatred to be 
the most maddening kind, called jealousy j so that not a word 
he had said but was meted to the taste and appetite of the 
cardinal with a skilful hand. The minister’s cheek flushed 
while the knight sjioke ; and when, after implying by tone, 
and look, and manner, that he could say more. Sir Payan 
suddenly stopped, and bent his eyes upon the ground, 
Wolsey had nearly burst forth in that impatient strain of 
question, which would have betrayed the deep anxiety he 
felt to snatch at any accusation against his ndble rival. 
Checking, himself, however, the politic churchman paused, 
and seemed to wait for some farther reply, till, finding that 
Sir Payan still maintained his silent attitude of thought, he 
said, “ Have you any reason, sir, to suppo.se that the duke 
is ill-disposed towards his grace the king? Of myself I 
speak not. Jlis envy touches me not personally; but 
where danger shows itself towards our royal master, it 
becomes a duty to inquire. Your insinuations. Sir Payan, 
were strong: you should be strongly able to support 
them.” 

“ 1 know not, your grace,” replied the knight, with the 
unhesitating ilariug that characterised all his actions, “how 
far a man's loyalty should properly extend ; but this I 
know, that I am not the tame and quiet dog that fawns 
upon the hand that snatches its mess from before its muz¬ 
zle. What I know, 1 know; what I suspect, remains to 
. be proved; but neither knowledge, nor suspicion, nor the 
clue to guide judgment through the labyrinth of wicked 
plotting, will I furnish to any one, with the prospect before 
my eyes of being deprived, for no earthly fault, of my 
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rightful property, granted to me by the free will of our 
noble king Henry the Seventh.” 

An ominous frown gathered upon Wolsey’s brow, and 
fain would he have possessed the thunder to strike dead 
the bold man who dared thus withhold the information that 
he sought, and oppose him with conditions in tlie plenitufle 
of his power. “ You are gifted with a strange hardihood, 
sir," cried he, in a voice, the slight trembling of whose 
tone told the boiling of the soul within. “ Did you ever 
hear of misprision of treason — say ? ” 

“ I have, your grace,” replied Sir Payan, whose bold 
and determined spirit was not made to quail even before 
that of AVolsey. Acting, however, coolly and shrewdly, 
he was moved by no heat as the cardinal ; and though 
calculating exactly the strength of his position, he knew 
that it was far from his interest to create an enemy in the 
powerful minister, who, sooner or later, would find means 
to avenge himself. At the same time, he saw that he 
must m^e his undisturbed possession of Chilham Castle 
the price of any information he could give, or that he 
might both yield his secret and lose his land. . “ 1 have 
heard, your grace," he said, “ of misprision of treason, 
but I know iiot how such a thing can affect me. First, 
treason must be ])roved, then it must be shown that it was 
concealed with full knowledge thereof. Doubts and sus-. 
picions, your grace knows, are not within the. me,aning of 
tlie law.” Sir I’ayan paused, and Wolsey remained in 
silence, as if almost disdaining to reply. The knight 
clearly saw what was passing in his mind, and continued, 
after an affectation of thought, to give the appearance of a 
sudden n-turu of affectionate submission to what he was 
about to say. 

“ But why, your grace, why,” cried he, “ cast away 
from you otto of your most faithful servants } AVhy must 
it be, when 1 have waited at your door, day after day, to 
give you some information, much for the state’s and for 
your grace’s benefit to know — that the very first time I 
am admitted to your presence, 1 find my zeal checked and 
my affection cooled by an express intention to deprive me 
of my estates?” 
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“ Nay, Sir Payan,” ^aid Wolsey, glad of an opportunity 
of yielding, without coroproinising eitlier pride or dignity, 
“ no such intention was expressed. You have mistaken 
entirely — I only urged these reasons, that you might 
know what had been urgwl to me; and I was about to put 
it to you what I could do, if the young Lord Darnley came 
over to this country and claimed tliese estates, for, probably, 
the old earl will not have energy enough to make the en¬ 
deavour. What could 1 do, 1 say” 

“ Let him proceed by due course of law, my lord," 
replied Sir Payan ; the calculation in whose mind was 
somewhat to the following efteet, though passing mure 
rapidly than it could when embodied in words. Before 
his claim is maile in law (thought he), he shall taste of the 
axe of the Tower, or 1 am mistaken. However, I will 
not let Wolsey know who he is, i'or then my interest in 
the business would be ajiparent, and 1 could claim no high 
recompence for ridding myself of my own enemy. No, I 
will crush him as Osborne Maurice, a jierl'ect stranger to 
me; then will my zeal seem great. I’ride will prevent 
him from owning his name till the death; ,and if he does 
own it, his coming here concealed, joined to the crimes 
that I will iind means to j)rove against him, shall but make 
him appear the blacker.” Such was the train of thought 
that passed instantly through his mind; while, with an 
affectation of candour, he reiilied, “ Let him proceed by 
ilue course of law, my lord : then if he succeed, let him 
have it, in Hod’s name. All 1 ask is, that your grace will 
not moot the (piestion ; for one word of the great VV'olsey 
throws more weight into one or other of the scales of jus¬ 
tice, than all the favour of a dozen kings.” 

Wolsey was flattered, but not deceived. However, it 
was his part not to see, at least for the time; and though 
he very well understood that Sir Payan would take special 
means to prevent the young lord from seeking justice by 
law, he replied, “ All that 1 could ever contemplate. Sir 
Payan, was to do equal right to any one that should bring 
their cause before me. It is not for me to seek out occa¬ 
sions for men to plunge themselves in law ; and be you 
very sure, that unless the matter be brought before me in 
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the most regular manner, I shall never agitate the question 
— which is one that, even should it be discussed, would 
involve many, many difficulties. From what I say now 
you may see, sir, that your haste has hurried you into 
unnecessary disrespect, which. Heaven knows, I fed not as 
regards my person, but as it touches my office I am bound 
to reprove you.” 

“ Most deeply do 1 deplore it,” replied Sir Payan, “ if 
I have been guilty c€ any disrespect to one whom 1 reve¬ 
rence more than any other on the earth ; but I think that 
the information which 1 have to communicate will at least 
be some atonement. I have then, my lord,” he proceeded, 
lowering his voice, — “ 1 have then discovered, by a most 
singular and happy chance, as dangerous a conspiracy as 
ever stained the annals of any Kuropcan kingdom; and 1 
hold in my hand the most irrefragable proofs thereof, 
together with the names of the principal persons, the testi¬ 
mony of several witnesses which bears upon the subject, 
and various letters which are in themselves conviction. 
I will now, with your grace’s leave-” 

At that motqeut one of the ushers opened the door Of 
the cabinet, and with a profound reverence' informed 
Wolsey that the Earl of Knolles desired to know when he 
could have an audience, as he had been waiting long 
without. 

“ Ha ! What! ’’ exclaimed the cardinal, his eye flash, 
ing, and his lip quivering with anger at the interruption — 
“ am I to l)e disturbed each moment ? Tell him I can. 
not see him — I am busy — I am engaged — occupied on 
more important things. Were he a prince, I would not 
see him. And you, beware how yon intrude again. Now, 
Sir Payan, speak on. This is matter of moment indeed. 
What was the object of this conspiracy ” 

Nothing less, I can conceive, my lord, than to make 
the commons dissatisfied with the government under which 
they live; to incite them to various insurrections, and, if 
possible, into general rebellion, under favour of which my 
Lord Duke of Buckingham might find his way to the 
throne ; at least, there arc fixed his eyes.” 

“ Ha, ha! my proud Lord of Buckingham! ” cried 
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Wolsey, with a triumphant smile. “ What! hast tliou 
wirerl thine own feet? But you say you have proofs. Sir 
I’ayan. VV^c must have full proof; but you are not a 
man to tread on unsteady j>round — your proofs are sure ?” 
he reiterated, witli a feverish sort of anxiety, to ascertain 
that ills great rival was fully in his power. 

“ ]n the fiist place, read that, iny lord,” said Sir 
Payan, putting in his hand one out of a bundle of papers 
that he had brought with him. “ That is the first ste]>.” 

“ M'liy, what is this?” cried Wolsey. This is but 
tie (lepitiition of Henry Wilson, of Pencriton, in the 
diiehy of (iornwall, who maketh oath and saith, that the 
prisoner Osborne Maurice, alias Sir Osborne Maurice, is 
the man whom he saw at the head of the Oornish miners 
in insurrection, on the .'ird of January last, and w ho in¬ 
cited them, by cries and words, to burn and deslioy ail 
tiiat came in their way, till they should have satisfaction 
ill every thing that they reijuired: but for the farther aeis 
of the said Osborne Maurice, he, the deponent, heps leave 
to rel'er to his former depositions, taken before Sir John 
Balham, ]vni.!,ht, of the city of Penzancef in ('ortiwall ; 
only upon oath he deelareth, that the said Osborne Maurice, 
now present, is the ringleader or conductor of the mob iiiei:- 

tioned in his former deposition, in witness whereof- 

Pla ! ’’ said Wolsey, thoughtfully, “ there is one, I find, 
of this same name. Sir Osborne Maurice, who, during my 
absence, has crept into the king's favour. Smely it may 
be the same ! ” 

On my life, my lord, the very same,” replied Sir 
Payan. “ ''I’was but the morning itefore last that, at the 
justs at Richmond, I saw liim with our noble king, bis 
chosen companion, with the Ouke of Suffolk, to kcej) the 
barriers against all coiners; and there he ruffled it amongst 
the best, swimming, as 'twere, on the top of the wave.” 

“ Tlien will we lay this on his head,” said M’olsey, 
jilacing his forefinger emphatically on the paper, “ and 
that shall sink him. But how does this touch the Duke 
of Buckingham ? ’’ 

“ Your grace shall hear,” replied Sir Payan. “ This 
M'ilson, who made the deposition you there hold, came to 
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me one day in the last of March — you murt know he )8 
my bailiff, — and told me a sad story of his woful plight, 
how in a cottage hard by lie had met the man whom he 
had seen burn down his father’s house in Cornwall, and 
who was there employed in the same devilish attempt, to 
instigate the peasants to revolt. Wilson, it seems, accused 
him; whereon, being a most powerful and atrocious traitor, 
he struck the bailiff to the ground, and left him for dead 
This being sworn on oath before me, as a magistrate, ! 
sent forth and had the villain arrested, after a most despe¬ 
rate struggle. AVith the intention of sending him to 
Cornwall, I had him committed to the strong room of the 
manor; but somehow, during the night, he contrived to 
escape through a window, and made his way to the 
court-” 

“ But still. Sir Payan,” interrupted the cardinal, " this 
does not implicate the Duke of Buckingham, who, as J 
have good reason to believe, is but a scant lover of oni- 
royal king, and towards myself bears most inveterate malici; 

1 have heard many a rumour of his plots and schemes. 
But it is proof. Sir Payan — it is proof that’we must 
have 1" 

“ And proof your grace shall have,” replied the knight, 
counting the hatred that Wolsey bore towards the duke 
as his own gain, and enjoying the inveteracy of his malice 
not only with the abstract satisfaction of fellow-feeling, 
but as a fisherman delights to see the voracious spring of 
the trout at the fly he casts Itefore his snout. “ Let your 
grace listen to me, for my story, though somewhat long, is 
nevertheless conclusive. This Osborne Maurice, in his 
escape, left behind him the leather horsebags with which 
he rode when he was taken, and, in my capacity as magis¬ 
trate, 1 made free to open them-” 

“ You did right, you did right,” cried Wolsey, almost 
forgetting his dignity in eagerness. “ M''hat did you find ? 
Say, Sir Payan ! What did you find ? " 

“ I found several letters from his grace the Duke of 
Buckingham,” answered Sir Payan, “ being principally 
writtcu to bring this Sir Osborne Maurice to the knowledge 
if persons ajjout the court, recommending him as one that 
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may he trusted. Your grace will mark those words, ‘ may 
be trusted.’ But amongst the rest was one which shows 
for what he may be trusted. Behold it here, my. lord I 
You know the duke's hand and style ; ” and he presented 
the letter to Wolsey. 

The cardinal snatched it eagerly ; but remembering him¬ 
self, he turned more composedly to the address, and read, 
■‘‘Sir John Morton—’ Ah!” cried he, “So! au old 
Perken Warbeckist I — the last I believe alive. But for 
the contents. — ‘ Trusty and well-Iteloeed friend!’ — um — 
um —um — ‘ everlastiHyfriendslii]i! ’ — of course, one trai¬ 
tor loves another. But let us see. II ow ! the daring 
villain I — ‘to inform you, that before another year arrive, 
my head shall be the highest in the, realm — at least so 
promises Sir Osborne Maieriee, whose promises, as you 
know, are not sveh as fail!’ — fla. Sir Payan ! ha! Did 
you read it ? This is treason — is it not ? By my life, 
the duke’s own hand ! — But what says he farther? lla ! 
‘ The buteher's eur Wol.sey has long wanted the lash, and he 
shall Itare it soon.’ See you how rank is his malice! VVe 
'vill read i.io farther. This condemns him f and as for Sir 
Osborne Maurice, to-night he shall have his lodging in the 
'I'ower." 

“ Though other proof might be tleemed superfluous,” 
said Sir Payan, “ yet, my lord, when I came to the part 
wliere he calls your grace a butcher’s cur,” — and the knight 
dwelt somewhat maliciously on the words,— “ my zeal and 
aftection for your grace’s service made me instantly resolve 
to track this Osborne Maurice on his journey, after escap¬ 
ing from prison. In person I could not do it, for a tall 
from my horse laid me in my bed for three weeks. Bttt 1 
took care that it should be done, and found that he le- 
turned straight to my Lord of Buckingham’s; from thence 
he went to the Benedictine abbey, at (lanterhury, wheie 
he seems to have been sent to escort a Lady Katrine Bul- 
mer to the court. 'I’hen, passing by Rochester, he had an 
interview with the chief of the rioters at Hilhani Green.— 
Your grace will now be at no loss to know how, and by 
whom, that memorable tumult was instigated. There he 
pretended to save a good simple priest from the mob; but, 
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by the clergyman's own account, they gave him up at a 
single word from this Itlaurice, which sliows what was his 
influence with tliem, for they were the moment before 
about to bang the man they yielded so 'quietly after. The 
priest is at my lodging here. This was the traitor’s last 
adventure Ixifore arriving at the court; where, either by 
some sorcery, or other damned invention, he has bewitched 
the better judgment of the king, so that none is so well 
loved as he. Perhaps he waits Imt an opportunity to put 
bis <lagger in our royal master.” 

“ Heaven forbid!” cried Wolsey. “ We will instantly 
set off for llichmond. AViihout there ! Let the barge be 
2 irepared directly: Sir Payan, you have saved the realm, 
and may claim a high reward.” 

“ The reward 1 most affi'ct,” rejdied the l;nij;ht, in a 
well-acted tone of moderation, “ is simply to remain in 
quiet ])ossession of that which 1 have. Life is now wear¬ 
ing with me, your grace, ami 1 covet not greater charges 
than those which 1 enjoy. Let me but be sure of them.” 

“ Rest tranquil on that iroint,” replied AVolsey. “ 1 
will look thereto.” 

“ There are, indeed,” continued Sir Payan, “ some 
hereditary estates, which, though they should be mine, arc- 
held by another ; and on that score I may claim your 
grace's assistance before I endeavour to recover them ; for 
I put my whole actions in your grace's hand.s, that, like a 
mere machine, I may move but as you jrlea.se.” 

“ What estates are these. Sir Payan ? ” demanded 
Wolsey, with something very nearly approaching to a 
smile, at the peculiar line of the knight's cupidity. If 
they be truly yours, doubt not but you shall have them.” 

“ They are those estates in Cornwall,” replied the 
knight, “ lately held by my cousin, the Earl de Grey, 
which have since passed to Constance, Ins daughter; 
though by all custom of succession, according to their 
tenure, I hold them to pass directly in the male line." 

“ Nay, nay. Sir Payan,” cried Wolsey, with a curl of 
his lip ; “ this is too much 1 Constance de Grey is ray 
W'ard, and shall not lose her estates lightly. She is, in¬ 
deed,’' added he, thoughtfully, and sjreaking to himself 
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more than to the knight, though not a wor<l was lost to 
his attentive ears — “ siie is, indeed, somewhat wilful. 
That letter, in which she refuses to wed her cousin, though 
calm and humble, was full of rank obstinacy. The fear of 
losing her estates, however — but we shall sec. Sir 
I’ayan, I must hold iny opinion suspended till such time 
as yon hay before mo some |)roofs of tlie matter. And now 
tell me — think you, in this |)Iot of Buckingham’s, is there 
any other person of high rank implicated } liidecd there 
must be, for he would never undertake such daring schemes 
without some sure abettors. tSir I’ayan, these lords are 
all too proud. We must find means to humble them — 
it may la; as well to let this arch traitor Burkingbam pro¬ 
ceed for some short time, till we fitid who are his accom¬ 
plices. But for tliis Sir Osborne Maurice, he shall to 
the Tower to-night, for therein is the king’s life af¬ 
fected.” 

“ Might it not be britter, in your grace's good judg¬ 
ment,” said Sir I’ayan, “ to take the duke’s person at 
once } for assuredly, as soon as be lusirs that Itis miidon is 
committed, lie wdll become alarmed, and find his security in 
some foreign land.” 

“ lie shall be so well watched,” said Wolsey, closing 
bis hand lightly, as if be grasped his enemy, “ that were 
he no larger than a meager ermine, he sliould not escape 
me ; — no ! we must let liiin condemn liimself full surely. 
But, Sir I’ayan, arc you prepared to accompany me to 
Bichmond ?” 

“ If by any chance this Maurice were to see me with 
your grace,” replied Sir I’ayan, “ he would lose no time, 
hut fly instantly, before you had speech of hi.s grace the 
king. If you think it necessary, my lord, that J should 
attend you, it may be well to arrest the traitor immediately 
on your arrival." 

“ Nay, nay, nay ! ” said Wolsey, shaking his head. 
“ You know not Henry, Sir Payan —he is hard and diffi¬ 
cult to rule, and were I to arrest Sirt)sbornc, would take 
for insult w'hat was meant a service. But you shall not 
go — there is, indeed, no need. Tliese papers are quite 
T 3 
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enough, with the testimony of the priest. Let him be 
sent down post-haste to Richmond after me.” 

“ He shall, my lord,” replied Sir I’ayan. But one 
word more, your grace. If the Duke of Buckingham he 
condemned, his estates, of course, are forfeited to the 
crown. Near me lies his lieautiful manor of the Hill, in 
Kent, and I know your grace will not forget your faithful 
servants.” Wolsey paused, and Sir Payan went on. “ To 
show how constantly present your grace is to all my 
thoughts, you told me some time ago, that you desired to 
have two of the tallest men in the realm for porters of the 
gate. Cast your eyes through that window', my lord, and 
1 think you will see two that no prince in Europe can 
match in his hall.” 

No service that Sir Payan could have rendered, either to 
the slate or to himself, would have given half so much 
pleasure to Wolsey as the possession of the two gigantic 
Cornishmen we have before mentioned, for, amongst all his 
weaknesses, his passion for having tali men about him was 
one of the most conspicuous. As soon as for a moment or 
two he had considered them attentively through the win¬ 
dow, and compared them with all the pigmy-looking race 
around, he thanked Sir Payan with infinite graeiousness for 
his care; and hinted, though he did not promise, that 
Buckingham's manor in Kent might be the reward. 
While he yet spoke, a gcntleman-usher entered, to an¬ 
nounce that the barge was ready; and giving some more 
directions to Sir Payan, in regard to sending the priest, 
Wolsey rose to proceed on his journey. The prjicession, 
without which he never moved, was already arranged in the 
antechamber, consisting of marshals and gentlemcn-ushers, 
with two stout priests bearing the immense silver crosses 
of his archbishopric and his legacy ; and the moment he 
moved towards the door, the ushers pressed forward, cry¬ 
ing, “On before, my lords and masters !,on before! — 
Make way for the jprd cardinal! Make way for my lord’s 
grace ! On before! on before !" 

Wolsey immediately followed, and proceeded to his 
barge ; while Sir Payan returned to his own house in 
Westminster, and despatched the priest to Richmond, after 
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which he sat liimselt down to write. What he <lid write 
consisted of but a few lines, but they were of some import; 
and as soon as they were finished, lie entrusted them to one 
of his shrewdest and most assured servants, with many a 
long direction, and many an injunction to speed. 


CHAPTER XI 


Thi.s hour’s the very cri.'-i-? <.f your fate: 

Your gotnl or ill, your infamv or fame* 

Aiui all the rttloiii of yuur hfe UeiieiulU 

On this iiuiturtaiit now. The Sitanish Friar 


Ii' any one will look in the almanack for the year 1520, 
they will find, marked opposite the 4th day of May, the 
following curious piece of information, “ High-water at 
London Bridge at half.past three;” and, if they calculate 
rightly, they will discover, that as Wolsey set out from 
what was then called the Cardinal’s Bridge* at high noon, 
he had the most favourable tide in the world for carrying 
him to Richmond. His rowers, too, plied their oars with 
unceasing activity ; and his splendid barge, with its carved 
and gilded sides, cut rapidly through the water, but still 
not rapidly enough for his impatience. 

Sitting under an awning, with a table before him, at 
which was placed a clerk, he sometimes read ])arts of the 
various papers that ha<l been presented during the morning, 
and sometimes dictated to the secretary ; hut more fre¬ 
quently gave himself up to thought, suffering his mind to 
range in the wild chaos of political intrigue; which was to 
him like the labyrinth a man makes in his own garden, in 
which a stranger might lose his way, but where he himself 
walks for his ease and pleasure. Not that Wolsey's mind 
was one that soared above the pains of political life ; for his 
were all the throbbing anxieties of precarious power, his all 
the irritation of susceptible pride and insatiable vanity; 

* It itood nearly where Wefitminrter Bridge tUnds at preient. 

T 4 
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while jealous envy, avarice, and ambition, at once made the 
world a desert, and tormented him with unquenchable 
thirst. 

No surer road to Wolsey’s hatred existed than the king’s 
favour ; and since his return to London, though but one 
evening hail passed, yet often had his heart rankled at 
hearing, from those who watched for him in his absence, 
that a young stranger, named Sir Osborne Maurice, bad won 
the king's regard, and become the sharer of all his pleasures. 
'J'he information given him by Sir I’ayan Wileton had 
placed in his hand arms against this incipient rival, as he 
deemed him, which were sure to crush him ; and, with a 
sort of pride in the conquest he auticijiated, he muttered to 
himself, as he saw the narrowing banks of the river, ap¬ 
proaching towai'ds Richmond, “Now Sir0.sborneMaurice, 
now 1” 

The boat touched the shore ; and while the chief yeoman 
of the barge, as his privilege, supported the arm of the 
cardinal, the two stout priests bearing the crosses hurried 
to land with the other attendants, and ranged tliemselves 
in order to proceed before him. Two of his running footmen 
sped on to announce his approach, and the rest, with the 
form and slowness of a proccs.sion, traversed the small space 
that separated them from the court, reached the gate, and 
entering the jialace, Wolsey, more like an equal prince than 
a subject, passed towards the king's privy.chamber, amidst 
the profound bows and reverences of all the royal attendants, 
collected to do honour to his arrival. 

Many had been the rumours in the palace during the 
morning resiiecting the king’s health, and it' was generally 
reported that the accident of the day before had thrown 
him into a fever. This, however, was evidently not the 
casi^ for a little before noon Sir Osborne Maurice had re¬ 
ceived a message by one of the royal pages, to the effect, 
that at three o’clock the king would expect him in his privy, 
chamber. That hour had nearly approached, and the young 
knight was jireparing to obey Ilenry’s commands, when a 
note was put into his hands by Mrs. Margaret, the waiting 
woman .of Lady Constance de Grey. It was a step which 
Sir Osborne well knew she would not have taken had it not 



D^RNLEY. 281 

been called for by some particular circumstance, and with 
some alarm he opened the paper, and read — 

“ The lord cardinal is here — remember your promise. 
Tarry not rashly, if you love — Constance.” 

As Wolsey had been ever a declared enemy to his father, 
and a steady supporter of Sir Payan IVileton, Sir Osborne 
felt that the prospect was certainly in some degree clouded 
by his arrival; and wliile at tlie court, he had heard enough 
of the jealousy that the favourite entertained towards all 
who often approached the king, to make him uneasy with 
regard to the future. Ilut yet he could not imagine that 
the regard of Henry would be easily taken from him, nor 
tile service he had rendered immediately forgotten ; and 
strong in the integrity of his own heart, he would not 
believe that atiy serious evil could befal liim; yet the 
warning of Sir t.'esar still rung in his ears, and made an 
impression which he could not overcome. 

It would be very easy to represent our hero as free from 
every failing and weakness, even from those of the age he 
lived in — easy to make him as perfect as ever man was 
drawn, and more perfect than ever man utas known ; but 
then we should be writing a romance, and not a true history. 
Sir Osborne was not perfect; and living in an age whose 
weakness it was to believe implicitly in judicial astrology, 
he shared in that weakness, though but in a degree; and 
might, indeed, have shared still less, had not the very man 
who seemed to take such an interest in his fate acquired in 
the court where he lived a general reputation for almost 
unerring jierception of approaching events. No one that 
the young knight met, no one that he heard of, doubted 
for a moment that Sir Cesar possessed knowledge superhu¬ 
man — to have doubted of the possibility of acquiring such 
knowledge, would have been in those times a piece of 
scepticism fully equal in criminality to doubting the sacred 
truths of religion ; and therefore we cannot be surjirised 
that he felt a hesitation, an uneasiness, a sort of juesenti- 
tnent of evil, as he approached the privy-chamber of the 
king. 

At the door of the antechamber, however, he found 
stationed a page, who respectfully informed him that the 
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king was busy on affairs of state witii tlie (-'ardinal Lord 
Chancellor, and that liis grace had bade him say, that as 
aoon as he was at leisure he would send for him to his 
presence. 

Sir O.sbornc returned to his own apartment, and after 
calling for Longpole, walked up and down the room for a 
moment or two, while some curious vague feelings of doubt 
and apprehension passed through his mind. 

“ 'Tis very foolish !” said he, at length ; “ and yet ’tis 
no harm to be prepared. Longpole, saddle the horses, and 
have my armour ready. ’Tis no harm to be prepared;" 
and quitting his own chambers, he turned his steps towards 
those of Lady Constance, which here, not like the former 
ones in the palace at (Jreenwich, were situated at the other 
extremity of the building. His path led him again past 
the royal lodgings; and as he went by. Sir Osborne per¬ 
ceived that the page gave entrance to a priest, whose figure 
was in some degree familiar to his eye. AVhere he had 
seen him he did not know ; but, however, he staid not 
to. inquire, and proceeded onward to the door of Lady 
Constance's apartments. One of her women gave him 
entrance, and he soon reached her sitting-chamber, where 
he found her calmly engaged in embroidery. But there, 
also, was good Dr. Wilbraham, who of late had shrewdly 
begun to suspect a thing that was already more than sus¬ 
pected by half the court; namely, that Sir Osborne Maurice 
was deeply in love with Constance de Grey, and that the 
lady was in no degree insensible to his affection. Now, 
though the good doctor had thought in the first instance 
that Lady Constance’s marriage with Lord Darby would 
be the very best scheme on earth, he now began to think 
that the present arrangement would be a great deal better: 
his reasoning proceeding in the very inverse of Wolsey’s, 
and leading him to conclude that as Lord Darby had quite 
enough of his own, it would be much better for Lady 
Constance to repair, with her immense wealth, the broken 
fortunes of the ancient house of Fitzbernard, and at the 
same time secure her own happiness by marrying the best 
and the bravest of men. Notwithstanding all this, he could 
not at all comprehend, and never for a moment imagined. 
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that either Constance or her lover might in the least wish 
his absence; anil therefore, with great satisfaction at be. 
holding their mutual love, he remained all the time that 
Sir Osborne dared to stay, and conducted him to the door 
with that affectionate respect which he always showed to¬ 
wards his former pupil. While the old clergyman stood 
bidding Sir Osborne farewell, a man habited like a yeoman 
approached, inquiring for the lodging of Lady Constance 
de Orey; and on being told that it was before him, he put 
a folded note into the hands of Dr. Wilbraham, begging 
him to deliver it to the lady, which the chaplain jtromised 
to do, and the man departed. 

And now, leaving the good clergyman to perform this 
promise, and Sir 0.sborne to return to his apartment, some¬ 
what mortified at not having had an opjiortunity of con¬ 
versing privately with Constance, even for a moment, we 
will steal quietly into the privy.charnljer of the king, and 
seating ourselves on a little stool in the corner, observe all 
that ])as.ses between him and his minister. 

“ God save your royal grace!” said Wolsey, as he en¬ 
tered, and make your people happy in your long and 
prosperous reign !” 

“ Welcome back .again, my good lord cardinal,” replied 
the king ; “ you have been but a truant of late. We have 
in many things wanted your good counsel. But your 
careful letters have been received, and we have to thank 
you for the renewed quiet of the West Riding.” 

“ Happily, your grace, all is now tranquil,” replied the 
cardinal, “ and the kingdom within itself blessed with 
profound peace: but yet, my lord, even when this was ac- 
complishcil, it was necessary to discover the cause and 
authors of the evil, that the fire of discord and sedition 
might be totally extinguished, and not, being only smothered, 
burst out anew where we least expected it. This has been 
done, my liege. The authors of all these revolts, the in¬ 
stigators of their fellow-subjects’ treason, have been dis. 
covered ; and if your grace have leisure for such sad 
business, I will even now crave leave to lay before you the 
particulars of a most daring plot, which through the acti- 
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vity of good Sir Pay an Wileton, I have been enabled to 
detect.” 

“Without there!” cried the Wng, somewhat impatiently. 
“See that we are not interrupted. Tell Sir Osborne 
Maurice that we will send for him when we arc free. Sit, 
sit, my Wolaey !” he continued. “ Now, by the holy faith, 
it grieves me to hear such things I 1 had hoped that tran¬ 
quillity Iteing restored, 1 shoidd have sped over to France 
to meet my royal brother Francis, with nothing but joy 
upon my brow. However, you are thanked, my good lord, 
for your zeal, and for your diligence. We must not let 
tile poisonous root of treason spread, lest it grow too great 
a tree to be hewn down. Who are these traitors Ha! 
have you good jiroof against them 

“ Such proof, my liege, that, however willing I be to 
doubt, uncertainty, the refuge of hope, is denied me, and 
1 must needs believe. When we have nourished any thing 
with our grace, fostered it with kindly care, taught it to 
spread and become great, heaped it with favours, loaded 
it with bounty, we naturally hope that, having sowed all 
these good things, our crop will be rich in gratitude attd 
love; but, sorry I am to say, that your grace’s royal 
generosity has fallen upon a poisoned soil, and that Ed¬ 
ward Duke of lluckingham, who might well believe him¬ 
self the most favoured man in the realm, now proves 
himself an arrant traitor.” 

“ By Heaven k" cried the king, “ I have lately much 
doubted of his loyalty. He has, as you once before made 
me observe, much absenteil himself from the court, keep¬ 
ing, as 1 hear, an almost royal state in the counties; and 
lately, on the pretence that he is sick, that his physicians 
command him quiet, he refuses to accompany us to 
Guisnes. I fear me, 1 fear me, that ’tis his loyalty is 
sick. But let me hear your reasons, my good lord car. 
dinal. Fain would 1 still behold him with an eye of 
favour ; for he is in many things a noble and a princely 
peer, and by nature richly endowed with all the shining 
qualities both of the body and the mind. ’Tis sad, in¬ 
deed 'tis sad, tiiat such a man should fall away, and lose 
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his high renown ! liul your reasons, Wolsey. Give me 
tlic histo' y.” 

It were needless in this jdace to recapitulate all that we 
have seen in the last chapter, advanced by Sir I’ayan 
Wileton, to criminate the Duke of Buckingham. Sulficc 
it, that Wolscy related to the king the very [irobable tale 
that had been told him by the knight; namely, that 
Buckingham, aspiring to the throne, afieeled an undue 
degree of popularity with the commons, and by his secret 
agents rendered them dissatisfied wiith the existing govern¬ 
ment, exciting them to various tumults and revolts, of 
which he cited many .an instance ; and that still farther, 
he had cotitrived to introduce one of the most active agents 
of his treason into lint court, attd near to the king’s own 
jierson. 

“ VV^ho do you aim at.'’” cried the kittg. “Quick! 
give me his name ; 1 know of no stieh per.son. All about 
me are men of trust.” 

“ Alas ! no, my liege,” answered M'olscy : “ the man 
I mean calls himself 8ir Osborne Maurice.” 

“ 11a!” cried Henry, starting; ami riien, after think- 
itig for a moment, he burst into a fit of laughter. “ Nay, 
nay, my good M'olsey,” he saiil, shaking his head; “nay, 
nay, nay. Sir Osborne saved my life no longer ago than 
yesterday, which looks not like treasonand he related 
to the cardinal the accident that had befallen him while 
hawking. » 

M'oLsey was somewhat embarrassed ; hut ho replied, 
“ We often see that, taken by some sudden accident, men 
act not as they proposed to do; and there is such a no¬ 
bility in your grace’s nature, that he must he a hardened 
traitor indeed who could see you in danger, and not by 
mere iini>ulse hasten to save you. Perhaps such may havi- 
been the case with this Sir Osborne, or perhajis his mas¬ 
ter’s schemes may not yet be ripe for execution ; at all 
events, my liege, doubt not that he is a most assured 
traitor.” 

“ 1 cannot believe it! ” cried Henry, striking the table 
with his hand. “ I will not believe it! By Heaven, the 
very soul of honour sparkles in his eye ! But your proofs 
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lord cardinal! your proofs ! I will not have such things 
advanced against my faithful subjects, without full and 
sufficient evidence.” 

The more eagerness that Henry shewed in defending 
his young friend, the more obnoxious did Sir Osborne 
become to Wolsey, and he laid before the Ving, one by 
one, the deposition of Wilson, Sir I’ayan’s bailiff; several 
letters which Buclcingham had written in favour of the 
young knight; and lastly, the duke’s letter to Sir Thomas 
Morton, where, either by a forgery of Sir Payan Wileton’s, 
or by some strange chance, it appeared that Sir Osborne 
Maurice had promised that within a year the duke’s head 
should be the highest in the realm. 

While he read, Henry’s brow knit into a heavy frown, 
and, biting his lip, he went back to the beginning, and 
again read over the papers. “ Cardinal,” said lie, at 
length, “ bid the page seek Pace, my secretary, and ask 
him for the last letter from the Duke of Buckingham.” 

Wolsey olieyed ; and, while waiting for the return of 
the page, Henry remained, with his eyes averted, as if in 
deep thought, beating the papers with his fingers, and 
gnawing his lip in no very placahle mood ; while the 
cardinal wisely abstained from saying a word, leaving the 
irritation of the king’s mind to expend itself, without call¬ 
ing it upon himself. As soon as the letter was brought, 
Henry laid it side by side with those that Wolsey had 
]ilaced before hi4^ and seemed to compare every word, 
every syllable, to ascertain the identity of the hand-writing. 
“ 'I'rue ! by my life! ” cried he, casting down the papers: 
“ the writing is the same; and now, my lord cardinal, 
what have you fartlier to say i Are tliere any farther 
proofs, ha ? ” 

“ Were there none other, your grace,” replied Wolsey, 
“ than the duke's hand.writing, and the deposition of a 
disinterested and respectable witness, who can have no 
enmity whatever against this Sir Osborne Maurice, and 
who probably never saw him but on the two occasions 
that he mentions, I think it would be quite sufficient to 
warrant your grace in taking every measure of precaution. 
But there is another wimess, whom, indeed, 1 have not 
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seen, but who can give evidence, I understand, respecting 
tlie conduct of the person accused towards the Hochester 
ioters. Knowing how iriucli your grace’s wisdom passetli 
that of the best in tlie realm, 1 have dared to have this 
witness (a most l^onourable jiriest) brought hither, hoping 
tliat the exigency of the case might lead you to examine 
niiu yourself, when, perhaps, your royal judgment may 
elicit more from him than others could do.” 

“ You have done wisely, my good lord cardinal,” re- 
jilied Henry, whose first irritation had now subsided. 
“ Let him be called, and hid your secretary take down 
his deposition, for 'tis not fitting that mine be so em¬ 
ployed.” 

At the command of Wolsey, one of the pages went in¬ 
stantly to seek the priest, who, by tlie care and despatch 
of Sir I’ayan, had betm sent down with all speed, and was 
now waiting witli the cardinal’s attendants in no small 
surjirise and agitation, not being able to conceive why he 
was thus hurried from one place to another, and breathing 
also with some degree of alarm in the unwonted atmo¬ 
sphere of a court. On being ushered into the royal 
presence, the w'orthy man fell down u])on both his knees 
before Henry, and, clasjiing his hands, prayed for a blessing 
on his head with such fervour and simplicity that the 
monarch was both pleased and amused. 

“ Rise, rise, gooil man i ” said the king, holding out his 
hand for him to kiss : ‘‘ we would speak with you on a 
business of import. Nay, do not be alarmed. We know 
your worth, and purpose to reward you. Place yourself 
here, master secretary, and take down his replies. Sit, 
my good lord cardinal; we beg you to be seated.” As 
soon as Wolsey had taken a low seat near the king, and 
the secretary, kneeling on one knee before the table, was 
prepared to write, Henry again proceeded, addressing the 
priest, who stood before Mm, the picture of a disquieted 
spirit 

Say, do you know one Sir Osborne Maurice ? ” de¬ 
manded the king. 

“ Yes, surely, please your royal grace,” replied the 
Jiriest. “ At least that was the name which his attendants 
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gave to the noble and courageous knight that saved me 
from the hands of the Ilocliestcr shipwrights.” 

“ First,” said W'olsey, “ give us your name, and say 
how you came to fall into the hands of these rebellious 
shipwrights.” • 

•• Alas! your grace,” answered the priest, “ I am a 
poor priest of Uartford, my name John Timeworthy; and 
hearing that these poor misguided men at llochester were 
in open rebellion against the government, from lack of 
knowledge and spiritual teaching, I resolved to go down 
amongst them and preach to them peace and sulrmission. 
1 will not stay to say how and where 1 found them ; but 
getting up n):on a bench that stood hard by, under an 
apple-tree, 1 gathered them round me like a flock of sheep, 
and began my discourse, saying, ‘ Woe! woe! woe! Woe 
unto ye, shipwrights of llochester, that you should arm 
yourselves against the king's grace ! You are like children, 
that must fain eat hot ]m(lding, and burn their mouths 
withal; for ye will cry, and ye will cry, till the sword fall 
U])on you ; and then, when Lord 'I'homas comes down with 
his men-at-arms, ye will turn about and fly ; and the 
spears will stick in your hinder paits, and ye shall be put 
to shame: for though he have but hundreds, and ye have 
thousands, his are all men of the bow and of the spear, 
and ye know no more of either than a jackass does of the 
harp and psaltery.’ And thereupon, your grace, they that 
1 took for strayed sheep showed themselves to 'oe a pack 
of ravening wolves, for they haled me down from the 
liench, and beat me unmercifully, and putting a halter 
round my neck, led me along to hang me up, as they 
vowed, in sight of Rochester Castle: when just as they 
were dragging me along, more <lcad than alive, across a 
little green, the knight. Sir Osborne Maurice, came up, 
and, as 1 said, rescuetl me; and for a surety he is a brave 
and generous kniglit, and well deserving your grace's 
favour.” 

“ By my faith, I have always thought so,” said Henry. 
“ What say you now, cardinal ? Question him yourself, 
man.” 

Wolsey eagerly snatched at the permission, for he 
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plainly saw that the matter was not proceeding to his wish. 
“ Pray, my good Master Timeworthy,” said he, “ how 
was it. that this Sir Osborne rescued you ? Did he put 
his lance in rest, and charge the whole multitude, and 
deliver you from their hands ? ” 

“Not so! not so!” cried the jiriest. “lie did far 
more wisely, for there would have been much blood spilt ; 
hut he sent forward one, who seemed to be his shield- 
bearer, who shook hands with the chief of the rioters, and 
spoke him fair ; and theft the knight came forward him¬ 
self, and spoke to him ; and the chief of ^e rioters cried 
with a loud voice to his people, that this was nut Lord 
'Thomas, as they had thought, but a friend and well- 
beloved of the good Duke of Buckingham ; and it was 
wonderful how soon the eloquence of tliat young man 
worked upon the multitude, and made them let me go. 
He was, indeed, a youth of a goodly presence, and fair to 
look upon, and had something noble and commanding in 
his aspect ; and his words moved the rioters in the 
twinkling of an eye, and made them wholly change their 
purpose.” • 

Henry’s brow, which had cleared during the former 
part of the priest’s narration, now grew doubly dark and 
cloudy ; and he muttered to himself, “ 'I'oo clear! too 
clear !” While Wolsey proceeded to question the priest 
more closely. 

“ Indeed,” your grace, replied he, in answer to the 
cardinal’s more minute questions, “ 1 can tel), you no more 
than 1 have told; for, as I said, I was more dead than 
alive all the time, till they gave me up to the knight, and 
did not hear half that past.” 

“ And what did you remark after you were with the 
knight.'*" demanded Wolsey. “ Was there no particular 
observation made on the whole transaction ? ” 

“ Not that 1 can call to mind," answered the priest, 
“ All I remember is, that they seemed a very merry party; 
and laughed and joked about it; which I, being fright¬ 
ened, thought almost wicked, Glod forgive me ! for it was 
all innocency, and high blood of youth.” 

“ Well, sir," said Wolsey, “ you may go. Go with 
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him, secretary; and see that he be well tended, but allowed 
to have speech of no one.” 

The priest and the secretary withdrew in silence ; and 
no sooner were they gone, than, abandoning his kingly 
dignity, Henry started from his seat, and strode up and 
down the room in one of those fits of passion which, even 
then, would sometimes take possession of him. At lengtli, 
stopping opposite Wolsey, who stood up the moment the 
king rose, he struck the table with his clenched hand, 
“ He shall die!” cried he: “by Heaven he shall die! 
Let him be attaij^ed, ray Wolsey.” 

“ My sergeant-at-arms is with me, your grace,” replied 
the cardinal, “ and shall instantly execute your royal 
will. Better arrest him directly, lest he fear and take 
flight.” 

“ Whom mean you ? " cried the king. “Hall say attach 
Edward Bohun, Duke of Buckingham.” 

“ In regard to the Duke of Buckingham, my liege,” 
replied Wolsey, less readily than he had before spoken, 
“ will you take into your royal consitleration, whether it 
may not be better to suffer him to proceed awhile with his 
treasonous schemes, for I question if the evidence we have 
at present against him would condemn him with the 
peers." 

“ But he is a traitor,” cried Henry, “an evident traitor; 
and, by my faith, shall suffer a traitor’s death.” 

“ Most assuredly be is a black and heinous traitor,” an¬ 
swered Wolsey. “And yet your grace will think what a 
triumph it would be for him, if his peers should pronounce 
him innocent. He has store of friends among them. Far 
better let him proceed yet awhile, and, with our eyes upon 
him, watch every turn of his dark plot, and seize him in 
the midst, when we shall have such proof, that even bts 
kindred must, for very shame, pronounce his guilt. In the 
mean time, 1 will ensure that he be so strictly guarded that 
he Aall have^ower to do no evil,” 

“You are right, my Wolsey, you are right,” cried the 
king, seating himself, and laying his hand upon the papers, 
“ let it be conducted as you say. But see that he escape 
not, for h|a ingratitude adds another shade to what is black 
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itself. As to this Sir Osborne Maurice, 'tis a noble spirif 
perverted by that villain Buckingham; I have seen and 
watched the seeds of many virtues in him.” 

“ It must be painful, then, for your grace to command 
his arrest,” said Wolsey; “ and yet he is so near your 
royal person, and his treason is so manifest, that the very 
love of your subjects requires that he should suiTer,death.’’ 

“ And yet,” replied Henry, fixing lus eye upon the car¬ 
dinal, and speaking emphatically, “ And yet, even now I 
feel the warm blood of the English kings flowing lightly in 
my veins, which hut for him would have been cold and 
motionless — and shall I take his life that has saved mine ^ 
No, Wolsey, no! It must not be ! He has been misled, 
but is not wicked.” 

“ Still, your grace’s justice requires,” said Wolsey, 
“(pardon me my boldness,) that he should undergo his 
trial. 'I’hen, if condemned, comes in your royal mercy to 
save him ; saying to him, you are judged for having been 
a traitor, you are pardoned for having saved your king.” 

“But be assured, my Wolsey,” replied Henry, “ that if 
his trial were to take place now, the great traitbr Buckingham 
will take alarm, and either endeavour to do away all evi¬ 
dence of his treason, or take to flight and shelter himself 
from justice.” 

“ No need that his trial be immediate,” answered the 
cardinal; “ if your grace permits, he shall be committed 
privately to the Tower, and there await your return from 
France ; by which time, depend on it, the Duke of Buck¬ 
ingham will have given farther tokens of his mad ambition, 
and Iwth may be tried together. Then let the greater 
traitor suffer, and the lesser find grace, so that your royal 
justice and your clemency be equally conspicious.” 

“ Be it so, then,” said the king; “ though in truth, 
good cardinal, it grieves me to lose this youth. He is, 
witliout exception, the best lance in Christendom, and 
would have done our realm much credit in' our journey 
to France — I say it grieves me ! Ay, heartily it grieves 
me!” 

“ Nay, your grace, ’ said Wolsey, “ you will doubtless 
find a thousand as good as he.” 

V 2 
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" Not so! not so, lord cardinal! ” cried Henry ; 
“ these are things not so easily acquired as you church¬ 
men think. 1 never saw a better knight. When his lance 
breaks in full course you shall behold his hand as steady 
as if it held a straw — nor knee, nor thigh, nor heel shall 
shake; and when the toughest ash splinters upon his 
casque, he shall not bend even so much as a strong oak 
before summer breeze. — But his guilt is clear, so the 
rest is all nought.” 

“ Then I have your grace’s command,” said Wolsey, 
“ to commit him to the Tower. He shall be attached 
directly, by the sergeant-at-arms, and sent down by the 
turn of the tide.” 

“ Hold, hold ! ” cried the king; “ not to-night, good 
Wolsey. Before we fly our hawk, we cry the heron up, and he 
shall have the same grace. To-morrow, if he l)c still found, 
arrest him where you will; but for to-night he is safe, 
nor must his path be dogged. He shall have free and fair 
start, mark me, till to-morrow at noon ; then slip your 
greyhounds on him, if you please.” 

“But, your'grace,” cried Wolsey, “if you let him— 

“ It is my will,” said the king, his brow darkening — 
“ Who shall contradict it .i" Ha 1 See that it be obeyed 
exactly, lord ! ” 

“ It shall, your grace,” said Wolsey, bending his head 
with a profound inclination. “ Your will is law to all 
your faithful servants; but only let your noble goodness 
attribute to my deep love for your royal per-son, the fear 
I have that this traitorous agent of a still greater traitor 
may be tempted in despair, if he find that he is disco, 
vered, to attempt some heinous crime against your grace.” 

“ Fear not, man ! fear not!” replied the king. “ He, 
that when he might have let me die, risked his own life to 
save mine, will never arm his hand against me — I fear 
not, cardinal. So be you at ease. But return to London ; 
see that Buckingham be closely watched; and be sure that 
no preparation be wanting for the meeting with Francis of 
France. Be liberal, be liberal, lord cardinal! I would not 
that the nobles of France should say they had more gold 
than we — Let every thing be abundant, be rich, and in 
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ite flush of newness: and as to Sir Osborne Maurice, 
arrest him to-morrow, if he be still here — Let him be 
fairly tried, and if he come out pure, well! Yet still, if 
he be condemned, his own life shall be given him as a 
reward for mine. — However, till to-morrow let it rest. 
It is my tvill I” 

Though Wolsey would have been better pleased to have 
had the knight safely in the Tower, yet, even in case of 
his making his escape before the next morning, his great 
object was gained, that of banishing from the court, for 
ever, one whose rapid progress in the king’s regard bade 
fair, with time, to leave every one behind in favour. He 
therefore ceased to press the king upon the subject, espe¬ 
cially as he saw, by many indubitable signs, tliat Henry 
was in one of those imperious moods which would bear no 
opposition. A few subjects of less import still remained 
to be discussed, but the monarch bore these so impatiently, 
that Wolsey soon ceased to importune him upon them, and 
resolving to reserve aU farther business for some more 
auspicious day, he rose, and taking leave witli one of those 
refined, yet high-coloured compliments, which no man was 
so capable of justly tempering as himself, he left the royal 
presence, and proceeded to another part of the palace on 
business, whose object is intimately allied to the present 
history, as we shall see hereafter. 


CHAPTER XII. 


And knowing this, should I yet stay, 

lake such as blow away their lives 

Enamoured of their golden gyve t Ben Joksow. 

Away! though parting be a fTctfUl corrosive, 

It Is Implied to a deathful wound. SRaasrEaftS. 


Who would be a king if they could help it ? When Wolsey 
. had left him, Henry once more rmsed the papers which lay 
upon the table, and read them through ; then leant h’S 
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head upon his hand^ and passed some moments in deep 
and frowning meditation. “ No !” said he, “ no ! I will 
not show them to him, lest he warn tlie traitor Bucking¬ 
ham. Ho, without! Tell Pace to come to me,” and 
again falling into thought, he remained musing over the 
papers with bent brows, and an absent air, till tlie secretary 
had time to obey his summons. On his approach, the 
good but timid Pace almost trembled at the angry glow he 
saw upon the king's face ; but he was relieved by Henry 
placing in his hands tlie papers which Wolsey bad left, 
bidding him have good care thereof. 

Pace took the papers in respectful silence, and waited an 
instant to see whether the king had farther commands; but 
Henry waved his hand, crying, “Begone! leave me! and 
send the page." 

The page lost not a moment in appearing; for the king’s 
hasty mood was easily discernible in his aspect, and no one 
dared, even by an instant's delay, to add fuel to the Are' 
which was clearly burning in his bosom; but still Henry 
allowed him to wait for several minutes. “ Who waits in 
the antechamber ?" demanded he, at lengtli. 

“ Sir Charles Hammond, so please your grace,” replied 
the page. 

“ And where is Denny ?” asked the king. “ Where is Sir 
Anthony Denny, ha ?” 

“ He has been gone about an hour, your grace,” replied 
the page. 

“ They hold me at nought! ” cried Henry. “ Strike 
his name from the list! By my life, I will teach him to 
wait! — Go call Sir Osborne Maurice to my presence,” 
and rising from his seat, he began again to pace the apart¬ 
ment. 

The page, as he conducted the young knight to the hall 
in which Henry awaited him, took care to hint that he was 
in a terrific mood, with that sort of eagerness which all vul¬ 
gar people have to spread evil tidings. The knight, how¬ 
ever, asked no question, and made no comment, and passing 
through the door which he had seen give admission to the 
priest about an hour before, he entered the antechamber, 
in which was seated Sir Charles Hammond, who saluted 
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him with a silent bow. Proceeding onward, the page threw 
open the door of the privy chamber, and Sir Osborne ap- 
proache<i the king, in the knitting of whose brow, and in 
the curling of whose lip, might be plainly seen the inward 
irritation of his impetuous spirit. As he came near, Henry 
turned round, and fixed his eye upon him ; and the knight, 
not knowing what might be the cause, or what the con¬ 
sequence of his anger, bent his knee to the ground, and 
bowing his head, said, “ God save your grace!” 

“ Marry, thou sayest well!” cried Henry. “ We trust 
he will, and guard us ever against traitors! What say 
you ? ha ? ” 

“ If ever there be a man so much a traitor to himself,’'' 
replied Sir Osborne, “ as to nourish one thought against so 
good a king, oh, may his treason fall back upon his own 
head, and crush him with the weight!” 

“ Well prayed again,” said Henry, more calmly. “ Rise, 
rise. Sir Osborne, we must speak together. Give me your 
arm. —We cannot sit and speak when the heart is so 
busy. —We will walk. This hall has space enough,” and 
with a hurried pace he took one or two turafi in the cham¬ 
ber, fixing his eyes upon the ground, and biting his lip in 
silence. “ Now, by our lady,” cried he at length, “ there 
are many men in this kingdom. Sir Osborne Maurice, who, 
seeing us here, holding your atm, and walking by your 
side, would judge our life in peril.” 

Sir Osborne started, and gazed in Henry's face with a 
look of no small surprise. 

“ Did I but know of any one," said he, at length, “ who 
could poison your royal ear with such a tale, were it other 
than a churchman or a woman, he should either confess 
his falsehood, or die upon my sword. — But your grace is 
noble, and believes them not. — However," he continued, 
unbuckling his sword and laying it on the table as far away 
as possible — “ on aU accounts I will put that by. There 
lies the sword that was given me by an emperor, and here 
is the hand that saved a king’s life, — and here,” he con¬ 
tinued, kneeling at the king’s feet, “ is a heart as loyal as 
any in this realm, ready to shed its best blood if its king 
V 4 
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command it. — But tell me, only tell me, how 1 have 
offended." 

“ Rise, sir knight," said the king. “ On my life, 1 be¬ 
lieve you so far, that if you have done wrong, you have 
been misled; and that your heart is loyal, 1 am sure — 
yet listen. You came to this court a stranger; in you I 
found much of valour and of knightly worth — I loved 
you, and I favoured you; yet now I find that you have in 
much deceived me. — Speak not, for I will not see in you 
any hut the man who has saved my life; I will know you 
for none other. — Say, then. Sir Osborne, is not life a good 
return for life—it is? ha?” 

“ It is, my liege,” replied Sir Osborne, believing his real 
name discovered. “ Whatever I have done amiss has been 
but error of judgment, not of heart, and surely cannot be 
held as very deep offence in eyes so gracious as my noble 
king’s." 

“ We find excuses for you, sir, which rigorous judges 
might not find,” replied the monarch; “ yet there are 
many who strive to make your faults far blacker than they 
are, and doubliess may urge mueh against you; but hitherto 
we stand between you and the law, giving you life for life, 
But see you use the time that is allowed you well, for to¬ 
morrow, at high noon, issues the warrant for your appre¬ 
hension, and if you make not speed to leave this court and 
country — your fate upon your head, for you have warning." 

Sir Osborne was struck dumb, and for a moment he 
gazed upon the king in silent astonishment. “ 1 know not 
what to think," he cried, after a while; “ I cannot believe 
that a king, famous for his clemency, can see in my very 
worst crime ought but an error. Your grace has said that 
many strive to blacken me ; still humbly at your feet let me 
beseech you to tell me of what they do accuse me ?” 

“ Of many rank offences, sir!" replied the king, some¬ 
what impatiently; “ offences of which yon might find it 
hard to wash yourself so clear, as not to leave enough to 
weigh you down. However, ’tis our will that you depait 
the court, without farther sojourn; and if you are wise, 
you’ll speed to leave a country where you may chance to 
find worse entertainment and a harder lodging if you stay 
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Go to the keeper of our private purse, who will give a thou¬ 
sand marks to clear your jouniey of all cost j and God be¬ 
friend you for the time to come.” 

Nay, your grace,” replied Sir Osborne; “ poor as I 
came, 1 ’ll go ; but thus far richer, that for one short 
month, I won a great king’s love, and lost it without de¬ 
serving ; and if to this, your grace will add the favour, to 
let me once more kiss your royal hand, you’ll send me 
grateful forth.” 

Henry held out his hand towards him. “ By my 
faith,” cried he, “ I do believe him honest. — But the 
proofs! the proofs I Go, go. Sir Osborne—I judge not 
harshly of you. You have been misled — but fly speedily, 
I command you — for your own sake, fly.” 

Sir Osborne raised himself, took his sword from the 
table, and, with a low obeisance to the king, quitted the 
room, his heart far too full to speak with any measure what 
he felt. 

His hopes all broken, his dream of happiness dispelled, 
like a wreath of morning mist in the sunshine, the young 
knight sought his chamber, and casting hiqiself in a seat, 
leant bis head upon his hands, in an attitude of total de¬ 
spondency. He did not think; for the racking images of 
despair that hurried through his brain, were very different 
to the defined shapes of the most busy thought. His bosom 
was a chaos of dark and gloomy feelings, and it was long 
before reason lent him any aid to arrange and disentangle 
his ideas. As it did so, however, the thought of whither 
he should fly, presented itself ; and his first resolution was 
to go to bis father in Wales; but then, to be the bearer 
of such news—it was more than he could undertake. Be¬ 
sides, as he reflected, he saw, that, use what speed he 
might, his course would be easily tracked in that direction, 
and that the facilities which the messengers of the govern¬ 
ment possessed of gaining fresh horses, would soon enable 
them to overtake and arrest him, if the warrant were issued 
the next day at noon, as the king had said, and followed 
up with any degree of alacrity. That it would be so he 
had no reason to doubt, attributing, as he did, the whole 
of his misfortune to the hatred and jealousy of Wolsey; 
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whose haste to ruin him had been sufficiently evinced, by 
his having begun and completed it within one day after his 
arrival from York. These thoughts brought on others, 
and not knowing the stinging impulse of a favourite’s jea¬ 
lousy, he pondered over the malice of the cardinal, won¬ 
dering whether in former days his father might have 
offered the then rising minister either offence or injury, 
and thus entailed his evil offices on himself and family. 
But still the question, whither he should fly, returned, and 
after much consideration, he resolved that it should be to 
Flanders, once more to try the fortune of his sword; for 
though peace nominally subsisted between the French king 
and the new emperor, it was a peace which could but be 
of short duration, and was even then interrupted by con¬ 
tinual incursions upon each other’s territories, and inces. 
sant violation of the frontier by the various garrisons of 
France and Burgundy. Once arrived, he would write, he 
thought, to his father, who would surely join him there, 
and they would raise their bouse and name in a foreign 
land. But Constance de Grey — could she ever be his ? 
He knew not ; .but at her very name, Hope relighted her 
torch, and he began to dream again. 

As he thought thus, he raised his eyes, and perceived 
his faithful attendant Long])ole watching him with a look 
of anxious expectation, waiting till his agitated reverie 
should end. “ How ! Longpole!” said he. “ You here? 
1 did not hear you come in.” 

“ 1 have been here all the time, your worship,” replied 
the yeoman. “ And 1 ’ve made some noise in the world, 
too, While you have been here, for I let all the armour fall 
in that closet.” 

“ I did not hear you,” said the knight. “ My thoughts 
were very busy. — But, my good Hartley, I am afraid the 
time is come that we must part.” 

" By my faith, it must be a queer time, then, your wor¬ 
ship,” answered Longpole: “ for it is not every-day wea¬ 
ther that will make me quit you — specially when I see 
you in such a way as you were just now.” 

“ But, my good Longpole,” answered the knight, “ I 
am ruined. The king has discovered who 1 really am. 
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Wolsey has whetted his anger against me, and he has 
banishetl me his court, bidding me fly instantly, lest 1 be 
to-morrow arrested, and perhaps committed to the Tower. 
I must therefore quit this country without loss of time, 
and take my way to Flanders, for my hopes here are all at 
an end — Wolsey is too powerful to be opposed.” 

“ Well then, my lord,” said Longpole — " 1 will call you 
by your real name now — and so 1 ’ll go and saddle our 
horses, pack up as much as I can, and we’ll be off in 
a minute.” 

“ But, my good Longpole,” said his master, “ you do 
not think what you are doing. Indeed you must not leave 
your country and your friends, and that poor girl Geraldine, 
to follow a man ruined in fortune and expectations, going 
to travel through strange lands, where he knows not whether 
he may And friends or enemies.” 

“ More reason he should have a companion on the road,” 
replied Longpole. “ But, my lord, my determination is 
made. Where you go, there will I go too; and as to 
little mistress Geraldine, why, when we’ve made a fortune, 
which I am sure we shall do. I’ll make her trot over after 
me. But, as 1 suppose there is but little time to spare, X 
will go get every thing into order as fast as possible. 
Curpe diem, as good Dr. Wilbraham used to say to me 
when I was lazy. — There is your lordship’s harness. If 
you can manage to pop on the breast and back pieces, I 
will be back directly.” 

“ Nay,” said the knight, “ there is yet one person I 
must see. However, be not long, good fellow, for 1 shall 
not stay. Give me that wrapping cloak with the hood.” 

Longpole obeyed, and enveloping himself in a large 
mantle, which he had upon a former occasion used to cover 
his armour, in one of those fanciful justs where every one 
appeared disguised, the knight left his own apartments, 
and proceeded to those of Lady Constance de Grey. Many 
were the sounds of mirth and merriment which met his 
ears as he passed by the various ranges of apartments, 
jarring harshly with all his own sorrowful feelings, and in 
the despondency of his mind he marvelled that any but 
idiots or madmen could indulge in laughter in a world so 
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full of care. Hurrying on to avoid such inharmonious 
tones, he approached the suite of rooms appropriated to 
Lady Constance, and was surprised at finding the door 
open. Entering, nothing but confusion seemed to reign in 
the antechamber, where her maids were usually found em¬ 
ployed in various works. Here stood a frame for caul 
work, there one for embroidery; here a cushion for Italian 
lace thrown upon the ground, there a chair overturned; 
while two of the maids stood looking out of tlie window, 
(to make use of the homely term) crying their eyes out. 

“ Where is your mistress ? ” demanded Sir Osborne, as 
he enteretl; the agitation of his own feelings, and the 
alarm he conceived from the strange disarray of the apart¬ 
ment, making him stint his form of speech to tlie fewest 
words possible. 

"We do not know, sir,” replied one of the desolate 
damsels. “ All that we know is, that she is gone.” 

“Gone!" cried Sir Osborne. “Gone! In the name 
of Heaven where is she gone i Who is gone with her t” 
“ Jesu Maria, sir ! don’t look so wild,” cried the woman, 
who thought herself quite pretty enough, even in her 
tears, to be a little familiar, — “ Dr. Wilbraham is with 
the Lady Constance, and so is mistress Margaret, and 
therefore she is safe enough, surely." 

“ But cannot you say where ^e is gone ?" cried the 
knight “ When did she go ? How ? ” 

“ She went but now, sir,” replied the woman. “ She 
was sent for about an hour or more ago to the little tapestry- 
hall, to speak with my lord cardinal; and after t^t she 
came back very grave and serious, and made Mrs. Margaret 
pack up a great parcel of things, while she herself spoke 
with Dr. Wilbraham ; and when that was done, they all 
three went away together; but before she went she gave 
each of us fifty marks a-piece, and said that she would 
give us news of her.” 

“ Did she not drop any word, in regard to her destina. 
tion ?" demanded Sir Ostone. “ Any thing that might 
lead you to imagine whither she was gone ? ” 

“ Mrs. Margaret said they were going to London,” said 
the oth«r girl, turning round from the window, and speaking 
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through her tears. " She said that they were goin^, be¬ 
cause such was my lord cardinal’s will. But I don’t believe 
it, for she said it like a lie—and I’m sure I shall never see 
my young lady again. I’m sure I shan’t! So now, sir knight, 
go away and leave us, for we can tell you nothing more.” 

The knight turned away. “Oh, Constance! Constance!” 
thought he, as he paced back to his apartments; “will you 
ever be able to resist all the influence they may bring 
against you When you hear, too, of your lover’s disgrace! 
Well, God is good; and sometimes joy shines fortli out of 
sorrow, like the sun that dispels the storm.” As he thought 
thus, the prediction of Sir Cesar, that their misfortune 
should be but of short duration, came across his mind. 
“ The evil part of his prophecy,” thought he, “is already 
on my head. Why should I doubt the good ? Come, I 
will be superstitious, and believe it fully; for hope is 
surely as much better than fear, as joy is belter than sorrow. 
Will Constance ever give her hand to another ? Oh, no, 
no ! And surely, surely, 1 shall win her yet.” 

Of all the bright gifts with which Heaven has blessed 
our youth, there is none more excellent than that elasticity 
of spirit which rebounds strongly from the depressing load 
of a world’s care ; and after the heaviest weight of sorrow, 
or the severest stroke of disappointment, raises us lightly 
up, and gives us back to hope and to enjoyment. It is 
peculiar to youth, and it is peculiar to good conduct; for 
the reiterated burdens that years cast upon us as they fly, 
gradually rob the spring of expectation of its flexibility, 
and vice feels within itself that it has not the same right to 
hope as virtue. Sir Osborne’s spirit was all rebound ; and 
though surrounded with doubts, with difflculties, and with 
dangers, it was not long before he was ready to try again 
the tvide adventurous world, with unabated vigour of en¬ 
deavour, though rebuffed in his first endeavours, and dis¬ 
appointed in his brightest expectations. 

On returning to his apartment, be found his faithful 
attendant ready prepared ; and there was a sort of easy, 
careless confidence in the honest yeoman’s manner, that 
well seconded the efforts of reviving hope in his master's 
breast. It seemed as if be never thought for a moment 
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that want of success was possible ; and besides, he was one 
of those on whom fortune has little power. He, himself, 
had no extraneous wants or wishes. Happy by tempera¬ 
ment, and independent by bodily vigour, he derived from 
nature all that neither stoic nor epicurean could obtain by 
art. He was a philosopher by frame; and more than a 
philosopher, as the word is generally used, for he had a 
warm heart and a generous spirit, and joined aft'ection for 
others to carelessness about himself. 

Such was the companion, of all others, fitted to cheer 
Sir Osborne on his way — far more so than if he had been 
one of equal rank, or equal refinement, for he was always 
ready to assist, to serve, to amuse, or advise, without .suf¬ 
ficient appreciation of finer feelings to encourage, even by 
understanding them, those tlioughts upon which the knight 
might have dwelt painfully in conversation with any one 
else. 

At the same time, Longpole was far above his class in 
every respect. He had some smattering of classical know¬ 
ledge, which was all that rested with him of the lalxndous 
teaching which°good Dr. Wilbraham had bestowed upon 
his youth ; he not only could read, and write, but had read 
all the books he could get at, while a prisoner in France, 
and had, on more than one occasion, contrived to turn a 
stanza, though neither the stuff nor the workmanship were 
very good ; and he had, moreover, a strange turn for 
jesting, which he took care to keep in perpetual exercise. 
To these he joined all the thousand little serviceable quali¬ 
fications of an old soldier, and an extraordinary fluency in 
speaking French, which hatl proved very useful to him in 
many instances. Thus equipped inwardly, he now stood 
before Sir Osborne, with his outward man armed in the 
plain harness of a custrel, or shield^earer, with casque and 
corslet, cuissards, brassards, and gauntlets; and considering 
that he was near six feet three inches in height, he was the 
sort of man that a knight might not be sorry to see at his 
back, in the meUe or the skirmish. 

" Longpole," said the knight, “ give me my armour ; 
I will put it on, while you place what clothes you can in 
the large horsebags, But, my good custrel, we must put 
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something over our harness — give me that surcoat. You 
have not barded my horse, I trust ?” 

‘‘ Indeed I have, my lord,” replied he; “ and depend 
on it you may have ne^ thereof. — llemember how dear' 
the barding of a horse is — I speak of the steel, which is, 
in fact, the true bard, or bardo, as the Italians call it; for 
the cloth that covers it is not the bard — and if you carry 
the steel with you, you may as well have the silk too.” 

“ But 'twill weary the horse,” said Sir Osborne; how¬ 
ever, as 'tis on, let it stay: only it may attract attention, 
and give too good a track to any that follow; though, God 
knows, I can hardly determine which way to turn my 
rein.” 

“ To London ! to London ! to be sure, your worship,” 
cried Longpole ; “ that is the high road to every part on 
the earth, and off the earth, and under the earth. If a 
man want to go to heaven, he will there find guides ; if he 
seek hell, he will find plenty going the same road; and 
if he love this world better, there shall he meet convey¬ 
ance to every part of it. What would you think of just 
paying a visit to good Master William Hans, the mer. 
chant, to see if he cannot give us a cast over to Flanders. 
A thousand to one he has some vessel going, or knows 
some one that has.” 

“ Well bethought,” answered Sir Osborne, slowly buck¬ 
ling on his armour ; “ it will soon grow dusk, and then 
our arms will call no attention — my hands refuse to help 
me on with my harness. — I am very slow. — Nay, good 
Longpole, if you have already finished, take a hundred 
marks out of that bag, which will nearly empty it, and 
seek the three men die Duke of Buckingham gave me. 
Divide it between theqi, for their service; and, good 
Longpole, when you have done that, make inquiries about 
the palace, as to what road was tqken by Lady Constance 
de Grey and Dr. Wilbraham —do not mention the lady — 
name only Dr, Wilbraham, as if I sought to speak with 
him." 

Longpole obeyed, and after about half an hour’s absence 
returned, tolerably successful in his inquiries: but much 
to his surprise and disappointment, he found his young 
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lord very nearly in the same situation in which he had 
left him, sitting in fiis chair, half armed, with his casque 
upon his knee, his fine head bare, and his eye fixed upon 
the fading gleams of the evening sky, where some faint 
clouds just above the distant trees seemed as if lingering 
in the beams of the sun’s bright eye, like man, still tena¬ 
cious of the last ray of hope. 

“ AVell, Longpolc,” cried he, waking from his reverie, 
" what news? Have you heard any thing of Lady Con¬ 
stance ? ” and, as if ashamed of his delay, he busied him¬ 
self to finish the arrangement of his armour. 

“ Let me aid you, my lord,” said Longpole, kneeling 
down, and soon completing, piece by piece, what his 
master had left unfinished, replying at the same time to 
his question. “ 1 have spoken with the man who carried 
the baggage down to the boat, my lord, and he says that 
Dr. Wilbraham, Lady Constance, and one of her women,' 
took water about half an hour after the lord cardinal, and 
seemed to follow his barge,” 

Sir Osborne fell into another reverie, from which, at 
last, he roused himself with a sigh. '• Well, I can do 
nothing,” said he; “ like an angry child 1 might rage 
and struggle, but I could do no more.—Were 1 to stay, 
’twould but be committing me to the Tower;, and then I 
must be still per force—” 

Longpole heard all this with an air of great edification; 
but when he thought that his master had indulged himself 
enough, he ventured to interrupt him, by saying, “ The 
sun, sir, has gone to bed; had not we better t^e advantage 
of his absence, and make our way to London ? Remember, 
sir, he is an early riser at this time of year, and will 
be up looking after us to-morrow before we are well 
aware.” ^ * 

“ Ay, Longpole, ay 1” replied the knight, “ I will 
linger no longer, for it fs unavailing. — The trumpet must 
have sounded to supper by this time, has it not r So we 
shall have no idlers to gaze at our departure.” 

The trumpet sounded as I went down but now,” said 
Longpole, “ and I met the sewer carrying in a brawn’s 
head so Hke his own, that I could, not hidp thinking he 
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liftd killed and cooked his brother — they must be hard at 
his grace’s liege capons even now.” f 

“ Well, 1 am ready,” said the knight; " give me the 
surcoat of tawny velvet—now — no more feathers!” he 
continued, plucking from his casque the long plume that, 
issuing from the crest in graceful sweeps, fell back almost 
to his girdle, taking care, however, at the same time, to 
leave behind a small white glove wrought with gold, that 
had surrounded the insertion of the feather, and which he 
secured in its place with |)articular attention. “ Some one 
will have rare pillage of tliis apartment,” he added, looking 
round ; “ that suit of black armour is^orth five hundred 
marks — but it matters not to think of it — we cannot 
carry them with us — the long sword and baldrick, Long- 
pole, and the gold spurs — 1 will go as a knight at least — 
now, take the bags — I follow, l-'arewell. King Henry, 
you have lost a faithful subject! ” 

'I'hus saying, he proceeded down the stairs after Long. 
I’ole, and following a corridor, passed by one of the small 
doors of the great hall, through the partial opening of 
which was to be heard the rattle and the dlatter of plates, 
of dishes, and of knives, and the buzz of many busy jaws, 
'riiere was a feeling of disgust came over Sir Osborne as 
he heard it — he scarce knew wliy, and stayed not to in¬ 
quire, but striding on, came spiedily to the stable-yard, 
and was crossing towards the building in which his horses 
stood, when he observed a man loitering «iear the door of 
the stable, whom he soon discovered to be one of the yeo¬ 
men given him by the Duke of Buckingham. 

“ On, Longpole,” cried the knight, “ on, and send him 
uj)on some errand, for I am in no fit mood to speak with 
him now." ~ , 

M'hile Sir Osborne drew back into the doorway, Long- 
pole advanced, and in a moment after the man was seen 
traversing the court in another direction. The knight 
then proceeded, the horses were brought forth, and spring, 
ing into the saddle. Sir Osborne, with a sigh given to the 
recollection of lost hopes, touched his charger with the 
spur, and rode out of the gates. Longpole followed, and 
in a few minutes tliey were on the high road to Loiidoii. 

X 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

He U a worthy contleman. 

Exceedingly well read, and protitw 

in strange concealiiients. Ifenry IK 

It was hardly night when Sir Osborne departed; a faint 
and diminishing blush still tinged the eastern sky^ the 
blackbird was still singing bis full round notes from every 
thicket, and not a star had yet ventured forth upon the 
path w ay of the sun, except one, that, bright and sweet even 
then, seemed like a fond and favoured child to the monarch 
of the sky, following fearlessly on his brilliant steps, while 
others held aloof. The calm of the evening sank down 
gently on the young adventurer’s heart: it was so mild, 
so placid ; anil though, perhaps, pensive, and tinged with 
melancholy, yet there was a sort of promise in that last 
smile of parting day, which led hope forward, and told of 
brighter moments yet to come. For some time the knight 
indulged in vague dreams, made up, as indeed is the whole 
dream of luinian life, of hopes and fears, expectation and 
rlesponilency ; then giving up thought for action, he 
spurred forward his horse, and proceeded as fast as he could 
towards London. Longpolc followed in silence; for in 
spite of all hi# philosophy, he felt a sort of qualm at the 
idea of the long period which must intervene ere he could 
hope to see his pretty Geraldine, that took away several 
ounces of his loquacity. 

I.ondon, at length, spread wide before them, and after 
some needless circumambulation, owing to the knight's 
total ignorance of the labyrinthian intricacies of the city, 
and the dangerous littleness of Longpole’s knowledge 
thereof, they at length reached Gracious Street, and dis¬ 
covered the small, square, paved court, long since built over, 
and I believe now occupied by a tea-dealer, but which then 
afforded a sort of area before the dwelling of the Flemish 
merchant, William Hans. On the left hand, nearest the 
river, was situated the counting-house ; and to the front. 
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as well as to the tight, stretched a /ange of buildings 
which, from their Polyphemus-like appearance, having but 
one window or aperture in the front (except the door), 
the knight concluded to Ite those warehouses, whose in¬ 
discriminate maw swallowed up the produce of all parts of 
the earth. Over the counting-house, however, appeared 
several smaller windows, principally glazed, and through 
one of these shone forth upon the night the light of a 
taper, giving notice that some one still waked within. 
While Longpole dismounted, and knocked with the hilt 
of his dagger against a little door by tlie side of that which 
led to the counting-house, the knight watched the light in 
the window; but he watched, and Longpole knocked in 
vain ; for neither did the light move, nor the door open, 
till Sir Osborne bethought him of a stratagem to call the 
merchant’s attention. 

“ Make a low knocking against the windows of the 
counting-house, Longpole,” said he, “ as if you were trying 
to force them. I have known these money-getters as deaf 
as adders to any sound but that which 'menaced their 
mammon.” 

Longpole obeyed, and the moment after the light moved. 
“ Hohl, hold!" cried the knight, “he hears;” and the 
next moment the casement window was pushed open, 
through which the head of the good merchant protruded 
itself, vociferating, “ Who’s tere? Wh^t do you want.^ 

I ’ll call the watch — Watch ! watch I ” 

“ Taisez.vous!” crierl the knight, addressing him in 
French, not being able to speak the Brabant dialect of the 
merchant, and yet not wishing to proclaim his errand aloud 
in Knglish ; “ Nous sommes amis—descendez, Guillaume 
Hans — e’est le Sire de Darnley.” 

“ Gh ! I’ll come down. I’ll come down,” cried tlte mer¬ 
chant. “ Run, Skippenhausen, and open te door. I ’ll come 
down, my coot lord, in a minute." 

The two travellers had not now long to wait; for in a 
moment or two the little door at which Longjiole had at 
first in vain applied for admission was thrown open by a 
personage, the profundity of whose nether garments, to¬ 
gether with his long-waisted, square-cut, blue coat, with 

X 2 
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the seams, and there were many, all bound with white lace, 
induced Sir Osborne immediately to write him down for a 
Dutch navigator. Descending the stairs, immediately be¬ 
hind this first apparition, came the merchant himself, with 
his black gown, which had probably been laid aside for the 
night, now hurried on, not with tlie most correct adjust¬ 
ment in the world, for it looked very much as if turned 
inside out, which might well happen to a robe whose sleeves 
were not above six inches long. Sir Osborne, however, 
did not stay to investigate the subject very minutely ; but 
explaining to the good merchant that he had something 
particular to say to him, he was conducted into the count¬ 
ing-house, where he informed him as succinctly as possible 
of what had occurred and what he desired. Good Master 
Hans was prodigal of his astonishment, which vented itself 
in various exclamations in Flemish, Jinglisli, and French, 
after which, coming to business, as he said, he told tlie 
knight that he could put up his horses in the same stable 
where he kept his drays, and that after that they would 
talk of the rest. “ Hut on my wort, my coot lord,” said 
he, “ I must go with your man myself, for there is not 
one soul in the place to let him in or out of the stable, 
which is behind the house.” 

The most troublesome part of the affair for the moment 
was to take off the bard or horse armour that covered the 
knight's charger, as it could not be left in the stable till 
the next morniiTg, when the merchant’s carters would ar¬ 
rive; and poor William Hans was desperately ah-aid that 
the round of the watch would pass while the operation was 
in execution, and suppose that he was receiving some con¬ 
traband goods, which might 'uiuse a search the next day. 

The business, however, was happily accomplished by the 
aid of the Dutch captain, who, seeing that there was some- 
thing mysterious going forward, and having a taste that 
way, gave more active assistance than either his face or 
figure might have taught one to expect. 

He also it was who, while the good merchant with the 
candle in his hand led our friend Longpole with the horses 
to the stable, conducted the knight up stairs into the room 
where they had first discovered the light, and invited him. 
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in extremely good English, to be seated. By the appear¬ 
ance of the chamber it seemed that Master Hans had been 
preparing to make great cheer for his captain ; for various 
were the flaggons and bottles that stood upon the table, 
together with trenchers and plates unused, and a pile of 
manchct and spice bread, with other signs and prognostic, 
ations of a rere supper; not to mention an immense bowl 
which stood in the midst, and whose void rotundity seemed 
yearning for some savoury mass not yet concocted. 

It was not long before the merchant re-appeared, accom¬ 
panied by Longpole, who, according to the custom of those 
ilays, when many a various rank might be seen at the same 
board, seated himself at the farther end of the table, after 
having taken his master’s casque, and soon engaged the 
Dutch captain in conversation, while the knight consulted 
with William Hans regarding the means of quitting Eng. 
land as speedily as possible. 

“ It is very unlucky you did not let me know before,” 
said the merchant, “ for we might easily have cot the ship 
of my goot friend Skippenhausen there, ready to-day, and 
you could have sailed to-morrow morning by the first tide, 
you might trust him ! you might trust him with your life ! 
Bless you, my coot lord, 'tis he that brings me over the 
Bibles from Holland.” 

“ But cannot he sail the tlay after to-morrow,” said the 
knight, “ if one day will be sufficient to complete his 
freight } ” 

“ Oh, that he can,” answered the merchant; “ but what 
will you do till then ? ” he added, with a melancholy shake 
of the head ; “ you will never like to lie in warehouse, like 
a parcel of dry goods.” 

“ Why, it must be so, I suppose,” said the knight, “ if 
you have any place capable of concealing me.” 

“ Oh, dear life, yes!” cried William Hans; " a place 
that would conceal a do*en. I had it made on purpose 
after that evil May-day, when the wild rabblement of 
London rose, and nearly murdered all the strangers they 
could find. I thought what had happened once might happen 
again ; and so I had in some of my own country people, 
and caused it to be made very securely." 

X 3 
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The matter was now soon arranged. It was agreed that 
the knight and Longpole should lie concealed at the mer. 
chant's till the ship was ready to sail, and that then Master 
Skippenhausen was to provide them a sale passage to some 
town in Flanders; which, being finally settled Itetweeii all 
parties, it only remained to fix the jtrice of their convey¬ 
ance with the Dutchman. “ 1 am an honest man,” said 
he, on the subject being mentioned, “ and will not rob you. 
If you wore in no hurry to go, and could go quietly, I 
would charge you ten marks a ton ; but as you are in dis. 
tre.ss, 1 will only charge you fifteen.” 

“ Faith!” burst forth Longpole, “ you arc very liberal. 
Why, do you charge us more, not kss, because we are in 
distress ? ” 

“ Certainly,” answered the Dutchman, with impertur¬ 
bable tranquillity, “ nine men out of ten would charge you 
five times as much, when they found you wanted to go 
very bad ; now I only charge you one half more." 

“ 1 believe you are right," said Sir Osborne. “ How¬ 
ever, I do not object to your price; but tell me, what do 
you mean by fifteen marks a ton ? Do you intend to weigh 
us ? " 

" To be sure," answered the Dutchman ; “ why not ? 
All my freight is weighed, and why not you, too ? No, no. 
I’ll have nothing on board that is not weighed; it's all 
put in the book.” 

“ Well,” said the knight, with a smile, “ it does not 
much matter. Can you take my horses too by weight ? ’’ 

" Certainly,” replied the other, “ I can take any thing; 
but I am responsible fur nothing. If your horses kick 
themselves to death in the hold, that is not my fault.” 

“ I will take care of that,” said the knight. “ Here, 
Longpole, help me to put off my harness ; 1 cannot sit in 
it aU night.” 

While the custrel was thus employed in aiding his lord 
to disarm, the door opened, and in bustled a servant maid 
of about two or three and thirty, whose rosy cheeks had 
acquired a deeper Unge by the soft wooing of a kitchen 
fire, and whose sharp eyes shot forth those brilliant rays, 
generally supposed to be more animated by the wrathhd 
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spirit of cookery and of ardent coals, than by any softer 
power or flame. Immediately that she beheld two strangers, 
forth burst upon the head of William Hans the iniironding 
storm. She abused him for telling her that there would 
only be himself and the captain ; she vowed that she had 
not cooked half salmon enough for four; she declared that 
she had only put down plates and bread for two ; and she 
ended by protesting that she never in her life had seen any 
body so stupid as he himself, William Hans. 

To the mind of Sir flsborne, the lady somewhat forgot 
the respect due to her master; but, however, whether it 
was from one of those strange mysterious ascendancies, 
which cooks and housekeepers occasionally acquire over 
middle-aged single gentlemen, or whether it was from a 
natural meekness of disjmsition in the worthy Fleming, he 
Itore it with most exemplary patience; and when want of 
breath for a moment pulled the check-string of the laily's 
tongue, he informed her that the two strangers had come 
unexpectedly. Thereupon muttering to herself something 
very like, “ Why the devil did they come at all !” she st t 
down on the table a dish of hot boiled salmon ; and, after 
flouncing out of the room, returned with the air of the 
most injured person in the world, bringing in a platter-full 
of dried jreas, likewise boiled. 

These various ingredients (the salmon was salted) 
William Hans immediately seized upon, and emptied them 
into the great bowl we have already mentioned Then cast¬ 
ing off his gown, and tucking up the sleeves of his coat, he 
mashed them all together ; adding various slices of some 
well-preserved pippins, a wooden spoon’s capacity of fine 
oil, and three of vinegar. Fancy such a mess, to eat at 
eleven o’clock at night, and then go to bed and dream ! — 
Bailed salmon and peas ! — apples and oil! — and vine¬ 
gar to crown it! 

However, Sir Osborne resisted the tempting viands, and 
contented himself with some of the plain bread, although 
both the merchant and the captain pressed him several 
times to partake; assuring him, while tlte oil and vinegar 
ran out at the comers of their mouths, that it was “ Very 
coot — very coot, indeed— excellent!” And so much did 
X 4 
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they seem to enjoy it, that the unhappy Lonj^pole was 
tempted for his sins to taste the egregious compound, and 
liegged a small quantity at the hands of good master Hans. 
The bountiful merchant shovelled a waggon.load of it upon 
his plate, and the yoeman, fancying himself bound in cotn- 
niiin politeness to eat it, contrived to swallow three whole 
mouthfuls, with a meekness and patience, that in the suc¬ 
ceeding reign would have classed him with the martyrs ; 
but at the fourth,'his humanity rebelled, and thrusting the 
plate from him, with vehemence that nearly overturned all 

the rest, “ No !” cried he. " No, by-1 there is no 

standing that! ” 

The merchant and his countryman chuckled amazingly 
at poor Longpole's wa'nt of taste, and even the knight, albeit 
in no very laughter-loving mood, could not help smiling at 
his custrel’s discomfiture. But as all things must come to 
an end, the salt salmon and peas were at length concluderl, 
and some marmalades and confections substitwted in their 
place, which proved much more suitable to the taste of such 
of the company as were uninitiated in the mysteries of 
Flemish cookery. 

With the sweetmeats came the wines, which were all of 
peculiar rarity and excellence, for in this particular at least, 
William Hans was a man of no small taste, which he kept 
indeed in continual practice. Not that we would imply 
that he drank too much or too often, but still the god of 
the gildeil horns had been gently fingering his nose, and 
with a light and skilful pencil had decorated all the adja¬ 
cent parts, with a minute and delicate tracery of interwoven 
rosy lines. 

As the wine diffused itself over his stomach, it seemed to 
buoy up his heart to his li))s. Prudence, too, slackened her 
reins, and on went his tongue, galloping, as a beggar’s horse 
is reported to do, on a way that shall be nameless. Many 
were the things he said, which he should not have said; 
and many were the things he told, which would have been 
better left untold. Amongst others, he acknowledged himself 
a Lutheran, which in that age, if it tended to find out bliss 
in the other world, was very likely to bring down damna¬ 
tion in this. He averred that he looked upon the Bishop 
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of Rome, as he called the Pope, in the light of that Baby¬ 
lonish old lady, whose more particular qualiticatioii is not 
tit for ears polite ; and he confessed, that when Dr. Fitz- 
James, the Bishop of London, had bought up all the trans¬ 
lations of the Bible he could find, and burnt them at 
I’anl’s cross, he had furnished the furious Romanist with a 
whole cargo of incomplete copies. “ So that,” continued he, 
“ the bishop damned his own soul the more completely by 
burning God’s word, and paid the freight and binding of a 
newand completeset into the bargain.” And he chuckledand 
grinned with mercantile glee at his successful speculation, 
and with puritanic triumph over the persecutors of his sect. 

Sir Gsborne soon began to be weary of the scene, and 
begged to know where he should find his chamber, upon 
which Master Hans rose to conduct him, with perfect 
steadiness of limb, the wine having affected nothing but his 
tongue. Lighting a lamp, he preceded the knight with 
great reverence; and while Longpole followed with the 
armour, he led the way up a little, narrow stairs, to a small 
room, whose walls, though not covered with arras, were 
hungwith painted canvass,afteracommon fashion oftheday, 
representing the whole history of Jonah and the whale; 
wherein the fish was decidedly cod, and the sea undoubtedly 
parsley and butter, notwithstanding any thing that the 
scientific may say to such an assemblage. The ship was 
evidently one that would have sunk in any sea except that 
she was in — she could not have sailed across Chancery 
Lane in a wet day without foundering; and, as if to ren¬ 
der her heavier, the artist had stowed her to the head with 
Dutchmen, rendering her, like the Dinde a la minte Alliance 
(viz. a turkey stuffed with woodcocks), one heavy thing 
crammed full of another. 

The whole of the room, however, was cleanliness itself: 
the little bed that stood in the corner, with its fine linen 
sheets, the small deal table, even tlie very sand upon' the 
floor, all were as white as snow. “ I am afraid, my coot 
lord,” said the merchant, who never lost his respect for his 
guest, “ that your lordship will be poorly lodged ; but these 
three cham'oers along in front, are what I keep always 
ready, in case of any of my captains arriving unexpectedly, 
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and it is all clean and proper, I can assure you. I will 
now go and bring you a cusliion for your head, and what 
the French call the coupe de bonne nuit, and will myself 
call your lordship to-morrow, before any one is up, that 
you may take your hiding-place without being seen.” 

The knight was somewhat surprised to fiml his host’s 
recollection so clear, notwithstanding his jiotations ; but he 
knew not what much habit in that kind will do, and still 
doubted whether his memory would he active enough to 
remind him that he was to call him when the next morn¬ 
ing should really come. 

However, he did Master Hans injustice ; for without 
fail, at the hour of five, he presented himself at the knight’s 
door, and soon after rousing Longpolc, he conducted them 
both down to the warehouses, through whose deep obscure 
they groped their way, amidst tons and bags, and piles, 
and bales, with no other light than such straggling rays as 
found their way through the chinks and crevices of the 
boards which covered the windows for the night. 

At length an enormous butt presented itself, which ap¬ 
peared to be empty ; for without any great eff’ort the old 
merchant contrived to move it from its place. Behind this 
appeared a pile of untanned hides, which he set himself to 
put on one side as fast as possible, though for what pur-^ 
pose Sir Osborne did not well understanrl, as he beheld 
nothing behind them but the rough planks which formed 
the wall of the warehouse. As the pile diminished, a cir¬ 
cumstance occurred which made all parties hurry their 
movements, and despatch the hides as fast as possible. 
This was nothing else than a loud and reiterated knocking 
at the outer dour, which at first induced Master Hans to 
raise his head and listen ; but then, without saying a word, 
he set himself to work again harder than ever, and with 
the assistance of the knight and Longpole, soon cleared 
away all obstruction, and left the fair face of the boarded 
wall before them. 

Kneeling down, the merchant now thrust his fingers 
under the planks, where the apparently rude workmanship 
of the builder had left a chink between them and the 
ground, then applied all his strength to a vigorous heave 
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and in a moment three of the planks at once slid up, being 
made to play in a groove, like the door of a lion’s den, 
and discovered a small chaiuber beyond, lighted by a glazed 
aperture towards the sky. 

“ In ! in ! my coot lord !” cried the merchant ; “ don’t 
you hear how tliey are knocking at the door } 'fhey .will 
soon rouse my maid Julian, though she sleeps like a mar* 
mot. What they want 1 don’t know.” 

Sir Osborne and Longpole were not tardy in taking pos¬ 
session of their hiding-place; and having tliemselves pulled 
down the sliding door by means of tile cross-bars, which 
in the inside united the three planks together, they fastened 
it with a little bolt, whereby any one witliin could render 
his retreat as hrin, and, to all appearances, as immovable 
as the rest of the wall. They then heard the careful 
MTlliain Hans replace the hides, roll back the butt, and 
pace away ; after which nothing met their ear but the 
unceasing knocking at the outer door, which seemed every 
minute to assume a fiercer character, and which was })er- 
fectly audible in their place of refuge. 

The merchant appeared to treat the matter very care¬ 
lessly, and not to make any reply till it suited his conve¬ 
nience ; for during some minutes he .let the knockers knock 
on. At length, howei er, that particular sound ceased, 
and from a sort of rush and clatter of several tongues, the 
knight concluded tliat the door had been at length opened. 
At the same time the voice of the Fleming made itself 
heard, in well-assumed tones of passion, abusing the in¬ 
truders for waking him so early in llie morning, bringing 
scandal upon his house, and taking away his character. 

“Seize the old villain!” cried another voice; “we 
have certain information that they are here. Search every 
hole and comer; they must have arrived last night.” 

Such, and various other broken sentences, pronounced 
by the loud tongue of some man in office, reached the 
t ars of Sir Osborne, convincing him — notwithstanding 
Henry's assurance diat till noon of that day he should 
remain unpursued — that Wolsey, taking advantage of the 
king's absence at Richmond, had lost no time in issuing 
the warrant for his arrest. 
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Sitting down on a pile of books, which was the only 
thing that the little chamber contained, he listened with 
some degree of anxiety to the various noises of the search. 
Now it was a direction from the chief of the party to look 
here or to look there, now the various cries of the searchers, 
when they either thought tliey had discovered something 
suspicious, or were disappointed in some expectation — 
now the rolling of the butts, the overturning of the bales, 
the casting down of the skins and leatliers — now the 
party was far off, and now so near, that the knight could 
hear every movement of the man who examined the hides 
before the door of his hiding-place. Even at one time, 
in the eagerness of his search, the fellow struck his elbow 
against the boarding, and might probably liave di.scovered 
that it was hollow underneath, had tiot the tingling pain of 
his arm engaged all his attention, passing off in a fit of 
dancing and stamping, mingled with various ungodly 
execrations. 

At length, however, the pursuers seemed entirely foiled ; 
and after having passed more than two liours, some in 
examining the dwelling-house, and some the warehouse, 
after having tumbled over every article of poor William 
Hans’s goods, their loud cries and insolent swaggering 
dwindled away to low murmurs of disappointment; and 
growing fainter and fainter as they proceeded to the door, 
the sounds at length ceased entirely, and left the place in 
complete silence. Not long after the workmen arrived, 
and began their ordinary occupations for the day ; and Sir 
Osborne and Longpoie thanked their happy stars, both for 
having escaped the present danger, and for their enemy’s 
search being now probably turned in some other direc¬ 
tion. 
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Norfolk. — What, arc you chafed ? 

Ask <'h)d for tetnperanre'; that’s the appliance only 

Which youriliseasc rctjuircs. SiUKapcARR. 


As the day j)assed on, Sir Osborne grew more and more 
impatient under his confinement. He felt a sort of de¬ 
gradation in l)eing thus pent up, like a wild beast in a 
cage ; and tliough with invincible ])aiience he had lain a 
thousand times more still in many an ambuscade, he felt 
an almost irresistible desire to unbolt the door, and assure 
himself that he was really at large, by going forth and 
exercising his limbs in the free air. But then came the 
remembrance that such a proceeding would almost infal¬ 
libly transfer him to a still stricter prison ; where, instead 
of being voluntary, and but for one day, his imprisonment 
woi Id be forced and long continued. The thought, too, 
of Constance de (irey, and the hope of ’winning her yet, 
gave great powers of endurance; and he contented himself 
witli every now and then marching up and down the little 
chamber, which, taken transversely, just afforded him 
space for three steps and a half ; and, at other times with 
speaking in a whisper to Longpole, who, having brought 
the armour dotvn with him, sat, in one corner, polishing 
off any little dim spots that the damp of the night air 
miglit have left upon it. “ This is very tiresome,” saiil 
the knight. 

“ Very tiresome, indeed, my lord!” icplied Longpole. 
“ I’ve been fancying myself a blackbird, in a wicker cage, 
for the last hour. May I whistle.^” 

No, no,” cried the knight. “ Give me the casque, 
I will polish that by way of doing something. Don’t you 
think, Longpole, if underneath the volant piece, a stout 
•sort of ovant taille was carried down, about an inch broad, 
and two inches long, of hard steel, it would prevent the 
visor from being borne in, as 1 have often seen, by the 
blow of a solid lance f" 
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'■ Yes!” answered Longpole; "but it would prevent 
your lordship from blowing your nose. Oh! I do hate 
improvement, my lord. Depend upon it, ’t is the worst 
thing in the world. Men improve, and improve, and im¬ 
prove, till they leave nothing that’s original on the earth. 
I would wager your lordship a hundred marks, that, by 
two or three hundred years hence, people will have so im. 
proved their armour, that there will be none at all.” 

“Zounds, Bill!” cried a voice in the warehouse; 
“ don’t you hear some folks talking ^ ” 

“ It's some one in the street,” answered another voice. 
“ Yet it sounded vastly near, too.” 

This, however, was quite sufficient warning for the 
knight to be silent; and taking up one of the books on 
which he had been sitting, he found that it was an English 
version of the Bible, with copies of which it appears that 
Master William Hans w'as in the habit of supplying the 
English protestants. Our mother Eve’s bad old habit of 
prying into forbidden sources of knowledge, aflects us all 
more or less ; aqd as the Bible was at that time prohibited 
in England, except to the clergy. Sir Osborne very naturally 
opened it, and began reading. What effect its perusd 
had upon his mind matters little ; suffice it that he read 
on, and found sufficient matter of interest therein to occupy 
him fully. Hour after hour fled, and day waned slowly ; 
but having once laid his hand upon that book, the knight 
no longer felt the tardy current of the time, and night fell, 
before the day which he anticipated as so tedious, seemed 
to have half passed away. 

A long while elapsed after the darkness had interrupted 
Sir Osborne in his study, before the warehouse was closed 
for the niglit; which, however, was no sooner accom¬ 
plished, than good Master Hans, accompanied by his 
friend Skippeidtausen, came to deliver them from their 
confinement. 

“ He, he, he !” cried the merchant, as they came forth. 
“ Did you hear what a noise they made, my coot Lord, 
when they came searching this morning ? 'They did not 
find them though, for they were all in beside you.” 
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What lio you mean ? ” demanded the knight. “ Who 
were in beside us ? Nobody came here.” 

“ I mean the Bibles; I mean the word of God,” cried 
the merchant ; “ the bread of life, that those villains came 
seeking this morning, which, if they had got, they would 
have burnt most sacrilegiously, as an offering to the harlot 
of their idolatry.” 

“ Then 1 was wrong in supposing that they searched for 
me ? " said the knight, with a smile at his own mistake. 

“Oh, no, not for you at all!” replied the merchant. 
“ It was tlic Bibles that Skippenhausen brought over from 
Holland, for the poor English protestants, who are here 
denied to eat of the bread, or drink of the water of salvation. 
But now, my lord, if yoif will condescend to be weighed, 
you will he ready to sail at four in the morning; for your 
horses aiiil horse-armour are all weighed and aboard, and 
the cargo will be complete, when your lordship and your 
gentleman are shipped.” 

Finding that master Skippenhausen was bent upon ascer¬ 
taining his weight. Sir Osborne consented to get into the 
merchant's large scales; and being as it were lotted with 
Longpole, his horse-bags, and his armour, he made a very 
respectable entry in the captain’s books. After this, master 
Hans led him into his counting-Iiouse, and displayed his 
books before him ; but as the items of his account might 
be somewhat tedious, it may l)e as well merely to say, tliat 
the young knight found he had expended, in the short time 
he had remained in Henry’s luxurious court, more than 
two thousand five hundred marks; so that of the two 
thousand seven hundred which he had possessed, in the 
hands of the Fleming, and the thousand which he had won 
at the Duke of Buckingham’s, but one thousand two hun- 
dred and a trifle remained. 

Sir Osborne was surprised ; but the accurate merchant 
left no point in doubt, and the young knight began to think 
that it was lucky he had been driven from the court before 
all his funds were completely expended. He found, how¬ 
ever, to his satisfaction, that a great variety of arms and 
warlike implements, which he had gathered together while 
in Flanders, and had left in tlie warehouses of the merchant 
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since ho had been in England, liad been shipped on board 
Skippenhauacn’s vessel, whose acknowledgement of having 
received them, William Hans now put into his liand ; aiid 
having paid him the sum due, and received an acquittance, 
lie leil him once more upstairs into the scene of the last 
nigiit's revel. 

M'e shall pass over this second evening at the merchant's 
house, without entering into any details thereof, only re¬ 
marking that it passed more jdeasaiitly than the former one, 
tlitre Iteing at tlie supper table some dishes wliich an 
Englishman could eat, and which his stomaeh might pro. 
bably digest. At an early hour Sir Osborne cast himself 
upon his bed, and sk'i’.t, though every now and then the 
thoughts of his approaching vojflage made him startup, and 
wonder what was the hour ; and tlien, as Skip]ienhauscn did 
not appear, he would lie down and sleep again, each half 
hour of this disturbed slumber seeming like a whole long 
night. 

At length, however, when he just began to enjoy a more 
tran<|uil rest, he was awakened by the seaman ; and dressing 
himself as quickly as possible, he followed to AVilliam Hans s 
parlour, where the worthy merchant waited, to drink a 
jiartiiig cup with his guests, and wish tlicm a prositciout 
voyage. 

As tlie easiest means of carrying tlieir harness. Sir 
flsborne and I.ongpole had hoili aimed tl'emseUcs, and as 
icon as tliey Imd received tlie I'lemiiig's benediction, in a 
cup of sack, tliey donned their casques, and followed the 
captain towards the vesseh 

It was a tlull and drir.zly morning, and many was the 
dark foul street, and many tlie narrow ttirtuous lane threngit 
which tliey had to jiass. W’ajiping, all dismal and wretclitd 
as it ajipcars even now-a-day, to the unfortunate voyager, 
wlio, called from his warm lied in a wet London inoining, 
is rolled along through its long hopeless windings, and 
amidst its tall spiritless houses, tow-ards the ship destined 
to bear him to some otlier land ; and which, witli a perver. 
sion of intellect only to be met with in ships, sta^.coacbes, 
and other wooden-heatled tilings, is always sur^to set out 
at an hour when all rational creatures are sleeping in Uieir 
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beds,—Wapping, 1 say, as it stands at present, in its 
darkness and its filtli, is gay and lightsome to the patlis by 
which worshipful master Sfcippcnhauseii conducted Sir 
Osborne and his follower towards his vessel. Sloppy, silent, 
and deserted, the streets boasted no living creature beside 
themselves, without, indeed, it was some poor mechanic, 
who, witli his shoulders up to his ears, and his hands 
clasjied together to keep them warm, picked his way through 
the dirt towards his early toil. The heavens frowned upon 
them, and the air that surrounded them was one of those 
chill, wet, thick, dispiriting atmospheres, which no otlier 
city than London can boast in the month of May. 

There is a feeling of melancholy attached to quitting any 
thing to which we have, even for a time, habituated our hopes 
and wishes — or even our thoughts: however dull, how¬ 
ever uninteresting a place may be in itself, if therein we have 
familiar associations, and customary feelings, we must ever 
feel a degree of pain in leaving it. 1 am convinced that 
there is a sort of glutinous quality in the mind of man, 
which sticks it to every thing it rests upon — or is it at. 
traction of cohesion } However, the knight Iiad a thousand 
sufficient rea.sons for feeling melancholy and depressi^d, as 
he quitted the capital of his native land. He left behind 
him hopes and expectations, and aflection, and love — 
almost all those feelings, which, like the various colours 
mingled in a sunbeam, unite to form the light of human 
existence, and without which it is dull, dark, and heavy ; 
like heaven without the sun. And yet, perhaps, he would 
have felt the parting less, had the morning looked more 
brightly on him, had there been one gleam of light to 
give a fair augury for willing hope to seize. Hut no; it 
was all black and gloomy, and the very sky seemed to rc- 
dect the feelings of his own bosom. Thus as he walked 
along after the captain, there was a stern heavy determin¬ 
ation in his footfall, equally unlike the light step of ex¬ 
pectation, or the calm march of contentment. What he 
felt was not precisely despair, but it was the bitterness oi 
much disappointment and he strode quickly onward, as 
if at once to conquer^nd to fly from his own sensations. 

Y 
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At length a narrow lane brought them to the side of the 
river, where waited a boat to convey them to the Dutch, 
man’s ship, which lay out some way from the bank. Be¬ 
side the stairs, stood a man apparently on the watch, but 
he seemed quite familiar with Master Skippciihauseu, who 
gave him a nod as he past, and pointing to his compan¬ 
ions, said, “ This is the gentleman and bis servant.” 

“ Very well,” said the man ; “ go on !” and the whole 
party taking their places in the boat without further ques¬ 
tion were speedily pulled round to the vessel by the two 
stout Dutchmen who waited them. As soon as they were 
on board, the cai)tain led the knight down into the cabin, 
which he found in a state <,f gloii .us confusion, but which 
Skipiienhausen assured him would he tl.e si'est place for 
him, till they had got some way down the river; for that 
they might have visiters on board, whom he could not 
prevent from seeing all that was ui)on the deck, though he 
would take care that they should not come below. 

“Ay, Master Skippeuhausen,” cried Long pole; “for 
God’s sake fetter all spies and informers jvith a silver ring, 
and let ns u]) dn deck again as soon as possible, for 1 am tired 
of being hid about in holes and corners, like a crooked 
silver groat in the box of a careful maid ; and as for my 
lord, he looks more weaiy of it than even I am.” 

’I'he master jrromised faithfully, that as soon as the 
vessel had passed Blackwall, he would give them notice, 
am' then proceeded to the deck, where, almost immediately 
after, all the roaring and screaming made itself heard, 
which stems absolutely necessary to get a ship under 
way. In truth, it was a concert as delectable as any 
that ever greeted a poor voyager on his outset; the yelling 
of the seamen, the roaring of the master and his subordi¬ 
nate's, the creaking and whistling of the masts and cord¬ 
age, together with volleys of clumsy Dutch oaths, all 
reached the ears of tlie kiiig;ht, as he sat Mow in the close 
foul cabin ; and, joined to his own painful feelings, made 
him almost fancy himself in the Dutch part of Hades. 
Still the swinging of the vessel told that, though not as 
an effect, yet at least as an accompaniment to all this din 
the ship Was already on her voyage; and after a few mi- 
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nutes, a more regular and easy motion began to take place, 
as slie glided down what is now called the Pool. 

However, much raving, and swearing, and cursing, to no 
purpose, still went on, whenever the vessel passed in the 
proximity of another ; and, as there wore several dropping 
down at the same time, manifold were the opportunities 
which presented themselves for the captain and the pilot to 
exercise their cxecrative faculties. Hut at length, the dis- 
turbanee began to cease, and the ship hehl her oven course 
down the river, while tlic sun, now fully risen, dispelled 
the clouds that had hung over the early morning, and the 
day looked more favourably upon their passage. 

Sir Osborne gazed out of the little window in the stern 
noticing the various villages that they passed on their way 
down, till the palace at (ireenwich, and the park sweeping 
U]) behind, ntet his eye, together with many a little object 
associated with hojies, and feelings, and happiness gone 
by, recalling most jiainfuliy all that expectation had ]>ro- 
mised, and disappointment liad done away. It was too 
much to look upon steadily; and turning from the sight, ite 
folded his arms on the table, and burying his eyes on them, 
remained in that position, till the master descending tolil 
him that they were now free from all danger. 

On this information, the knight gladly mounted tlie 
ladder, and paced up and down the deck, enjoying the free 
air, while Longpole jested with Master Ski]i])cidiausen, 
teasing him the more, perhaps, because he saw that tin; 
seaman had put on that sort of surly domineering air, 
which the master of a vessel often assumes the moment- 
his foot touches thft deck, however gay and mild he may hi- 
on shore. Nevertheless, as we are now rapidly approach¬ 
ing that part of this book, wherein the events become more 
thronged and pressing, we must take the liberty of leaving 
out all the long conversation, which Vonderbrugius reports 
as having taken place between Skii)penbansen and Long- 
pole, as well as a very minute and particular account of a 
sail down the river Tliames, wherewith the learned pro¬ 
fessor embellishes his history, and which, though doubtless 
very interesting to the Dutch burgomasters, and their 
wives, of a century and a half ago, would not greatly edify 
V 2 
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tlie British public of the present day, when every cook- 
■fbaid steps once a year into the steam packetj and is pad- 
died down to Margate, with less trouble than it took an 
Englishman of the reign of Harry tlie Eighth to go from 
Charing-cross to Lombard-street, 

'J'he wind was in their favour, and the tide running 
strongly down, so that passing, one by one, by Woolwich, 
I'urfleet, Erilh, (iravcscnd, and sundry other jdaces, in a 
few hours they api)r(iached near the ocean hmits of the 
English land ; while the river, growing mightier and migh¬ 
tier as it rolled on, seemed to rush towards the sea with a 
son of daring equality, rather as a rival than a tributary, 
till meeting its giant sovereign, it gave vent to its pride in 
a few frothy waves ; and then yielding to his sway, poured 
all its treasures in his bosom. 

Before they had reached the mouth of the river, they 
beheld a aessel which had preceded them suddenly take 
in sail and lay-lo under the lee of the Essex shore ; the 
reason of which was made very evident the moment after, 
by the vam; qt the mast-head wheeling round, and the 
wind coming in heavy squalls right ujinn their beam. The 
Dutchman’s shij) was not one at all calculated to sail near 
tlie wind; and paying little consideration to the necessity of 
Sir Osborne’s case, he followed the example of the vessel 
liefore him, and gave orders for taking in sail and laying- 
to, decharing that the gale would not last. The knight re¬ 
monstrated, but he might as well have talked to the wind 
itself. Skippenhausen was quite inflexible, not even taking 
the pains to answer a word, and contenting himself with 
muttering a few sentences in high Dutch, interspersed with 
various objurgatory addresses to the sailors. 

M’hether the worthy Hollander’s conduct on this occa¬ 
sion was right, proper, and seaman-like, we must leave to 
.sonic better qualified tribunal than our own weak noddle 
to determine, ])rofessing to be most profoundly ignorant on 
nautical affairs; but so the matter stood, that the knight 
was obliged to swing one whole night in an uncomfortable 
hammock in an uncomfortable ship,, in the mouth of the 
river Thames; with a bitter fancy resting on his mind. 
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that this waste of time was quite uanecessary, and that 
with a little courage, and a little skill, on the part of the 
master, he might before the next morning have been landeH 
at Dunkirk, to which city he was to be safely carried, ac¬ 
cording to his agreement with the Dutchman. 

By day-break the next morning the wind was rather 
more favourable, and at all events by no means violent, so 
that the vessel was soon once more under weigh. Still, how¬ 
ever, they made but little progress ; and even the ship that 
was before them, though a faster sailer, and one that could 
keep nearer the wind, made little more way than them¬ 
selves. While in this situation, trying by a long tack to 
mend their course, with about the distance of half a 
mile between them and the other vessel, they perceived a 
ship of war, apparently run out from the Essex coast some 
way to windward, and bear down upon them with all sail 
set. 

“ Who have we here, I won<ler'i'” said the knight, ad¬ 
dressing Skippenhausen, who had been watching the ap¬ 
proaching vessel attentively for some minutes. 

‘^’Tis an English man-of-war,” replied the master. 
“ Coot now, don’t you see the red cross on her flag. By 
my life, she is m.aking a signal to us ! — It must be you she 
is wanting, iny lord ; for on my life, 1 have nothing con¬ 
traband but you aboard — I will not understand her signal 
tliough ; and as the breeze is coming up I will run for it. 
Go yon down in the cabin and hide yourself.” 

“ 1 will go down,” replied the knight. “ But hide my. 
self I will not — 1 have had too mueh of it already.” 

Skippenhausen, who, as we before hinted, had by the 
long habit of smuggling in a small w'ay acquired a taste 
for the concealed and mysterious, tried in vain to persuade 
the knight to hide himself under a pile of bedding. On 
this subject Sir Osborne was as deaf as the other had been 
the night before, in regard to proceeding on their voyage; 
and all that the master could obtain was that the two Eng¬ 
lishmen would go below, and wait the event, while he 
tried, by altering his course, and running before the wind, 
to weary the pursuers, if they they were not very hearty in 
the cause. 

y 3 
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“ Well, Longpoltf'’ said Sir Osborne, “ I suppose that 
must look upon ourselves as caught at last." 

“ Would your worshij) like us to stand to our arms 
demanded the yeoman. “ We could make this cainn good 
a long while in case of necessity.” 

“ By no means,” rejilied the knight. “ 1 will on no 
account resist the king’s will. Ueside.s, it would ho 
syiilling good blood to little purpose ; for we must yield 
at last.” 

“ As your lordship pleases,” answered the custrel ; 
'* but knowing how fond you are of a good downright 
blow of estoc at a fair gentleman's he,ad, 1 thought you 
might like to take advantage of the present occa'-ion, which 
may be your last for some time.” 

“ Perhaps it may be a- mistake still,” answered the 
knight, “ and pass away like the scarcli for the Bibles 
when we were conccaka^ in the warehouse. However, we 
shall soon see: at all events, till it comes 1 shall take no 
heed about it and casting himself into a seat, with a 
hitter smile, as if wearied out with fortune's caprices, and 
resolved to struggle no longer for her favour, he gazed 
forth from tlie little stern window upon the wide expanse 
of water that rolled away towards the horizon. The 
aperture of this window not being more than six inches 
either in height or width, and cut through the thick 
timbers of the Dutch vessel for considerably more than a 
foot in depth, was in fact not much better titan a telescope 
without a glass, so that the knight’s view was not a little 
circumscribed in respect to all the nearer objects, and he 
was only able to see, as the ship pitched, the glassy green 
waves, mingled with white foam, rushing tumultuously 
from under her stern, as she now scudded before the wind, 
having a long, glistening, frothy track behind, to mark 
where she had made her path through the midst of the 
broad sea. As he looked farther out, however, the pro¬ 
spect widened ; and at the extreme verge, where the sea and 
sky, almost one in unity of hue, showed still a faint line 
of light to mark their boundary, he could perceive, rising 
up as it were from the bosom of the deep, the light tracery 
of masts and rigging, belonging to far distant vessels. 
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whose ]inlls were still concealed by die convexity of the 
waters. Nearer, but yi’t within the range tlsat the narrow¬ 
ness of the window alloi\ed his sight, appeared the vessel 
that had dropped down the river just before them, and the 
English ship of war, which, crowding all sail before the 
wind, seemed in full chase — Tint of their companion, but 
of themselves ; for the other, in obedience to the signal, had 
hauled her wind and lay-to. 

Sir Oshortie now watched to ascertain whether the man. 
of-war gained upon them, but an instant’s observation put 
an end to all doubt. She evidently came nearer and 
nearer, and soon approached so close, as to lx; scarcely 
within the range of his view, being lost and seen alter¬ 
nately at every motion of the ship. At length, as the 
vessel pitched, she rlisappeared fisr a moment, then came 
in sight again — a quick flasli glanced along her bow, and 
the moment after, when she W'as no longer visible to 
his eye, the sullen report of a cannon came u})on the 
wind. 

By a sudden change in the motion of the vessel, tt). 
gether with various cries upon the ileck, the knight now 
concluded that the Dutchman had at length obeyed this 
peremptory signal, and lay-to, which was in fact the case; 
for passing over to the window on the other side, he again 
got a view of the English ship, which sailed majestically 
up, and theti, when within a tew ntmdrerl yards, put out 
and manned a boat, which rowed off towards them. Sir 
Osborne had not long an opportunity of observing the 
boat in her approach, as she sooti passed put of the small 
space which he could see ; bulf in a few minutes after the 
voice of some one, raised to its very liighest pitcli, made 
itself heard from a distance, hardly near enough for the 
knight to distinguish the words, though he every now and 
then caught enough to perceive, that the whole consisted 
of a volley of curses discharged at Master Skippenhausen, 
for not having obeyed the signal. 

The Dutchman replied in a tone of angry surliness, 
that he had not seen their signal; and in a minute or two 
more, a harsh grating rush against the vessel told that the 
boat was alongside. 

Y 4 



328 


DARNLEY. 


“ I will teach you, you Dutch son of a dog-fish, not to 
lay-to when one of the king’s ships makes the signal,” 
cried a loud voice by the side. “ Have you any passengers 
on board ?” 

“ Yes, five or six,” answered the Dutchman. 

“ Stop 1 I will come on hoard," cried the voice, and 
then proceeded, as if while climbing the ship’s side, 
“ have you one Sir Osborne Maurice with you ? ” 

“ Ko!” answered Skippenhausen, stoutly. 

“ Well, we will soon se'e that,” cried the other; “ for 
I have orders to attach him for high treason. Come, 
bustle! disperse, my boys I — You, Wilfred, go forward; 
I will down here and see who is in the cabin; and if I 
find him. Master Dutchman, 1 will slit your ears.” 


END OR THE SECOND VOI.UHR. 
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VOLUME THE THIRD. 


CHArXER I. 

My coiucicncc will serve me to run from this Jew. 

Merchant Venice. 

We will now return to Lady Constance de Grey, wjiose 
fate must no longer be left in uncertainty ; and taking' up 
the threail of our narrative at the moment Sir Osborne 
quitted her, on the eventful evening which destroyed all 
his fond expectations, we will, in our homely way, record 
the events that followed. 

It may he remembered, that at the very instant the 
knight parted from good Dr. Wilbraham, kt the door of 
the young lady’s a[)artment in the palace at Richmond, a 
letter was put into the clergyman’s hands, to be delivered 
to the heiress of De Grey, for such was the style of the 
address. No time was lost by Dr. Wilbraham in giving 
the letter to his lady’s hands; and on being opened, it 
proved to be one of those anonymous epistles, which are 
seldom even worth the trouble of deciphering, being 
prompted always by some motive which dares not avow 
itself. 

However, as Lady Constance was very little in the 
habit of receiving letters from any one, and certainly none 
to which the writer dared not put his name, mere curiosity 
would have prompted her, if nothing else, to read it 
through; the more especially as it was written in a fine 
and clerkly hand, and in a style and manner to be acquired 
alone by high and courtly education. Although the letter 
is still extant, we shall not copy it, having already given 
one specimen of the compositions of that day, and not at 
all wishing to depreciate tlie times of our hero and heroine. 
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in the estimation of our more cultivated readers. Let it 
be considered as sufficient, then, that we merely say, the 
letter professed to be a warning from a friend, and in¬ 
formed the young lady, that the most rigorous measures 
were about to be adofi^d towards her, in case of her still 
refusing to comply with Wolsey’s command, in resi)ect to 
her marriage with Lord Darby. The writer then hinted 
that perpetual seclusion iu a convent, together with the 
forfeiture of all her estates, would be the consequence, if 
she could not contrive to fly immediately ; but that, if she 
could, her jrerson, at least, would be at liberty, and that a 
friend would watch over her property ; and, as a con¬ 
clusion, he advised her to leave llichmond by water, 
as die means which would leave the least trace of her 
course. 

So singularly did this letter anticipate not only her own 
fears, but also her own plans, that it instantly acquired, 
in the eyes of Lady Constance, an authenticity which it 
did not otherwise possess ; and placing it in the hands 
of Dr. VV^ilbraltam, she asked his opinion upon its con¬ 
tents. • 

“ I’shaw !” cried the clergyman when he had read it ; 
“ Pshaw ! lady, it is all nonsense! The very reverend 
lord cardinal will never try to make you marry against 
your will. Do not frighten yourself about it, my dear 
lady; depend on it, ’t is all nonsense. l.iet me see it 
again.” Hut after he had read it over once more. Dr. 
M'^ilbraham’s opinion seemed in some degree to change. 
He considered the letter, and re-considered it, with very 
thoughtful efcs, and then declared it was strange, that any 
one should write it, unless it were true; and yet he would 
not believe that either. “ Pray, lady, have you any idea 
who wrote it ? ” demanded he. 

‘%I can imagine but one person,” said Lady Constance, 
“ who could possess the knowledge and would take the 
pains. Margaret, leave us,” she continued, turning to the 
waiting-woman. “ I have heard, my dear Dr. Wil- 
braham," she proceeded, as soon as they were alone, 
“ that you were in former times acquainted with an old 
knight, called Sir Cesar — 1 met him yesterday when 1 
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was out in the park.” Lady Constance paused, and a 
slight blush came into her check, as she remembered that 
tlie gooil clergyman knew nothing of the affection which 
suhsi.stcd between herself and Diirnley ; and feeling a strong 
repugnance to say that lie was witl^her at the moment, 
the hesitated, not knowing how to proceed. 

i)r. ^V^ilbraham relieved her, however, by exclaiming, 
the inshant she stopped : “ Oh, yes, lady, in truth 1 know 
him well ! He was the dearest and the best friend of my 
Lord Fitzbernard ; and though Hnbap]>ily given to strange 
and damnable pursuits—God forgive him—1 must say, 
he w’as a friend to all the human race, and a man to be 
trusted and esteemed. — Hut think you this letter came 
from him ? ” 

“ lie is the oidy one.” replied Constance, “ on wffom 
my mind could for a moment fix, as having written it.” 

“ It is very likely,” answered the clergyman: “it is 
very likely ; and if it comes from him, you may believe 
every word that it contains. His knowledge, lady, is 
strange — is very strange — and is more than good—but 
it is sure. He is one of those restless spirits that must 
ever be busy ; and, human knowledge not being sufficient 
for his eager mind, he has sought more than he should 
seek, and found more than is for the ])cace of his soul.” 

“ But if he make a good use of his knowledge,” said 
Constance, “ surely it cannot be very wicked, my dear 
sir ? ” 

“ It is presumptuous, lady,” replied the clergyman; 
“ it is most presumptuous, to seek what God has concealed 
from our poor nature.” 

“ But if this letter be from him,” said the lady, “ and 
the bad tidings that it brings be true, what ought 1 to do ^ 
Von, whom my dear father left with me, asking you never 
to quit me! you must be my adviser, and tell me wl||t to 
do in this emergency ; for sure 1 am, that you will never 
advise me to marry a man that 1 do not love, and who 
does not even love me.” 

“ No, no. Heaven forbid ! especially when you would 
rather marry Osborne,” said the good clergyman with the 
utmost simplicity, looking upon it quite as a matter of 
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course, which required no particular delicacy of handling. 
“ and a much l)etter thing too, lady, in every respect," 
he continued, seeing that he had called up a blush in 
Constance’s cheek, and fancying that it arose from a fear 
of his disa|)i>roving hp' choice. “ If you will tell the lord 
cardinal all the circumstances, depend upon it he will not 
press you to do any thing you dislike. Let him have the 
whole history, my dear lady : tell him that you do not 
love Lord Darby, and that he loves another ; and then 
show him how dearly iDarnley loves you, and how you 
love him in return ; and then —’’ 

“ Oh, hush, hush! my dear Dr. Al’ilhraham,” cried 
the lady, with the blood glowing through her fair clear 
ski^ over neck, and face, and forehead. “ Impossible ! 
indeed, quite impossible ! — You forget.” 

“ Oh yes, yes, I did forget,” replied the chaplain ; 
“ Osborne does not wish his name to be known— 1 did 
forget. Very true ! That is unfortunate. But cannot 
you just insinuate that you do love some one else, but do 
not like to mention his name ” 

Lady Constitnce now endeavoured to make the simple 
clergyman understand, that under any circumstances she 
would be obliged to limit her reply to the cardinal to a 
plain refusal to wed Lord Darby ; and though he could 
not enter into any feelings of reluctance on her part to 
avow her regard for Darnley, yet he fully comprehended 
that she was bound to hold undivulged the confidence of 
others. However, he did not cease to lament diat this 
was the case, fully convinced in his own mind, that if she 
had been able to inform Wolsey of every thing, the pre¬ 
late, whom he judged after his own heart, would have un¬ 
hesitatingly accorded his sanction to all her wishes : 
whereas, at present, her refusal might be attributed to 
obsHiacy, being unsupported by any reasons: and thus 
indeed, he observed. Sir Cesar’s prediction might be ful¬ 
filled, and she obliged to fly to screen herself from the 
consequences. Dr. Wilbrahain having admitted that there 
might be a necessity for flight, the mind of Constance was 
infinitely quieted ; that being a point on which she had 
long, long wished to ascertain his opinion, yet had timidly 
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held back, believing him to be unacquainted with the most 
powerful motive that actuated her. Nothing now remained 
but to learn whether he would so far sanction her proceed¬ 
ings as to accompany her ; and she was considering the 
best means of proposing it to himj«whcn she received a 
message to inform her tliat the cardinal waited her in the 
little tapestried hall. 

The moment which was to decide her fate she plainly 
perceived to be now arrived : but, with all the gentle sweet¬ 
ness of her character, a fund of dauntless resolution had de¬ 
scended to her from along line of warlike ancestors, which 
failed not to come to her aid in moments of danger and 
extremity; and though she had long dreaded the interview 
to which she was now culled, she prepared to undergo it 
with courage .and firmness. In olxalience to the cardinal’s 
command, then, she descended to the hall, accompanied by 
two of her women, who, though neither likely to suffer any 
•thing themselves, nor informed of their mistress’s situation, 
yet felt much more al.arm at the thoughts of approaching 
the imjierious AV’olsey than even she did herself, burthened 
as her mind was with the certainty of offending a man 
the limit of whose power it was not easy to dehne. 

At the door of the hall stood two of the cardinal’s ushers, 
by whom she was introduced into the chamber to which 
Wolsey had retired after leaving the king; and where, 
seated in a chair of state, he waited her approach with many 
an ensign of his pomp and power about him. As she en¬ 
tered, he fixed his eye upon her, scarcely rising from his 
seat, but still slightly bending his head in token of salu¬ 
tation. The high blood of Ue Grey, however, though 
flowing in a woman's veins, and one of the gentlest of her 
sex, was not made to humble itself before the upstart pre¬ 
late ; and moving forward unbidden. Lady Constance 
calmly seated herself in a chair opposite to that of thAar- 
dinal, while her women placed themselves behind her; 
and thus, in silence, she waited for him to speak. 

“ Lady,” said Wolsey when she was seated, “ at the 
time 1 saw you last, 1 proposed to you a marriage, which 
in point of rank, of fortune, and of every other accessory 
circumstance, iti one which may well be counted amongst 
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the best of the land, and for which I expected to have 
your thanks. Instead thereof, however, I received, at the 
moment of my dejiarture for York, a letter wherein, with a 
mild obstinacy and a humble pride, you did reject what 
was worthy of your beat grat'tude. A month now has 
waned since then, and I trust that calm reflection has re¬ 
stored you to your sense of what is right ; which being the 
case, all that is past shall be pardoned and forgot.” 

“Your proposal, my lord cardinal,” replied Lady Con¬ 
stance, “was doubtless intended for my hai)pincss, ai.d 
therein you have my most sincere gratitude; but yet I see 
not how 1 can have merited either reproof or pardon, in a 
matter which, alone concerning myself, no one can judge of 
but myself.” 

“ You speak amiss, lady,” said \Yolsey haughtily ; “ ay, 
and very boldly do you speak. Am I not your guardian 
by the English law, and are you not my ward ? — say, 
lady, say!” 

“ 1 am your ward, my lord,” replied lady flonstance, 
her spirit rising umler his oppression, “ but not your slave 
— you are my guartliaii, but not my master.” 

“ You are nice in your refinements, la.ly,” said the car¬ 
dinal ; “ but if I am your guardian, I am to judge what is 
good for you, till such time as the law perniits you to judge 
for yourself.” 

That time is within one month, my lord,” answered 
Constance ; “ and even were it longer, I never yet did hear, 
that a guardian could force a ward to wed against her will; 
though I at once acknowledge his right to fe.rl/id her mar¬ 
riage, where he may jmige against it.” 

“ Nay ! ” exclaimed M'olsey, “ this is somewhat too 
much. This bold spirit, lady, becomes you not, and must 
belated. Learn, that though I, in gentleness, rule you 
bi^K a ward, and, for your own good, control your stub¬ 
born wiU, tile king, your sovereign, may act with a stronger 
hand; and heedless of your idle fancies, compel you to 
obey." 

“ Then to the king, my sovereign, I appeal,” said Con¬ 
stance, “ sure that his justice and his clemency will yield 
me that protection which, God help me, I much need.” 
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“ Your appeal is in vain, proud girl!” cried the cardinal, 
rising angrily, while the fiery spirit flashed forth from his 
dark eye. “ I stand here armed in this case with the 
king’s power, and commissioned to speak his will; and 'tis 
in his name that I command you, oit Thursday next, ut 
God’s altar, to give your hand lo your noble cousin. Lord 
Darby — ay! and gratefully to give it, without which you 
may fall to beggary and want; for know, that all those 
broail lands which now so swell your pride, are claimed by 
Sir Payan Wileton, in right of male descent, and may pass 
away like a shadow from your lecble hand, leaving you 
nought but your vanity for dowry.” 

'• Then let then\ pass,” said Gonstance firmly; “ for [ 
would sooner a thousand tiine.s be landless, i'riendless, 
hoj)ele6s, than wed a man 1 do not love. ” 

“ And end your days in a nunnery, you should have 
added to the catalogue of woes you call upon your head,” 
said the cardinal sternly; “ I'or as 1 live, such shall be 
your fate. — Ghoose either (ogive your vows to your cousin, 
or to Heaven, lady; for no other choice shall be left you. — 
Till Thursday next I give you to decide; and while you 
]>onder, York Place shall be your abode. — Lady, no more,” 
he added, seeing her about to speak; “I hate not time 
to argue against your fine wit. 'I’o-night, if I reach IVest- 
minster in time, 1 will send down your litter; if not, to¬ 
morrow, by eight of the clock; and be you prepared — 1 
have done.” 

Constance would not trust her voice with any reply ; for 
the very efforts she had made to conceal her agitation had 
but served to render it nrore overpowering, and it was now 
ready to burst forth in tears. Repressing them, however, 
■she rose, and bending her head to the cardinal, returned t.) 
her own apartments. Here Dr. lYilbraham awaited her 
in no small anxiety, to know the event of her conferee 
with Wolsey, which, as it had been so short, he judged 
must he favourable. Lady (^on.stauce soon- undeceived him, 
however; and shocked and indignant at the cardinal’s 
haughty and tyrannical conduct, he agreed at once with the 
lady I’lat she had no resource but flight. 

“It is very strange! very strange, indeed!" cried the 
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good man ; “ I have often heard tliat the lord cardinal is 
haughty and cruel — and indeed men lay to his charge 
that he never does any thing but for his own interests ; 
but I would never believe it before. I thought that God 
would never have jdaced so much power in the hands of so 
bad a man : but his ways are inscrutable, and his name be 
praised ! Now, ray dear lady, what is to be done ? Where 
are we to goHad not I better go and tell Osborne, that 
he may know all about it.^” 

“ On no account,” replied Constance; “ however painful 
it may be, my good friend — and painful indeed it is, I 
acknowledge”—and while she spoke the long-repressed 
tears burst forth, and rolled rapidly over her face, — ‘‘ I 
must go without even bidding him adieu. I would not for 
the world involve him at this time in a business which 
might bring about his ruin, lie shall be innocent even of 
the knowledge of my flight, so that IColsey shall have no 
plea against him. When his fate is fixed, an<l the storm 
is blown away, 1 will let him know where 1 am ; for 1 owe 
him that at least. Even for you, my good Hr. Wilbraham, 
1 fear,” she continued. “ If you fly with me, may it not 
bring down upon your head some ecclesiastical censure ? 
If so, for Heaven's sake, let me go with Margaret alone.” 

“ Why it may, indeed,” answered the chaplain thought¬ 
fully. “ I had forgot that. It may indeed. What can 
be done?” 

” Then you shall stay,” replied Lady Constance, with 
some degree of mournfulness of accent at the thought of 
the friendless loneliness witlj which she was going to cast 
herself upon the wide inhospitable world. “ Then you 
shall stay indeed.” 

“ What! and leave you to wander about alone, I know 
no^hither ?" cried the good clergyman. “ No, my child, 
no9 Hid all the dangers in the world hang over my head, 
where you go, there will 1 go too. If I'cannot protect you 
much, which, God help me ! is not in my power, at least 
I can console you under your sorrows, and support you 
during your pilgrimage, by pointing continually to that 
Being who is the protector of the widow and the orphan, 
the iiriend of the friendless and the desolate—Lady, I will 
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go \rit1i you. All the dangers in the world shall not scare 
me from your side.” 

A new energy seemed to have sprung up in the bosom 
of the clergyman ; and by his advice and assistance Lady 
Constance’s plans and arrangements for her flight were 
very soon completed. 

It was agreed that herself. Dr. Wilbraham, and Mistress 
Margaret, the waiting-woman, should immediately take 
boat, and proceed by water to the little villi^;e of Tothill, 
from whence a walk of five minutes would bring them to 
the house of the physician Dr. Butts, who, as the old chap¬ 
lain observed, was, though his nephew, a man of an active 
and piercing mind, and would probably find some means 
to facilitate their escape to Fr,ance. By landing some lit¬ 
tle way from his house, they hoped to prevent their route 
from teing traced afterwards, and thus to evade pursuit; 
as to be overtaken and brought back, would involve far 
more danger than even to remain where tliey were and dare 
the worst. 

All this being determined between Lady Constance and 
the clergyman. Mistress Margaret was called in, and in¬ 
formed of as much of the plan as was necessary to enable 
her to make up her mind whether she would accompany 
her young lady or not. Without a moment’s hesitation, 
she decided upon going, and having received her orders, 
proceeded to arrange for their journey such articles of ap¬ 
parel as were absolutely necessary, together with all her 
lady’s money and jewels. She also was deputed to inform 
the other servants that Lady Constance thought it best to 
follow the lord cardinal to York Place immediately, instead 
of waiting for the litter which he had jtromised to send, and 
that she only permitted herself and Dr. Wilbraham to 
accompany her. ^ 

Every thing being ready, a man was sought to carry the 
two large bags, to which their luggage was restricted; and 
Constance prepared to put in execution the very important 
step on which she had determined. Her heart sank, it is 
true, and her spirit almost failed, as Dr. Wilbraham took 
her by the hand to lead her to the boat; but remembering 
z 
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to what she would expose herself if she stayedj she recalled 
her courage, and proceeded on her way. 

In the antechamber, however, she had a painful scene 
to go through, for her women, not deceived by Mrs. Mar¬ 
garet’s tale, clung round their mistress for what they deemed 
might be a last farewell. All of them, bom upon her 
father’s lanrls, had grown up as it were with her ; and, for 
some good (juality, called from amongst the other peasantry 
to the honour of serving the heiress of De Grey, had be¬ 
come attached to her by early habit, as well as by the 
affection which her gentle manners and sweet disposition 
were certain to produce in all those by whom she was sur¬ 
rounded. Many a bitter tear was shed by the poor girls as 
they saw their lady about to leave them; and Constance 
herself, unable to refrain from weeping, thereby not only 
encouraged their grief, but confirmed their fears. Angry 
with herself for giving way to her feelings when she felt 
the absolute necessity of governing them strictly, Constance 
gently disengaged herself from her maids, and promising to 
let them hear of her soon, proceeded to the water aide, 
where they easily jjrocured a boat to convey them down 
the river. 

The irrevocable step was now taken, and Constance and 
the chai)lain both sat in silence, contemplating the v.ag-ue 
future, and striving, amidst all the dim una'rtain shapes 
that it presented, to ascertain even, as far as probability 
went, what might be their fate. But the dark imiienetrable 
curtain, drawn ever between to-day and to-morrow, still 
barred their view ; leaving only room for hope and fear to 
range within the wide circle of unceasing doubt. 

Long before arriving at Tothill, the sun had gone down; 
and the cold wind blowing from the river, chilled Lady 
Constance as she sat in the open boat witliout any other 
covering than a long veil added to her ordinary apparel. 
Notwithstanding this, she judged it best to bid their two 
rowers continue their course as far as AV^estrainster, fearing 
that the little knowledge of the localities possessed either by 
Dr. Wilbrahara or herself, might cause them to lose their 
way if they pursued their original intention of landing at 
Tothill,f'and hoping that the darkness, which was now 
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liiming thick upon them, would at least conceal their paiii 
t'roni the boat to the house of Dr. Butts. To insure this, 
as soon as they had landed, Mrs. Margaret took one of the 
bags, and the good clergyman the other, and having satisfied 
the boatmen for their labour, the whole party began to 
thread the narrow tortuous lanes and streets, constituting 
tlie good town of Westminster. 

After various turnings and windings, however, they dis¬ 
covered that they were not on the right track, and were 
obliged to ask their way of an old locksmith, who was just 
shutting up his shop. The direction they received from 
the worthy artificer was somewhat confused, and contained 
so many riff/its and /'/is, that by the time they had taken 
two more turnings, each person of the three liad got a 
riifferent reading of the matter, and could in no way agree 
as to their farther proceeding. 

“ He said we were to go on, in this street, till we came 
to a lantern, 1 am sure,” said Dr. Wilbrahain. 

“ No, no, sir,” cried Mrs. Margaret, “ it was the next 
street after we had turned to the left. Did he not say, take 
the first street to the right, and then the first again to the 
right, and then the second to the left, and then go on till 
we came to a lantern ” 

Dr. Wilbrahain denied the position ; and the matter was 
only terminated by Constance proposing that they should 
proceed to the second turning at least. “ Then if we see a 
light in the street to the left,” she continued, “ we may 
reasonably suppose that that is the turning he meant, 
unless before that we find a lantern here too, and then we 
can but ask again. But make haste, my dear Dr. Wilbra. 
ham, for there is a man behind who seems as if he were 
watching us!” 

This last observation quickened all tlicir motions, and 
proceeding as fast as possible, they found that Mrs. Margaret 
was in the right ; for immediately in the centre of the 
second turning to the left appeared a lantern, shedding its 
dim small light down the long perspective of the street: 
which, be it remarked, was highly favoured in having such 
an appendage ; few and scanty being the lights that, in that 
age, illuminated the streets of London after dark, and those, 
z 2 



34.0 


DABNIiEY. 


as in the present instance, being the boon of private indi¬ 
viduals. Pursuing their way, then, towards this brilliant 
luminary, with many a look behind to ascertain whether they 
were followed, which did not appear to be the case, they 
found another street diverging to the right, which shared 
in the beneficent rays of the lantern, and which, also, con¬ 
ducted into a known latitude, namely a little sort of square, 
that was instantly recognised by the chaplain as being in 
the immediate proximity of his nephew’s dwelling. 

The house of Dr. Butts now soon presented itself; and 
entering the little court before it, the clergyman was just 
about to knock against a door which fronted them, when 
some one entering the court from the street, laid hold of his 
arm, saying, “ Stop, stop! if you please! you must come 
with me to my lord cardinal.” 


CHAPTER II. 

Como with words as medicinal as trite. 

Honest as either. Sharspeare. 

Now there arc many people who would here leave their 
reader in suspense, and, darting off to some other part of 
the tale, would not give the most remote hint of Lady 
Constance’s fate, till they had drawled through two or three 
long chapters about a frog and a roasted apple, or any 
other thing, if possible, still more irrelevant. But far be 
such disingenuous dealing from me, whose sole aim, intent, 
and object, is to give my reader pleasure; and by now and 
then detailing some little accident or adventure, to keep him 
just enough awake to prevent the volume failing out of his 
hand into the fire; to win sometimes a smile, and some¬ 
times a Hgh ; without aspiring cither to laughter or tears ; 
tickling his soul, as it were, with the point of a feather, so 
as neidier to rouse nor to lull, and to leave him in such a 
state, that when he lays down the book, he knows not 
whether he has been reading or dreaming. 
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Such are the luxurious aspirations of Vonderbrugius, who 
is recorded to have himself written more than one volume 
in his sleep, and to have even carried them to the printer 
in a state of somnambulency. After this, without more 
ado, he proceeds to relate, that the worthy Dr. Wilbraham, 
finding somebody take him by the arm, turned round in a 
state of vexation and worry, if 1 may use the word, which 
overcame the natural gentleness of his disposition, and made 
him demand, rather sharidy, what the stranger wanted with 
him. 

“ WTiy, doctor,” replied the man, “ you must come in¬ 
stantly to my lord cardinal, who has been struck with the 
pestilent air in returning from Richmond, and desires 
to consult with you on the means of preventing its bad 
effects." 

“ Pshaw! ” cried the good chaplain pettishly, “ I am 
not Dr. Butts ! How could you frighten me so? We come 
to see the doctor ourselves." 

“ Stand out of the way, then, if you are not him,” cried 
the man, changing his tone, and rudely pushing between 
the clergyman and Lady Constance. “ Tho cardinal must 
be served first, before such as you, at least ; ” and knocking 
loudly against the door, he soon brought forth a page, who 
informed him that the physician was at the house of old 
Sir Guy Willoughby, further down in the same street. 

On this news, the messenger immediately set off again, 
leaving Dr. Wilbraham to discuss what matters he liked 
with the page, now that his own insolent haste was satisfied. 
The servants instantly recognised their master’s uncle, and 
permitted him, with his fair companions, to enter and take 
possession of his book-room, while awaiting his return; 
and the rosy maid, whom Sir Osborne had found scrubbing 
crucibles, now hustled about with good-humoured activity 
to make the lady comfortable. 

Long seemed the minutes, however, to the mind of poor 
Constance, till the physician’s return. Her path was now 
entirely amidst uncertainties, and at each step she knew 
not whether it would lead her to safety or destruction. 
Such a proceeding as that in which she was engaged does 
not strike one, when calmly related, as full of half the 
z 3 
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anxiety and alann tbat really accompanied it. Let it be 
remembered, that not only her fortune but her liberty for 
life, and the whole happiness of her existence, were in¬ 
volved ; and it may be then conceived with what trembling 
fear she awaited each incident that might tend to forward 
her escape, or to betray her flight. 

Though it seemed to her an age. Dr. Butts was not 
really long in returning; but no language can depict the 
astonishment of his countenance, when he beheld Lady 
Constance with his uncle. “ Odds life !” cried he ; “ what 
is tills ? Lady, are you ill, or well, or wise ? Uncle, are 
you mad, or drunk, or foolish ? ” 

The good clergyman informed him that he was in 
neither of the predicaments to which he alluded ; and then 
proceeded to relate the circumstances and motives which 
had induced them to resolve upon leaving the court of 
England and flying to France, to claim the protection of 
the French king, who was in fact the lady’s sovereign as 
far as regarded her maternal estates. 

“ It’s a bad business!” cried Dr. Butts, who still stood 
in die middle of the floor, rubbing his chin, and not yet 
recovered from his surprise; “it’s a bad business! I 
always thought it would be a bad business. Nay, nay, lady, 
do not weep,” continued the kind-hearted mediciner, seeing 
the tears that began to roll silently over Constance’s cheek ; 
“ it is not so bad as that. Wolsey will doubtless claim you 
at the hands of the French king; but Francis is not a man 
to give you up. However, take my advice ; retire quietly 
to one of your chateaux, and live like a nun, till such time 
as this great friendship between the two courts is past. It 
will not last long,” he added, with a sententious shake of 
the head; “ it will not last long. But, nevertheless, you 
keep yourself in France as secretly as may be while it does 
last.” 

“ But how to get to France is the question,” said Dr. 
■yyilbraham; “ we shall do well enough when we are there, 
I dliubt not. It is how to get to France, that we must 
think of.;” 

“ Oh ,i we will manage that,” replied Dr. Butts; “ we 
will manage tbat; though, indeed, these are not things that 



SABNLET. 


343 


I like to meddle with: but, nevertheless, I suppose I must 
in this case. Nay, nay, my dear lady, do not grieve. 
'Slife! you a soldier’s daughter, and afraid! Nay, cheer 
up, cheer up. It shall all go right, I warrant." 

The doctor now seated himself, and observing that Con¬ 
stance looked pale and cold, he insisted on her swallowing 
a Venice glass of mulled sack, and going to bed. As to the 
sack, he said, he would insure it for the best in Europe; 
and in regard to the beds in his house, he could only say, 
that he had once entertained the four most famous alchy- 
mists of the world, and they were not men to sleep on hard 
beds. “ Taste the sack, lady; taste the sack;” he continued. 

Believe me, it is the best medicine in the pharmacy, and 
certainly the only one I ever take myself. Then, while you 
go and court your pillow, I will devise some scheme with 
this good uncle of mine, to help you over to the French¬ 
man’s shore.” 

'fhe physician’s rosy maid was now called, and con¬ 
ducted Lady Constance and Mrs. Margaret to a handsome 
bed-chamber, where we shall leave them for the present; 
and without prying into Dr. Butts’s household furniture, 
return to the consultation that was going on below. 

“ Well, uncle,” said the physician, as soon as Lady 
Constance had left them, “ you have shown your wisdom 
truly, in running away with an heiress for another man. 
On my life, you have beaten, the man who was hanged for 
his friend, saying that he would do as much for him another 
time. Why, do you know, you can never show your face 
in England again?” 

“ My good nephew,” replied Dr. Wilbraham quietly, 
“ for all your fine words, if you had been in my situation 
you would have done just as I have done. 1 know you, 
Charles.” 

“ Not I, i’faith,” cried Dr. Butts; “ I would not have 
budged a foot.’’ 

“ What! when you saw her cast upon the world, friend¬ 
less and helpless,” cried the old man, “ with nobody to 
advise her, with nobody to aid her, with nobody to console 
her ? So sweet a girl, too! such an angel in hear^ in mind, 
in disposition — all desolate and alone in this wide rough 
z 4 
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world! Fie, Charles, fie! you would hare gone with 
her!” 

“ Perhaps I might, perhaps I might,” replied the phy¬ 
sician. ; “ however, let us now think of the best means of 
serving her. What can be done ? ” 

As usual in such cases, fifty plans were propounded, 
which, on examination, were found to be unfeasible. “ I 
have it,” cried Ur. Butts at last, after discarding an infinite 
variety. “ There was a nun’s litter came up yesterday, to 
the inn hard by; it will hold three, and you shall set off 
to-morrow by daybreak as nuns.” 

“ But how ? ” cried Ur. Wilbraham, with horror and 
astonishment depicted in his face. You don’t mean roe 
to go as a nun ? ” 

“ Faith, but 1 do!” replied the physician ; “ it would 
be fully as bad for you to be discovered, as for Lady Con¬ 
stance. Now there is no dress in the world that I know 
of but a nun’s, that will cover your face and hide your 
beard. Oh, you shall be a mm, by all means. I will get 
the three dresses this very night from a frippery in Pool 
Street; 1 will knock them up, and you shall well shaved 
to-morrow morning, and will make as fine an old sister 
monies as the best of them.” 

Dr. Wilbraliam still held out stoutly, declaring that he 
would not so disguise himself, and disgrace his cloth, on 
any account or consideration ; nor was it till the physician 
showed him plainly, that by this means alone Lady Con¬ 
stance’s safety could be insured, that he would at all hear 
of the travesty thus proposetl. 

“ Where, then, do you intend us to go ? ” asked Dr. 
Wilbraliam, almost crying with vexation at the bare idea 
of being so metamorphosed. 1 cannot, and I will not, 
remain long in such a dress.” 

“ Why, you must go down to Sandwich,” answered the 
pl^sician. “ There is a religious house there, under a 
sub-prioress, about a mile out of the town, looking out over 
the sea. I know the dame, and a little money will do 
much with her. Nay, look not shocked, good uncle, I 
mean not to say that slie is wicked, and would endanger 
her soul's repose for mammon; but she is one of those 
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that look leniently on small faults, and would not choke at 
such an innocent sin as helping you out of the cardinal's 
power. The time is lucky, too, for the cold wind last night 
has given his haughty lord cardinalship a flow of humours 
to the head, and he is as frightened about himself as a hen 
before a dray horse; so that, perhaps, he may not think of 
sending to lUchmond so soon as he proposed. 

But, Charles,” said Dr. Wilbraham, whose abhorrence 
of the nun’s dress wits not to be vanquished, and who would 
have been right glad to escape the infliction on any excuse, 
“ will not your servants, who have seen us come in one 
dress, think it very strange when they see us go away in 
another ? and may they not betray us ?” 

“ Pshaw !” cried Dr. Butts, “ they see a thousand odder 
things every day, in a j)hysician’s house. Do you think I 
let my servants babble No, no 1 They know well that 
they must have neither eyes, ears, nor understanding for 
any thing that passes within these doors. If I were to 
find that they ever did so much as to recollect a person 
they had once seen with me, they should troopt But stay; 
go you to bed and rest, 1 will away for these dresses, and 
bespeak the litter for to-" orrow at five. At Sandwich you 
are sure to find a bar* tor Boulogne.” 

The next mornii.g Dr. IVilhraham was awoke before it 
was light, by the physician eiii ‘■•’s room with a candle 
in his hand, and followed by a barber; who, taking the 
good priest by the nose, shaved him most expeditiously 
Itefore he was out of bed, having been informed by Dr. 
Butts that the person under his hands was a poor insane 
patient, who would not submit to any very tediods tonsorial 
operation. 

When this was done, much to the surprise of the chap, 
lain, who was in truth scarcely awake, the barber was sent 
away, and the physician produced the long black dress of 
a Benedictine nun, into which, after much entreaty, he 
persuaded Dr. Wilbraham to get ; not, however, without 
the rest of his clothes, for no argument would induce him 
to put on the woman's dress,without the man’s under it. 
First, then, he was clothed with his ordinary black vest 
and silk hose, above which came a full and seemly cassock ; 
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and then, as a superstructure, was placed on the top of all 
the long black robes of the nun, which swelled his bulk out 
to no inconsiderable size. This, however, was not a dis¬ 
advantage ; for being tall and thin, he had great need of 
some supposititious contour to make his height seem less 
enormous when conjoined with bis female habiliments. 
Upon the whole, with the rope tied tight round his middle, 
and the coif and veil, he made a very respectable nun ; 
though there was in the whole figure a certain long-backed 
rigidity of carriage, and straggling wideness of step, that 
smacked infinitely of the masculine gender. 

When all was completed, the physician led his trans¬ 
formed uncle down to a little hall, to which Lady Uonstance 
and Mrs. Margaret had already found their way, habited 
in similar garments to those wltich Dr. Butts had furnished 
for the chaplain. 

In point of beauty Uonstance had never, perhaps, looked 
better than now, when her small exquisite features, and 
clear delicate complexion, slightly sharled by the nun's cap, 
had acquired an athlitional degree of softness, which har¬ 
monised well t#ith the pensive, melancholy expression that 
circumstances had communicateu ‘oher countenance. How¬ 
ever, she was, irerhaps, even more . '■d and agitated than 
the night before, when haste had in so-'ie degree superseded 
thought. She had "''w p ..sed » nearly sleepless night, 
during the lung Hours of which a thousand fears and 
anxieties had visited her pillow; and on rising, the ne¬ 
cessity of quitting her customary dress and assuming a 
disguise, impressed more strongly than ever upon her mind 
the dangers of her situation. 

The only person that seemed fully in their element was 
Mrs. Margaret, who tliough, with the exception of a little 
selfishness, a most excellent being, could not be expected 
to have fulfilled for several years the high functions of 
lady’s maid without having acquired some of the spirit of 
the office. God knows, in Lady Constance’s service she 
had possessed small opportunity of exercising in any way 
her talents for even the XxtHe.intrigue antichamhres and 
though, in the case of Sir Osborne, she had done her best 
to show her tact by retiring a propos, the present was the 
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first occasion on which she could enjoy a real, bustling, 
energetic adventure; and to do her justice, she enacted the 
nun to the life. With a vastly consequential air she hurried 
about, till the rustling of her black serge and the rattling 
of her wooden cross and rosary were quite edifying; and 
finding herself, by dress at least, on an equality with her 
mistress, she took the bridle off her tongue and let it run 
its own course, which it did not fail to do with great vigour 
and activity. 

On the entrance of Dr. Wilbraham, with his face clad 
in rueful solemnity, and his long strides at every step 
spreading out the petticoats with which his legs were en¬ 
vironed, like the parachute of a balloon when it Ijogins to 
descend, Mrs. Margaret laughed outright; and even Lady 
Constance, while reproving her for her ill-placed gaiety, 
could hardly forliear a smile. 

“ My dear Dr. Wilbraham,’’ said Constance, seeing the 
chagrin that sat upon his countenance, “ for how much, 
how very much have I to thank you ! And believe me, I 
feel deeply all the regard you must have for me, to induce 
you to assume a disguise that must be so disagreeable to you.” 

“ Well,” said Dr. Dutts, “ you are a sweet creature, 
and to my mind it would not be difficult to make a man 
do any thing to serve you. However, sit you down, 
lady ; here is something to break your fast ; and as it 
must serve for dinner and supper too, I will have you eat, 
whether you are hungry or not; for there must be as little 
stopping on the road as possible, and no chattering, Mrs. 
Margaret; mind you that.” 

Mr.s. Margaret vowed that she was silence itself; and 
the meal which the good doctor’s foresight had taken care 
to provide for them being ended, he led them forth by a 
different door from that which had given them entrance, 
not choosing to trust even the servants, whose discretion 
he had boasted the night before. Day had now dawned, 
and in the court-yard of the inn they found a large litter, 
or sort of long box swung between two horses, one before 
and the other behind, and accompanied by a driver on 
horseback, who smacking his whip, seemed tired of wait¬ 
ing for them. 
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" Come, get in, get in,” cried he, “ I have been waiting 
half an hour. There’s room enough for you, sure !" he 
proceeded, seeing some little difficulty occur in placing the 
travellers; “ why I brought four just like you up from 
Gloucester in it, three days ago. Here, come over to this 
aide. Mother Longshanks.” This address to Dr. Wil- 
braham had again very near overset Mrs. Margaret’s 
gravity; but at length aU being placed, in spite of the 
chaplain’s long legs, which were rather difficult to pack, 
the travellers took leave of the physician, and commenced 
their journey to the sea coast. 

All passed on tranquilly enough during the forenoon ; 
and at a little watering.housc, wliere they stojiped on the 
road, they were enabled quietly to rehearse their parts, 
as Sister Wilbraham, Sister Margaret, and Sister Grey. 
The good clergyman declared, that his part should be to 
keep down his veil and hold his tongue, and Mrs. Mar¬ 
garet willingly undertook to be the talker for the whole 
party, while Constance, not yet at all assured of safety, 
listened for every sound with a beating heart, and trembled 
at every suspicious look that she beheld, or fancied that she 
beheld, in the people round her. 

As soon as tlie horses were sufficiently refreshed, they 
again began their journey, and had proceeded some way, 
when the galloping of a horse made itself heard behind 
them, and through the opening of the curtains they could 
perceive a serjeant-at-arms, with full cognizance, and ac¬ 
companied by two followers, pass by tlie side of their 
vehicle. In a moment after, he stopped on overtaking 
their driver, who was a little in advance, and seemed to 
question him in a hasty tone. “ Three nuns ! ” cried he, 
at length. “ I must see that!” ^ 

Constance, almost fainting, drew back in the corner^^ 
the litter. Dr. AVilbraham shrunk himself up to ffie 
smallest space possible ; and, in fact, Mrs. Margaret was 
the only one who preserved her presence of mind. “ If 
it were the lord cardinal himself,” whispered she to her 
lady, “ he would never know you, my lady, in that 
dress.” 

In the mean time, the sergeant-gt-arms rode up, and 
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drew back the curtain of the litter. " Your pardon, 
ladies,” said he, giving a look round, which seemed quite 
satisfactory, “ I ask your pardon; but as I am sent in 
pursuit of some runaways, I was obliged to look in.” 

Here the matter would have terminated, had not Mrs. 
Margaret, desirous of showing off a total want of fear, re¬ 
plied, “ Quite welcome, fair sir, quite welcome. We are 
travelling the same road.” The officer replied ; and this 
brought on a long allegory on the part of Mrs. Margaret, 
who told him that they were nuns of Richborough, who 
had been to London for medical advice for poor sister 
Mary, there, in the comer (pointing to Hr. Wilbraham), 
who was troubled with tltc falling sickness. The sergeant- 
at-arms recommended woodlice drowned in vinegar, as 
a sovereign cure, which the pretended nun informed him 
they had tried; and though it must be owned that the 
Abigail played her part admirably well, yet, nevertheless, 
she contrived to keep her lady and the chaplain in mortd 
fear for half an hour longer than was necessary. 

At length, however, the officer taking his leave, rode 
away; anti then descended upon the head of Mrs. Mar¬ 
garet the whole weight of good Doctor Wilbraham’s in¬ 
dignation. Not for many years had he preached such an 
eloquent sermon upon the duty of adhering strictly to 
truth, as on the present occasion ; and he pointed clearly 
out to the waiting-woman, that she had told at least two- 
and-thirty lies more than the circumstances required. Mrs. 
Margaret, however, was obstinate in her error, and would 
not see the distinction, declaring angrily, that she would 
either tell no lies at all, and let it be known who they were, 
or she would tell as many as she thought proper. 

“ Margaret! ” said Lady Constance, in a calm reproach¬ 
ful tone, that had more effect than a more violent reproof, 
“ you forget yourself.” The abigail was silent; 'but 
nevertheless she determined, in her own mind, to give the 
good doctor more truth than he might like, on the very 
first occasion ; and such an opportunity was not long in 
occurring. 

With the usual hankering which drivers and postilions 
always have for bad inns, the master of the litter did not 
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fail to stop for the night at one of the smallest, meanest, 
and most uncomfortable little alehouses on the road ; and 
on getting out of the vehicle, the three nuns were all 
shown into one room, containing two beds, one large and 
one small one. It may easily be supijosed such an arrange¬ 
ment did not very well suit the circumstances of the case ; 
and Constance looked at Dr. Wilbraham, and Dr. Wilbra- 
ham at C'onstance, in some embarrassment. On inquiring 
whether they could not have another room, they were in¬ 
formed that there was indeed such a thing in the house, 
but tliat it was always reserved for guests of quality. The 
hostess was surprised at nuns giving themselves such airs: 
the room they had would do very well for three people ; 
and, in short, that they should have no other. 

During all this time Mrs. Margaret remained obstinately 
silent, but at length, seeing the distress of her mistress, 
she brought up her forces to the charge, and turned the 
tide of battle. Attacking the hostess full tilt, she declared 
that there should be another room found directly, inform¬ 
ing her that the young lady was not a simple nun, but 
noble and rich; and just named prioress of, the Lord knows 
where; that sister Mary, i. e. Dr. M'ilbraham, was badly 
troubled with a night-cough, which would keep the prioress 
awake all night; and in short, that sister Mary must, and 
should, have a room to herself, for which, hosvever, they 
would willingly pay. 

This latter hint overcame the hostess’s objections, and 
the matter being thus settled, they were allowed to repose 
in peace for the night. Fatigue, anxiety, and want of 
sleep, had now completely exhaustetl Constance; and 
weariness acting the part of peace, closed her eyes in happy 
forgetfulness, till tlio next morning, when they again set 
oiit for Sandwich. 

Without any new adventure they arrived at that town ; 
and after passing through it, quickly perceived the con. 
vent rising on a slight elevktion to the left. As soon as 
tlris was in sight, so that he could not miss his way. Dr. 
Wilbraham got out of the litter, for the purpose of puDing 
off his nun’s dress under some hedge, in order that, by fol¬ 
lowing a little later than themselves, he might appear at 
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the gate of the nunnery in his true character, without the 
change being remarked by the driver of the litter, to 
whom he said on descending, that he would follow on 
foot. 

After this, Constance and Mrs. Margaret proceeded 
alone, and in a few minutes reached the convent, where pre¬ 
senting Dr. Hutts’s letter to the prioress, they were received 
witli all kindness and attention, and found themselves 
comparatively free from danger. Dr. AVilbraham was not 
long in arriving, restored to his proper costume ; and being 
admitted to the ])arlour, entered into immediate consultation 
with the .superior and Constance, as to the best means of 
concluding their flight as happily as it had commenced. 


CHArTER III. 


“ So ('.etchers 

>natrhfrii 

Do toil both night and day, 
Not iK-odie, 

Hut grccdic, 

Still prolling for tlicir prey,** 


However a poor novelist may like to pursue the even 
tenor of his way in peace and quietness, it is quite impos¬ 
sible for him to do so, if he take a true story for the basis 
of his tale. Circumstance is always jumping about; and 
if he would follow nature, ho must join in the game of 
leap-frog too. Here is the palace of fortune, with its 
glitter, and its splendour, and its show; and there the 
cottage of want, with its care, and its foulness, and its 
misery. In one house, new-born life is coming into the 
world, all joyous; in the next, stern death loads man away 
to eternity: weeping sorrow, and laughing joy, sit mocking 
each other at every step ; and smiles and tears are still 
running after each other on the high road, though little 
formed to bear company together. Then, since the world 
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is full of oppositions and of jumps, he that copies it must 
sit upon his hind legs and play the kangaroo also. 

I found it necessary to put forth this excuse before pro¬ 
ceeding with Vonderbrugius; who, without offering any 
reason for so doing, suddenly flies back to scenes that we 
have not long quitted, and brings the reader once more to 
London, where he shall be detained as short a time as 
possible, on the word of a scribe. 

All those who have read the history of that little power¬ 
ful nook of island earth called Great Britain, must very 
well know, that the imperious minister of Henry the 
Eighth was not one to receive contradiction with patient 
resignation : what then was his rage on hearing that Lady 
Constance de Grey was not to be found at Richmond ? 
True to wliat he threatened, IVolsey had not failed, imme¬ 
diately on arriving in London, to send a horse-litter down 
to Richmond for his fair ward, notwithstanding the late¬ 
ness of the hour, and the cold he had himself experienced 
on the water ; and towards eleven the same night, his 
messengers returned, informing him that the lady was not 
to be found in the palace ; adding also, that a man belong¬ 
ing to the gate had been employed to carry some luggage 
for her down to s two-oared boat, which had received her 
at the stairs, and rowed off towards Westminster. 

This was the sum of ail the news they had obtained, but 
it was sufficient to guide Wolsey on the search which he in¬ 
stantly prepared to institute for the fugitive. Before going 
to rest, he took every precaution for preventing her leaving 
the kingdom, ordered messengers to set out early the next 
morning for every port where she was likely to embark, and 
commanded an officer to post to Richmond that very night, 
and, stationing himself at the palace-stairs, to await the 
arrival of the men who rowed the boat wliich had conveyed 
her away,, giving him at the same time an order for their 
arrest. 

In regard to the couriers to the various ports, we shall 
leave them to their fate, not embarrassing ourselves with a 
search half over the realm, but shall pursue the movements 
of the other messenger, from whose operations very impor¬ 
tant results were obtained. 



DABNU.Y. 


353 


Though heartily wishing the cardinal and Lady Constance 
well scourged, the one as the proximate, the other as the re¬ 
mote cause of his night-ride, the officer got into his saddle, 
and accompanied by two followers, set out for llichmond, 
where they arrived towards two o’clock in the morning. 

Men of a curious and philosophic mind have remarked, 
that there is always a pot-house near a waterman’s stairs ; 
and the same fact was observable in the present instance. 
Nearly opposite to the landing on the left-hand side, stood 
the hospitable mansion of a beer-retailer, who dealt out the 
iiritish nectar to all those who had the means of paying for 
it; and in his wdndow, even at the hour of two o’clock, 
was shining a lamp, whereat the officer marvelled, as the 
neighbourhood of the pftlace enjoined order and sobriety 
amongst the multitude. Riding up, however, he dis¬ 
mounted; and pushing open the door, perceived that the 
tap-room was occupied by a single individual of the water, 
man species, whose sleepy head, nodding backwards and 
forwards, often approached so near the lamp upon the table 
as to threaten his red nose with a conflagration. Without 
any regard for the rites of Morpheus, the officer shook the 
sleeper heartily by the shoulder, whereupon he started up, 
crying, “Well, I’m ready — how long you’ve been — 
I’ve been a waiting this hour.” 

“ M^aiting for whom” demanded the officer; '• not for 
me, 1 ’m sure, or with my will, you'd waited long enough.” 

“ Lord bless us, sir 1 I beg your worship’s pardon,” said 
the man, rubbing his eyes; “ 1 thought you were the two 
yeomen that hired my boat to take the young lady to 
Lunnun. Curious folks they were not to let me row my 
own boat! 'fhey promised to be back by one, and so 
master tapster lets me sit up here for ’em. 1 thought you 
were them two indeed.” 

“ No, I’m a single man, and never was two in my life,” 
answered tlie officer. “ Rut about these U|o yeomen > — 
At one o’clock you say they were to com" — Pray, how 
came you to let them your boat ? ’’ 

“ Lord ! because they asked me, sure,” replied the water¬ 
man, “ that's how.” 
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“ But liow do you know they will ever bring it back 
again ? ” demanded the officer. 

“ Because they left me ten marks as a pledge^” answered 
the otlier. “ >|r; no, I wasn’t to be outwitted. [ saw 
they wanted the boat very bad, so I let them have it for a 
mark by the day ; but I made them leave me ten others; 
so if the boat be lost or hurt, I’ve got double its worth in 
my own pocket.” 

“ And what did tliey say they were going to do with it ?” 
demanded the officer. 

Oh, I didn’t ask,” said the waterman ; “ but walking 
about 1 s^w them lay there at the stairs for near an hour, 
till presently comes down a young lady, and an old priest, 
and a waiting-woman, as 1 judf^d, and in they get, and 
away rows the boat toward Lunnun. 'riicy were lusty 
rowers, I warrant you, and good at the trade. But your 
worship seems mighty curious about them.” 

“ Ay, and so curious,’’ answered the officer, “ that they 
shall both go with me to London, if they come hither to¬ 
night ; and you too. Waster Waterman, so hold yourself 
ready. IIo, 'I’homas! come in and stay with this wortliy. 
See that he does not budge. You AVill, put up the horses, 
and then come down to me at the stairs.” 

The excellent tipstaff now, after cutting short the re¬ 
monstrance of the boatman, proceeded to the water side, 
and crossing his arms, waited, with his eyes flxed upon the 
bright, liver, as it flowed on, rippling like waves of silver 
in the moonshine. In a few minutes he was joined by his 
follower, and before long a black spot appeared moving up 
the midst of the stream, while the plasliing of distant oars 
began to make itself heard. As the boat came nearer, two 
men were plainly to be seen rowing it towards the landing- 
place, one of whom raising liis head, when they were within 
a few yards distance, exclaimed, Is that you. Master 
Perkins ^ 

“ Ay, ay ! 'Answered the officer, imitating, as well as 
he could, the gruff halloo of a waterman, and walking about 
with his hands in his breeches’ pockets, as if to keep him¬ 
self warm. 

Witliout more ado, the boat pulled to the shore, and one 
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of the men jumped out, whereupon the officer instantly 
caught him by the collar, exclaiming, “ In the king’s name 
1 charge you go with me." 

“ Pull off 1 pull off,” cried the man to his companion ; 
“ by the lord he has grablred me — pull off, boy ! ’’ 

The other rower, without scruple pushed from the shore 
before the tipstaff's man could secure the bow of the boat ; 
and seeing his companion caught beyond the power of ex¬ 
trication, he snatched up the other oar, and pulled away, 
down the river, as hard as he could. 

“And now, what the devil do you want with me?” 
cried the man, sturdily, turning to the officer. “ Come, 
off tvith your hands ! Don’t be lingering my collar so hard, 
or I ’ll crack your iiutshen for you." And at the same time 
he struggled to .shake off the other’s grasp ; but the officer, 
who seemed accustomed to deal with persons that did not 
particuliirly relish his ministry, very soon settled the ques. 
tion with his prisoner, by striking him a blow over the bead, 
with a staff he carried, in such sort as to level him with tlie 
ground. It is wonderful how soothing to the prisoner’s 
feelings this mild treatment seemed to lx;, for without any 
farther effort, he suffered himself to be led away to the ale¬ 
house, from whence he was safely removed the next morn¬ 
ing to Westminster, the original owner of the boat being 
carried along with him as a witness. And here, let me beg 
.all constables. How Street officers, scarlet-runners, street- 
keepers, constables of the night, and watchmen, who may 
read this excellent and instructive history, to take example 
by the prudence of the officer, who having acquired all the 
information he could from other sources, wisely abstained 
from asking his prisoner any questions whatsoever, leaving 
his examination to be taken by competent persons. 

Carrying his game directly to York plouse, the worthy 
and exemplary tipstaff, whose name I should not fail record, 
had not Vonderbrugius unfeelingly omitted i^ — this prince 
of tipstaves, 1 say, placed his charge in a place of security, 
.and on the cardinal’s return from Westminster Hall, in¬ 
formed him of all that he had done to fulfil the mission 
with which he had honoured him. The cardinal praised 
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the tipstaff’s zeal, and beginning to suspect that there was 
some mystery in tlie business, more than the mere course 
which Constance liatf taken, he ordered the prisoner, and 
the evidence, to be brought instantly before him ; and pro¬ 
ceeded himself to investigate the matter, and to sec whether 
his fingers would be neat enough to pick the needle out of 
tile bottle of hay: — a delicate operation, for which there 
is but one methoil, which may be called the Alexandrine; 
namely, burn the hay, and you are sure to get the needle. 

Something similar was the proceeding which the cardinal 
proposed to adopt; for no sooner was the prisoner brought 
i)efore him, livther pale with fright, and somewhat nervous 
w'ith his night’s entertainment, than he pronounced a most 
eloquent oration iqion the necessity of meeting death with 
firmness, warning the unhappy man, at the same time, that 
he had nothing to hope in this world, and bidding him to 
prepare for the next. Through the whole, however, he 
suffered to appear, im])lied, though not expressed, the pos¬ 
sibility, that a free confession of all the culprit knew, con¬ 
cerning Lady Constance de Grey, and her evasion, might 
take the sting out of his offence, and di.scncuraber his wind- 
pij)e of the pressing familiarity with which it was threat, 
ened by an henqien cord. 

In those times, rights were but little defined, and the 
extent of the great civil and political ])owers hardly ascer¬ 
tained even to the minds of the cultivated and reflecting, 
much less to peo)>le in the rank of the jrerson who now 
stood before the prelate, surrounded by all those impressive 
insignia which then, indeed, implied vast, though borrowed 
power. Without going into the metaphysics of the business, 
it will be sufficient for my purpose to say, that the poor 
fellow was desperately frightened, especially as he had upon 
his conscience more than one hearty crime, which he well 
knew might at any‘time prove a sufficient excuse for sending 
him part of th§ way to heaven, whether he ever made the 
whole journey out or not. Therefore, having no great in¬ 
terest in concealing any thing he knew, and every interest 
in the world in telling it, he fell down upon his knees, de¬ 
claring tliat he ■ would reveal all, if the cardinal would 
make a solemn promise that he sliould have the king’s free 
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pardon, and tlie church’s for every sin, crime, and misde¬ 
meanor, he had committed up to that day. 

It cost him nothing but a hit of parchment, and a little 
yellow wax, and so the cardinal promised ; wheupon tlie 
culprit, still upon his knees, began as follows: — 

“ My master, Sir Payan IVileton—” 

" Sir Payan Wileton is your master, then ?” cried 
'VV'olsey.— “ So, so ! (Jo on.” 

“ My master. Sir Payan M^ileton, my gracious lord,” 
continued the man, “ after he had been with your grace 
yesterday morning, rcturneil home full speed to his house 
by the water’s edge, near Tothill, and suddenly despatched 
one of our yeomen down to Richmond with a poor foolish 
priest, saving your grace’s prcsiiice, who had been with him 
some days. After that, he wrote a note, and giving it tome, 
hade me take with me Black John, and gallop down to the 
court like mad. 'Whenever we got there, I was to speak 
with Ilatchel Sivard, whom he ha<l set to spy all that 
passed at the palace, and who would help me to hire a boat 
for the day. After that was done, I was to seek the Lady 
de (Jrey, and give her the note: and then, leaving our 
horses at the baiting-house, I and my fellow were to wait 
in the boat till the lady came, and to row her -whither- 
s(X!vcr she directed; but, above all, to seem like common 
watermen, and to take whatever payment she gave us. 
And if by chance she didn’t come, we were to give up the 
boat, and return." 

As may be supposed, Wolsey was not a little surprised 
at the intrigue which this opened to his view. “ So ! ” said 
he. “ So ! Hatchel Sivard, the page of the queen’s ante¬ 
chamber, is a pensioned spy of Sir Payan Wileton. — 
Good ! Very good ! — Of course you carried tlie lady to 
her relation’s house, ha ? ” 

“ Not so, may it please your lordship’s grace," replied 
the man. “ At first, she made as if she would have stopped 
at Tothill, but then she bade us row on to Westminster, 
where she landed." 

“But you saw where she went," cried Wolsey, his brow 
darkening. " Mind, your life depends upon your speaking 
a. A 3 
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truth ! Let me but see a shade of falsehood^ and you are 
lost!” 

“ As I hope for mercy, my lord, I tell you the whole 
truth,” replied the servant. “ When she was landed, 1 got 
out and followed; but, after turning through several streets, 
I saw that they marked me watching, so 1 was obliged to 
run down a narrow lane, hoping to catch them by going 
round; but they had taken some other way, and I found 
them not again.” 

Wolscy let his hand drop heavily upon the table, disap¬ 
pointed in his expectations. “You say them, fellow! 
Who do you mean ? ” he demanded. “ Who was with 
her?” 

“ Her waiting-woman, your grace," answered the man, 
“ and an old priest, whom Sivard says is her chaplain.” 

“ Ah !” said Wolsey thoughtfully, “Dr. Wilbraham ! 
This is very strange ! A staid good man — obedient to my 
will — coinciding in the expediency of the marriage I 
proposed. 'I'here must be some deeper plot here of this 
Sir Payan Wileton. The poor girl must be deceived, and 
perhaps not so much obstinate as misled. I sec it — I see 
it all. The wily traitor seeks her estates, and would fain 
both stop her marriage and bring her within my displeasure. 
A politic scheme, upon my honour; but it shall not succeed. 
Secretary, bid an usher speed to Sir Payan Wileton, and, 
greeting him sweetly, request his presence for a moment 
here.” 

It was the latter part of the above speech only that met 
the ear of those around, the rest being muttered to himself 
in a low and almost inaudible tone. “ Pray, pray, your 
lordship’s grace!” cried the man, clasping his hands in 
terror as soon as he heard Wolsey’s command, “ do not let 
Sir Payan have me. I shall not be alive tins time two days, 
if you do. Indeed I shan’t. Your grace does not know 
him. There is nothing stops him in his will; and I shall 
be found dead in my bed, or drowned in a pond, or tumbled 
out of window, or something like; and then Sir Payan will 
pretend to make an investigation, and have the crowner, 
and it will be found all accident. If it is the same to your 
lordship’s grace, I would rather be hanged at once, and 
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know what I’m about, than be given up to Sir Pay an, to 
ilie no one can tell how.” 

“Fear not, fool,” said Wolsey; “but tell the whole 
truth, and you shall lie safe ; ay, and rewarded. Conceal 
any thing, and you shall be hangeil. Take him away, se¬ 
cretary, and examine him carefully. Make him give an 
exact account of every thing he has seen in the house of 
Sir Payan Wileton, and after putting it in writing, swear 
him to it ; and then — hark you,” and he whispered some¬ 
thing to the secretary, adding, “ let him be there well 
used.” 

Tile man was now removed from the cardinal's presence; 
and waiting till the messenger returned from Sir I’ayan’s, 
IPolsey remained in deep thought, revolving in his keen 
•and scrutinizing mind all the parts of the shrewd plot he 
had just heard developed, and thinking over the best means 
of punishing Sir Payan Wileton, in such a manner as to 
make his fall most bitter. While thus engaged, one of his 
secretaries entered, and bowing low stos'd silent, as if waiting 
for permission to speak. 

“ What is it ” said Wolsey ; “is it matter of conse¬ 
quence ? ” 

The secretary bowed low again, and rejilied, “ It is the 
herald’s opinion, my lord, upon the succession of the old 
Lord Orham of Barneton, the miser, who left tlie two chests 
of gold, as well-” 

I know, 1 know,” said Wolsey. “ How do they give 
it ? I trust not to that base churl, William Orham, who 
struck my officer one day.” 

Oh no ! your grace,” replied the secretary, “ there are 
two nearer than he is. But they say the succession is quite 
clear. Charles Lord Orham, the great-grandfather of the 
last, had three sons, from one of which descends William 
Orham ; but the eldest sou succeeding, had two sons and 
a daughter, all of whom married, and had issue ; the eldest 
son, Thomas Lord Orham, him succeeded, who had only 
issue the last lord. The daughter had five sons, and the 
second son, Hugh Orham, had one only daughter, who 
married Arthur Bulmer, Earl of Willraington, who died, 
leaving issue one only daughter. Mistress Katrine Bulmer, 
A A 4 
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by courtesy the Lady Katrine Bultner, whom your grace 
may remember the queen took very young, when it was found 
that Lord Willmington’s estates went in male descent. 
She is the undoubted heiress.” 

“ Ha ! ” said Wolsey, “ that changes much. AV ell, wgll! 
go sec that it be clearly made out.—Now, what says Sir 
Payan AVilcton ?” he continued, turning to the messenger 
who had just returned. 

“ The house is empty, so please your grace,” replied the 
usher, “ all but one old porter, who says that Sir Payan 
and his train set out for Cliilham yesterday morning, after 
visiting your reverend lordship. He affirms, moreover, 
that the knight never got off his horse, but only gave orders 
that the priest should he sent down to Richmond with all 
speed, and then rode away himself for Kent.” 

“ So ! ” said the Cardinal, his lip curling into a scornful 
sneer, “ he finds his miscreant is caught, and thinks to 
deceive me with a tale that would not cloud the eyesight of 
an old woman. But let him stay ; he> shall lull himself 
into a fool’s paradise, and then find himself fallen to nothing. 
That will do.’” The usher fell back, and for a moment 
AVolsey, as was often his wont, continued muttering to 
himself—“The Lady Katrine — she was Darby’s fool 
passion. If it lasts he shall have her—’Tis better than 
the other—Besides, the other girl is away, and he must 
have gold to bear out his charges at this meeting at Ardres 
— So shall it be—AVcll, well—Send in whoever waits 
without,” he added, speaking in a louder voice, and then 
applied himself to other business. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Three sides .ire sure Inbarred with craggs and hUli» 

Tlic reiit is easy, scarce tf) rise esjiy’d } 

Rut mighty btiiwurks fence the plainer part, 

So art helps nature, nature strengtheneth ait. FaiKPAX. 

Sir knight, if knight thou bo. 

Abandon tins foresluliiH) place as erst, 

For tear of farther hann. Fairy Queen. 

It may well be supposed, that under the circumstances in 
which wc left Sir Osborne, in the last volume, his feelings 
could not be of the most tranquil or gratifying nature, when, 
after having heard all that i)assed upon deck, he distin¬ 
guished the steps of the officer sent to arrest him, coming 
down the ladder. Longpole, for his ])art, looked very much 
as if he would have liked to display cold iron upon the 
occasion ; but the knight made him a sign to forbear, and 
in a moment after, a gentleman splendidly dressed, as one 
liigh ill military command, entered he cabin, followed by 
two or three armed attendants. 

“ Well, sir,” said the knight, not very well distinguish¬ 
ing the stranger’s features by the light in which he stood, 
“ 1 suppose —” But he had not time to flnish his sentence, 
for the officer grasped him heartily by the hand, exclaim¬ 
ing, “ Now Heaven bless us ! Lord Darnley, my dear 
fellow in arms ! how goes it with you these two years ?” 

“Excellent well, good Sir Henry Talbot,” replied the 
knight, frankly shaking the hand of his old companion. 
“But say, does your business lie with me?” 

“ No, no ! good faith!’’ re])lied Sir Henry, “ 1 came 
upon a very different errand. Since 1 was with Sir Thomas 
Peechy and yourself in Flanders, by my good Lord Surry's 
favour, I have obtained the command of one of the king’s 
great ships, and as 1 lay last night off the mouth of the 
river, a pursuivant came down from London, with orders 
to stop every vessel that I saw, and search for a traitor 
who is endeavouring to make his escape to the continent.” 
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The knight’s cheek burned^ and for a moment he hesi¬ 
tated whether to avow himself at once, and repel the 
opprobrious epithet thus attached to the name he had 
assumed, and under which, he felt full sure, he had never 
merited aught but honour. A moment’s thought, how. 
ever, showed him the madness of such a proceeding, and 
he replied, “ I believe you will find no greater traitor here. 
Sir Henry, than myself." 

'fhe officer smiled. “ If that be the case,” replied he, 
“ I may as well row back to the ship. Perhaps he may 
be in tlie other vessel that lies to there, about a mile to 
windward. But come, Darnlcy, leave this filthy Dutch 
tub, come with me aboard, and after we have searched the 
other, I will land you in any port to which you are going, 
if it be between Middlebourg and Boulogne.” 

Although the knight did not feel himself bound, even by 
the most chivalrous principles of honour, to betray his own 
secret to Sir Henry Talbot, yet be did not consider himself 
at liberty to take advantage of his offer, .and thus make 
one of the king’s own ships the means of conveying him 
away from pursuit. lie therefore replied, that as he was 
going to Dunkirk in some haste, and the Dutchman was 
steering thither straight, he thought it would be best to 
proceed without changing his ship, though he felt ex¬ 
tremely obliged by the offer. 

The officer received his excuses in good part, and bidding 
him farewell with many hearty wishes for his future pros, 
perity, he mounted again to the deck, called his men to¬ 
gether, abused the Dutchman vigorously for a few minutes, 
and getting into the boat, rowed away for his own vessel. 

It is hardly necessary here to inform the reader, that tlie 
distinction which at present exists between the naval and 
military services, has not been known above an hundred 
and fifty years; and that, consequently, the fact of Sir 
Henry Talbot’s having distinguislied himself on land, 
so far from being a disqualification, was one of the 
highest recommendations to him in the sea.service ! Von- 
derbrugluB takes no notice of the circumstance, as probably 
the same practice existed in Ins time, although the latest 
instance that 1 can call to mind is that of General Monk, 
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who after having lived on land all his life^ grew amphibi¬ 
ous at the age of fifty. 

However that may be, deceiving himself — as we have 
seen. Sir Henry Talbot left the young knight to meditate 
ovqr the conduct of Wolsey, who would indeed have com¬ 
mitted an egregious piece of folly in sending to arrest him 
by the name of Sir Osborne Maurice alone, if he had known 
him to be Lord Darnley, as Sir Osltorne thought. At¬ 
tributing it, however, to one of those accidental omissions, 
which often disconcert the best-arranged proceedings, the 
knight was congratulating himself on his good fortune, 
whet) Master Skippenhausen descended to ofiTer his felicita¬ 
tions also, exclaiming, “ My Cot! where did you hide 
yourself? Under that pile of hammocks, I ’ll warrant.” 

"No, you man of salt herrings ! No, you cousin ger¬ 
man to a tub of butter!” exclaimed Longi>ole, whose in¬ 
dignation at the captain for having by his delay of the 
night before, put them in such jeopardy, now broke forth 
irresistibly. “ No, you dyke-begotten son of a swamp and 
a canal ! If it had not been for you, we should never 
have run any risk, and don’t flatter yourself that either you 
or your dirty hammocks cither, had any hand in saving 
us.” 

“ How did I make you run any risk, pray ?” exclaimed 
the master. “You would have made me and my ship run 
a risk if you had been found in it; but 1 made you run 
none.” 

“ Stockfish, you lie! ” cried the custrel. “ Did you 
not lie in the mouth of the river all last night, when, if the 
blood in your veins had been any thing but muddy Dutch 
puddle, of the heaviest quality, you would have had us 
over to Dunkirk by this time. Deny it if you dare, Dutch¬ 
man, and I will prove it upon your body, till 1 leave you 
no more shape than one of your own cheeses.” 

The Dutchman bore the insolence of Longpole with all 
that calm magnanimity for which his nation is famed (says 
Vonderbrugius). However, Sir Osborne desired his at¬ 
tendant to be silent, and merely begging Master Skippen¬ 
hausen to carry them to their destination as soon as possible, 
the matter ended. 
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It was night before they ai-rived at Dunkirk, anil, with¬ 
out troubling the reader with all the details of their disem¬ 
barkation, we shall merely beg him to look into the little 
hall of the Flemish inn, and see the knight and Longpole 
seated at the same table, according to the custom of the 
day which we have before alluded to, while the host, stand¬ 
ing bcliind the chair of Sir Osborne, answers the various 
questions which from time to time, are addressed to him ; 
and that black-eyed, smooth-faced, dingy serving hoy, who 
one might swear was a true son of Hans Holbein, filches 
away the half-finished tankard of raspis from Longpole’s 
elbow, and supplies its place with an empty one. 

“ And is Sir Albert of Koi'nigstien gone to llatishon 
toodemanded Sir Osborne, pursuing the inquiries, 
which he was engaged in making concerning his old com¬ 
rades, amongst whom a sad dispersion had taken place 
during his absence. 

" Indeed 1 cannot tell, sir knight,” replied the land¬ 
lord ; but very likely he is with the Count of Shoenvclt, at 
Cassel.” 

“ What does Shoenvelt at Cassel asked the knight 
thoughtfully. 

“ He is collecting adventurers, they say, sir, under a 
commission from the emperor,” replied the host. “Some 
think, to go against the Moors ; but most jreople judge, to 
protect the frontier against Robert de la Mark.” 

“ But Kocnigstien would not serve under him,” said Sir 
Osborne, meditating over what he heard. “ He is a better 
captain a thousand times, and a nobler spirit.” 

“ Well, sir,” answered the landlord, “ I tell you only 
what I heard. Somebody told me so, I am sure. Per¬ 
haps they command together. — Boy, give his worship 
another tankard ; don’t you see that is out 

“ Odds fish !” cried Longpole, “ what, all gone Your 
measures, mine host, are not like that certain knight’s 
purse, that was no sooner empty than full again. It seems 
to me they are no sooner full than empty.” 

" At Cassel, did you say he is ?” demanded Sir Osborne. 

“ Not exactly at Cassel, sir knight,” replied the host, 
glad to pass away from the subject of the tankard ; “ but 
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you know Mount St. Hubert, al)out a league from Cassel. 
Four worship will find him there.” 

Sir Osborne made no reply ; and, after a while, the host 
and his legion cleared the table of its incumbrances, and left 
the knight and his follower to pursue their own thoughts un- 
dfsturlied. IVecan hardly wonder that, though nowfrcefrora 
all danger of pursuit, tlie heart of the young knight was 
sad, and that his brow was clouded with many melancholy 
imaginings. It may be said, indeed, that he was not 
now worse in situation than when he was formerly in 
Flanders, at which time he had been happy and cheerful; 
but he w>«4' far worse, inasmuch as he had since entertained 
hopes and expectations which were now broken and past 
away, — inasmuch as he had known scenes, and tasted 
joys, that he had now lost, and which might never be his 
again. Every enjoyment of the human heart is like a tree 
planted deeply in the soil, which when rooted out, leaves 
not the earth as it was before, but tears it up and scatters it 
abroad, and makes a yearning void dilficult to be filled 
again. 

However, there was one thing which he had gained— 
an object in life. Formerly his natural disposition, the 
chivalrous spirit of the age, the ardour of high health, and 
the strong imjiulsivc bias given by early associations, had 
impelled him onward, on the only path of renown tlien 
open to a daring sjiirit. But now be had a still more in¬ 
spiring motive, a more individual incitement, to press 
forward to the goal of fame. Constance de Grey was ever 
present to his tlioughts, furnished the spring of all his ac¬ 
tions, and directed his every endeavour. Renown in arms 
was his already ^ but fortune, station, he felt he must gain 
at the sword’s point, and he only sought a good cause 
wherein to draw it. s 

The report that Albert of Koenigstien, his old friend 
and companion in arms, had joined the adventurers which 
the Count of Shoenvelt was collecting at Cassel, led him 
to imagine, that the cause in which they would be engaged 
was one that he could himself embrace with honour; 
although Sboenvelt’s name had not been hitherto .very 
famous for the better qualities of chivalry. He doubted 
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not, also, that from the high station which he himself had 
filled in the armies of Burgundy, he should easily obtain 
that rank and command which he was entitled to expect, 
amongst the troops thus assembled. 

The history of the various bands of adventurers of 
that day offers us some of the most curious and inte¬ 
resting particulars of a curious and interesting age. 
These companies, totally distinct from the regular armies 
of the time (if regular armies they might be called), were 
generally levied by some enterprising feudal lord ; and 
commencing, most frequently, amongst his own vassals, 
afterwards swelled out into very formidable Inxlies by a 
junction with other bands, and by the continual accession 
of brave and veteran soldiers, cast upon the world by the 
sovereigns they had served, when peace rendered their 
swords no longer necessary. Of course, the numbers in 
these companies varied very much according to circum¬ 
stances, as well as their regulations and deportment. 
Sometimes they consisted of thousands, sometimes of 
simple tens. Sometimes, with the strictest disciidine and 
the most unshrinking valour, they entered into the service 
of kings, and decided the fate of empires : sometimes they 
were little better than roving bands of robbers, that lived 
by rapine, and hardly acknowledged law. Most frequently, 
however, in the age of which we treat, they volunteerixl 
their support to the armies of tlieir own sovereign, or his 
allies, and often proved more active than the body they 
came to aid. 

However, if Theseus had played at pitch and toss with 
Ariadne’s clue, he would never have slain the Minotaur, 
and therefore we must go on with the tliread t)f our own 
story, notwitlistanding a strong inclination to pause and 
sport with the subject of the adventurers. Nevertheless, 
thus much we will say. If our readers wish a treat—let 
them read the delightful old Memoircs of Fleuranges, 
“ L’AMnturier,” as he calls himself, which for simplicity 
and, if I may use the term, bonhommie of style, for curious 
incident and romantic adventure, is far superior to any 
romance that ever was written. Many curious particulars 
also, concerning the appearance and conduct of the adven. 
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turers, may be found in the letters of Clement Marot to 
Marguerite de Valois. 

But to proceed: — the next morning, by day-break. Sir 
Osborne and his companion were once more on horseback, 
and on their way to Mount Casscl; the knight having 
determined to learn, in the first place, the views of Shoen- 
velt, and to examine the real state of his troops, before he 
offered himself as a companion in the adventure. In case 
he found their object such as he could not himself seek, 
his mind was hardly made up, whether to offer his services 
to the emperor, or to Francis, King of Franco. His old 
habits, indeed, tended to make him prefer the imperial 
army; but from all he had heard of the new chief of the 
(lerinau confederacy, there was a sort of cold-blooded, 
calculating policy in his every action, that little accorded 
with the warm and chivalrous feelings of the young 
knight: while, at the same time, there was in the whole 
conduct of Francis, a noble, candid, generosity of heart, a 
wild enthusiastic spirit of daring and adventure, that won¬ 
derfully attracted Sir Osborne towards him. 

Journeying on with a quick pace. Mount Cas.sel soon 
rose to the traveller’s sight, starting out of tlic vast plains 
in which it statids, like some high spirit towering above 
the flat multitude. 

Sweeping round its base, the knight turned his horse 
towards a leaser hill, at about two miles distance, the top 
of which was, in that <lay, crowned,by the (Jastlc of 
Shoenvclt. From the plain below, as the eye wandered 
up the side of the mountain, amidst the wood and broom 
that covered the rock in large masses, might be seen peep¬ 
ing forth, wall, and bastion, and outwork, while higher 
up, in zig-zag lines upon the clear back-ground of the sky, 
appeared the towers and battlements of the castle, with 
the tall donjon rising above them all, and the banner of 
Shoenvelt, bearing sable a saltier gules, floating in the 
sunshine. 

A broad, fair road offered itself for the travellers’ horses, 
winding along a narrow rocky ridge, which was the only 
part that, slowly descending, joined the hill gradually to 
the plain. All the rest was steep and precipitous, and too 
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well guarded by nature to be liable to attack; while over¬ 
hanging this sole approach, might be seen, on every side, 
many a frowning defence, well prepared against any hostile 
footstep. Gradually, as the road wound upwards, it grew 
narrower and more narrow, confined between two high 
banks, commanded by the towers of the castle, while the 
road itself was completely raked by the guns of the bar¬ 
bican. 

Sir Osborne remarked it all with a soldier's eye, looking 
on it as a mechanist does on some fine piece of art, and 
observing the purpose of every different part. Pressing 
on, however, he soon arrived at the gate, and demanded if 
Sir Albert of Koenigsticn was in the castle. 

Though in time of peace, no gate was opened, and the 
sole response of the soldier to whom he spoke, was, “ Who 
are you ? ’’ uttered through the grille of the barbican. 
The knight gave his name, and the man retiretl without 
making any farther answer. 

“ This looks like precaution, I.ongpolc,” said the 
knight. “ Methinks they would run no great danger in 
letting two men pass the gate, though they may be armed 
at all points." 

“ I suppose the custom of this castle is like the custom 
of a rat-hole,” replied Longpole, “ to let but one in at a 
time. But 1 hope you won’t stay here, my lord. I have 
an invincible hatred at being built up. As much, of the 
camp and fair field as you like, but Lord deliver me from 
stone and mortar. Besides, this place smacks marvellously 
of a den of free companions. Look at tliat fellow with 
the pike on his shoulder; neither his morion nor liis 
corslet have known sand and the rubbing-stick since his 
great ancestor was drowned with Pharaoh ; and 't was 
then his harness got so rusty, depend bn it." 

“ In a Red Sea, I am afraid," said Sir Osborne, “ But 
here comes the janitor.’' 

As he spoke, the guardian of the gate approached, with 
a bunch of keys, and soon gave the knight the means of 
entrance. Sir Osborne, however, still held his britUe in, 
and demanded once more, if Sir Albert of Koenigstien was 
in the castle. 
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" I cannot tell you, sir,” replied the soldier. " I know 
not die title of all the knights here. All I can say is, 
that I gave your name and errand to my lord, who sits at 
table in the great hall, and that he greets you heartily, 
and invites you in.” 

At this moment a group of gentlemen appeared, corning 
through the gate of the inner ballium, and Sir Osborne, 
not doubting that they had heeii sent by the count to con¬ 
duct him to the hall, saw that he could not now avoid 
entering, whether the officer he sought was there or not. 
Rilling through the gate, then, he dismounted, and giving 
his horse to Longpole, met the party he had seen ad¬ 
vancing, the principal of whom, with much reverence and 
courtesy, prayed the Sire de Darnley, on the part of 
(lount Shoenvelt, to enter and quaff a cup of wine with 
him. Sir Osborne expressed his willingness to do so, in 
the same strain, and then repeated his inquiry for his 
friend. 

“ We arc unhappy in not having his company,” replied 
the gentleman; “ but I believe the count expects him here 
in a few days.” 

lie was a young man who spoke, and there was a sort 
of flush came over his cheek, as he announced the pro. 
bable coming of Koenigstien, which induced Sir Osborne 
to imagine that his report was not very correct ; and fixing 
his eye upon him, he merely said, “ Does he with a 
slight degree of emphasis. 

“ Yes, sir, he docs!” cried the youth, colouring still 
more highly. “ Do you mean to say he does not ? ” 
k “ Not in the least," said Sir Osborne ; “ as you may 
ttny seeking him here; and I am sure, that so 
gallant a squire as yourself would never swerve from 
truth.” 

The young man bent down his eyes, and began playing 
with his sword-knot, while Sir Osborne, now perfectly 
convinced that the whole tale was a falsehood, fallowed on 
in silence, prepared to. act according to this opinion. In a 
few minutes they passed through the portal of the keep, 
and entered at once into the great hall, up the midst of 
wliich was placed a long table, surrounded by the chief of 
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Shoenvelt's adventurers, with various pages and varlots, 
serving the meats and pouring out the wine. Round upon 
the walls hung the arms of the various guests, cumbering 
every hook or peg that could he found ; and where these 
had been scanty, they were cast upon the ground behind 
the owner’s seats, together with saddles and bards, and 
other horse caparisons ; while in the corner leaned several 
score of lances, mingled amongst which were one or two 
knightly pennons, and many a sheaf of arrows, jostled by 
the upstart weapons, destined in the end to banish them, 
from the stage, such as hackbuts, liand-guns, and other 
new-invented fire-arms. 

At the farther end of the table, digging deeply with liis 
dagger in a chine of wild hoar pork, which had been just 
placed before him, sat the Count of Shoenvclt himself, tall, 
'strong-limbed, and grisly, with a long, drooping, hooked 
nose, de])rcssed at the point, as if some one hail set their 
thumb on it, at the same time squeezing it down, and 
rather twisting it on one side. This implement was 
flanked, if one may use the term, by a pair of small keen 
hawk’s eyes, whieli exjtressed more active cunning than 
vigorous thought ; while a couple of immense ears, stick¬ 
ing out on each side of his head, and worn into various 
irregular calosities by the pressure of his helmet, gave a 
singular and brute-like appearance to his whole visage, not 
easy to be described. He was dres.sed in a hacqueton, or 
close jacket of buff leather, laced with gold, on which 
might be seen, especially towards the arms, sundry daubs 
and stains, to the number of which he had just adih 
another, by dashing all the gravy over his sleeve, in s 
furious hacking of the large and stubborn piece >; His 
before him. 'fhis accident had called into his ,..c ‘’»'t 

the most angelic expression, and as he sat he would havq' 
made a good jiicture of an inferior sort of devil ; the whole 
effect being heightened by a strong ray of light passing 
through a purple pane of the stained glass window, and 
falling widi a ghastly lustre upon his dark ferocious coun. 
tenance. 

The moment, however, that he perceiverl Sir Osborne, 
his brow was smoothed and rising from his scat, he ad- 
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vanced towards him with great expression of joy. “My 
dear Lord of Darnley,” cried he, taking him in in’s arms 
and pressing him to his bosom with a liug, tliat the knight 
would willingly have dispensed with ; “ welcome ! a thou¬ 
sand times welcome to St. Hubert's castle ! Whether you 
come to stay with us as a companion, or whether you are 
but a passing guest, your visit is an honour and a delight 
to all within these walls.. Knights and gentlemen,” con¬ 
tinued he, “ pledge me all a cup to the health of the Sire 
de Harnley.” 

To the party by whom he was surroundeil, such a pro¬ 
posal was what noboily felt at all inclined to reject, and 
consequently there tvas instantly a vast rattling of cups and 
tankards, and no one compjained that their bowl was too 
full. All pledged Lord Daridey ; and he could not refuse 
to do them justice in a cup of wine. After which, taking 
the seat that Shocnvelt assigned him by his side, the knight 
gazed over the various gritn and war-worn faces which 
were gathered round the table, some of which he knew 
merely by sight, and some, who having exchanged a word 
or two with him in the various rccijirocations of military 
service, now looked as if they claimed some mark of recog¬ 
nition. Sir Osborne was not the man to reject .such appeal, 
and he ga\c the expected bow to dach, though amongst 
them all, he saw no one wh:) had greatly distinguished 
himself for those high feelings and generous virtues that 
ever marked the true knight. 

', Many were the questions that were asked him; many 
conjectures that were propounded to him for coufirm- 
a. Jiggftecting the designs of France and England, and 
t ' dltisHilpy; and it was some time before he could cut 
th^J^ l>y informing his interrogators that he had 

been for the last three months in his own country, so 
(SK-'ply occupied by his private affairs, that he had given no 
attention to the passing politics of the day. The whole 
party seemed greatly disappointed, entertaining apparently 
a much more violent thirst for news than even that which 
is commonly to be met with in all small communities out 
off from general information, and unoccupied by greater or 
better subjects of contemplation. 
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As soon as the mealj which was drawing towards its 
end wlien Sir Osborne entered, was completely concluded, 
Sboenvelt rose, and begged to entertain him for a few 
minutes in private, which being agreed to, he led him 
forth into a small space enclosed with walls, wherein tl)e 
provident chatelain had contrived to assemble against the 
hour of need, a very sufficient store of cabbages, turnips, 
carrots, and other canaille of the vegetable kingdom, which 
might be very serviceable in case of siege. Here, walking 
up and down a long ])ath that bordered the beds, with Sir 
Osborne on his right, and a knight, named Wilsten (whom 
he had invited to the conference) on his left, Shoenvclt 
addressed Lord Darnley somewhat to the following effect, 
generally while he did so fixing his eyes upon vacancy, as a 
man does who recites awkwardly a set speech, but still 
from time to time giving a quick sharp glance towards the 
knight’s countenance, to see the impression he produced. 

“ Valiant and worthy knight, — a-hem ! a-hem !” said 
Shoenvelt. “ Every one, whether in Germany or France, 
England or Spain, or even here in our poor duchy of 
llurgundy, — a-hem 1 a-hem ! — every one, I .say, has 
heard of your valorous feats and courageous deeds of arms ; 
wherefore, it cannot be matter of astonishment to you, that 
wherever there is a captain, who having gathered together 
a few hardy troops — a-hem ! a-hem ! — is desirous of 
signalizing.himself in the service of his country — a-hem ! 
— wherever there is such a one, I say, you cannot be sur¬ 
prised that he wishes to gain you to his aid.” Here 
Shoenvelt gave a glance to Wilsten, to see if he approved 
his proemium; after which he again proceeded. “ Now 
you must know, worthy knight, that 1 have here in my 
poor easilc, which is a strong one, as you may perceive, — 
a-hem, — no less than five hundred as good spearmen as 
ever crossed a horse, which I have gathered together for 
no mean purpose. A purpose,” he continued, mysteri¬ 
ously, “ which, if effected, will not only enrich all persons 
who contribute their aid thereto, but will gain them the 
eternal thanks of our good and noble emperor, — a-hem ! 
a-hem ! I could say more — a-hem ! ” 

“ Tender, man! teU him all,” cried Wilsten, who had 
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served with Sir Osborne, and had the reputation of being 
a brave and gallant knight, though somewhat addicted to 
plunder ; “or let me tell him, for your bedevilled hems 
take more time than it would to storm a fort. This is the 
case, sir knight. A great meeting is to take place between 
the King of France and the King of England at the border, 
and all the nobility of France arc in motion through Picardy, 
and the frontier provinces, eovered with more gold than 
they ever had in their lives before. Even Francis himself, 
like a mad fool, is running from castle to castle, along the 
frontier, sometimes with not more than half a dozen foU 
lowers. Now, then, fancy what a rich picking may be 
had amidst these gay French gallants; and if Francis 
himself were to fall into our hands, we might command 
half a kingdom for his ransom. Ah ” 

“ But 1 thought that the two countries were at peace,” 
said the knight, with a coldness of manner sufficiently 
marked, as he thought, to prevent any farther communi. 
cation of the kind. 

Wilsten, however, was not to be stopped, and replied, 
“ Ay, a sort of peace — a peace that is no peace on the 
frontiers. Pon’t let that frighten you — we can prove 
that they were the first aggressors! Why, did not they, 
less than ten days ago, attack the garrison of St. Omer’s, 
and kill three men in trying to force the gate ? Have they 
not ravaged half Hainault ? But, however, as I said, be 
not startled at that; Shoenvelt saw the emperor about two 
months ago, who gave him to understand that we could 
not do Ijim a better service than either to take Francis 
ahve, or give him a stroke with a lance. And fear not 
that our plans are well laid ; we have already two hundred 
men scattered over the frontier; every forest, every village, 
has its ten or twelve, ready to join at a moment’s notice, 
when we sound to the standard: two hundred more follow 
to-night, and Shoenvelt and 1 to-morrow, in small parties, 
so as not to be suspected. Already we have taken a rich 
burgher of Beauvais, with velvets and cloths of gold, worth 
a hundred thousand florins. But that is nothing; tlie king 
is our great object, and him we shall have, unless some 
cursed accident prevents it: for we do not hunt him by 
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report only, we have our gaze-houiul upon him, who never 
loses sight. VV'hat think you of that, sir knight.'" Count 
M'illiam of Firstenberg, Shoeiivelt’s cousin, who is con¬ 
stantly with Francis, ay, and well beloved of him, is our 
sworn companion, and gives us notice of all his doings. 
What think you of that, sir knight — ha ?” 

“ 1 think him a most infernal villain ! ” cried Sir Os¬ 
borne, his indignation breaking forth in spite of his better 
judgment. “ lly heaven, before I would colleague with 
such a traitor, 1 ’d have iny hand struck off.” 

“Ha!” cried Shoenvelt, who had marked the knight's 
coldness all along, and now burst into fury. “ A traitor! 
sir knight, you lie — ho I shut the gates there. By heaven, 
he will betray us, Wilsten I call Marquard’s guard — down 
with him to a dungeon ; ” and laying his hand upon his 
sword, he prepared to stop the knight, who now strode 
rapidly towards the gate. 

“ Nay, nay,” cried Wilsten, holding bis coinp.rnion's 
arm. “ llemember, Shoenvelt, 'tis your own hold. He 
must not be hurt here — nay, by my faith he shall not; 
— we will find a more fitting place — hold, 1 say.” 

While Shoenvelt, still furious, strove to free himself 
from Wi]sten,'Sir Osborne passed the ga!e of the garden, 
and entered the space of the outer ballium, where Long- 
pole had pertinaciously remained with the two horses, as 
close to the barbican, whose gate had been left open when 
they entered, as possible, seeming to have had a sort of 
presentiment that it might be necessary to secure possession 
of the bridge. 

The moment the knight appeared without any con¬ 
ductors, the shrewd custrel conceived at once that some, 
thing had gone wrong, sprang upon his own horse, gave a 
glance round the court to see that his retreat could not be 
cut off^ and perceiving that almost all the soldiers were 
near the inner wall, he led forward his lord's charger to 
meet him. 

Sir Osborne had his foot in the stirrup, when Shoenvelt, 
now broken away from Wilsten, rushed forth from the 
garden, vociferating to his men to shut the gate, and to 
raise the drat|j>ridge, but in a moment the knight was in 
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liic sadille ; and spurring on, with one buffet of his hand 
ill passing, he felled a soldier, who had started forward to 
drop the cullis, and darted over the bridge. 

“ On to the other gate, Longpole," cried he. “ Quick. 
Mpke sure of it;” and turning his own horse, he faced 
Shoenvelt, who now seeing him gone lieyond his jiowor, 
stood foaming under the areh. — “ (!ount of Shoenvelt!" 
cried he, drawing off his glove, thou art a liar, a traitor, 
and a villain, which, when you will, 1 will prove upon 
your lx)dy. There lies iny gage; and casting down his 
gauntlet, he galloped after Longpole, who stood with his 
sword drawn in a small outer gate, which had been thrown 
forward even beyond the barbican. 

“ Up, archers, up," cried Shoenvelt, storming with pas¬ 
sion ; “ up, lazy villains — a hundred crowns to him who 
sends me an arrow through his heart. Draw ! draw, slaves ! 
Draw! I say.” 

In a moment an arrow stuck in Sir Osborne’s surcoat, 
and another lighted on his casque'., but, luckily, as we 
have seen, the more easily to carry hi.’ harness, or armour, 
he rode completely armed, and the mis.'iles from tlie castle 
fell in vain. 

However, lest his horse should .suffer, which not being 
sufficiently ^vered by its bard to insure it from a chance 
arrow, might have been disabled at the very moment he 
needed it most, the knight spurred on as fast as possible, 
and having joined Longpole, descended the narrow way by 
which they had mounted. 

Still for some way the arrows continued to fall about 
them, though with less assured aim and exhausted force; 
so that the only danger that remained, might be appre¬ 
hended, either from the guns of the castle being fired upon 
them, or from Shoenvelt sending out a body of spearmen 
in their pursuit. Neither of these, however, took place; 
the inhabitants of the country round, and the-commander 
of Cassel, being too jealous and suspicious of Shoenvelt 
already, for him to do any thing which might more par¬ 
ticularly attract their attention; and to this cause, and 
this cause only, was Sir Osborne indebted for his unpur¬ 
sued escape. 
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CHAPTER V. 

How blest am I bjr such a man led. 
Under whose wise and careful guardship 
1 now dMpise fatigue and hardship. 


As soon as they were out of reach of immediate annoyance, 
the knight reined in his horse, and turned to see if Sho. 
envelt showed any symptoms of an inclination to follow. 
But all was now quiet: the gates shut, the drawbridge 
raised, and not even an archer to be seen upon the walls. 
Sir Osborne’s eye, however, ran over tower, and bartizan, 
and wall, and battlement, with so keen and searching a 
glance, that if any watched him in his progress, it must 
have been from the darkest loophole in the castle, to escape 
the notice of his marking eye. 

Satisfied at length with his scrutiny, he again pursued 
his journey down the steep descent into the vast plain of 
Flanders, and turned his horse towards Mount Cassel, 
giving Longpole an account, as he went, of the honourable 
plans and purposes of the good Count of Shoenvelt. 

“ Odd’s life, my lord,” said Longpole, “ let us go into 
that part of the world too. If we could but get a good 
stout fellow or two to our back, we might disconcert them." 

" I fear they are too many for us,” replied the knight, 
“ though it seems that Shoenvelt, avaricious of all he can 
get, and afraid that aught should slip through his hands, 
has divided his men into tens and twelves, so that a few 
spears well Jed, might do a great deal of harm amongst 
them. At all events, Longpole, we will buy a couple of 
lances at Cassel, for we may yet chance to meet with some 
of Shoenvelt’s followers on our road.’’ 

Conversing over their future proceedings, they now 
mounted the steep ascent of Mount Cassel, and approached 
the gate of the town, the iron grate of which, to their sur¬ 
prise, was slowly pushed back in their faces as they rode 
up. “ Ho! soldier, why do you shut the gate >’’ cried Sir 
Osborne, “ don’t you see we are coming in ?” 
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“ No, you are not,” replied the other, who was a stiff 
old Hainaulter, looking as rigid and untractable as tlie iron 
jack that covered his shoulders; “ none of Slioenvelt’s 
plunderers come in here.” 

. “ But we arc neitlier friends nor plunderers of Shoen- 
velt’s,” said the kniglit; “ we are his enemies, and have 
just made our escape from St. Hubert’s.” 

“ Ah ! a fine tale! a fine talc!” replied the soldier, ■ 
through the barred gate, which he continued slowly and 
imperturbably to fasten against them. “ Via saw you come 
down the hill, but you don’t step in here to-night — so you 
had better ride away, before the captain sends down to 
make you. We all know that you can lie as well as rob.” 

“ By my life if I were in 1 ’d split your morion for you,” 
said the knight, enraged at the cool nonchalance of the 
Hainaulter. 

“ Doubtless,” replied he, in the same sort of indifferent 
snuffing tone, “ doubtless — you look like it — and that’s 
one reason why 1 shall keep you out.” 

Sir Osborne wasted no more words on the immovable 
old pikeman, but angrily turning his horse, began again to 
descend the hill. A little way down the steep, there was 
even then, as now, a small hamlet serving as a sort of suburb 
to the town above, and towards this the knight took his 
way, pausing to gaze, every now and then, on the vast in¬ 
terminable plain that lay stretched at his feet, spread over 
which, he could see a thousand cities and villages, all filled 
with their own little interests and feelings, wherein he had 
no part or sympathy, and a thousand roads leading away to 
then), in every direction, without any one to guide his 
choice, or to tell him on which he might expect prosperity 
or disaster. 

" To Aire,” said he, after he had tliought for some time. 
“We will go to Aire; I hear that the Count de Ligny, 
whom 1 fought at Isson, is there, and the Chevalier Bayard, 
and many other gallant knights and gentlemen, who, per¬ 
haps, may welcome me amongst them. — Is not that the 
smoke of a forge, Longpole ? Perhaps we may find an 
armourer ? Let us see.” 

As the knight had imagined, so it proved, and on their 
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demanding two strong ianccs, tlie armourer soon bionglu 
them forward a Iminlle of stiff' ash staves, bidding them 
choose. After some examination to ascertain the soundness 
of the wood, their clioice was made, and tlie Fleming pro¬ 
ceeded to adjust to tlie smaller end of each, two hands- 
breadths of pointed iron, which being fastened and clenched, 
the knight and his follower paid the charge, and taking 
possession of their new weapons rode away, directing their 
course towards Hazebrouck, in their way to Aire. 

Their progress now became necessarily slow; for though 
Iwth horses were powerful in limb and joint, and trained 
to carry great burdens and endure much fatigue, yet the 
weight of a heavy iron bard, together with that of a tall 
strong man armed at all points, was such that in a long 
journey it necessarily made itself felt. Eviilently perceiving 
by the languor of his motions, that the charger which bore 
him was becoming greatly wearied. Sir Osborne ceased to 
urge him, and proposed to stop for the evening at the very 
first village that could boast of an inn. Nevertheless, it 
was some time before they met with such a one, most of 
the hamlets on the road being too poor and insignificant to 
require or possess any thing of the kind. At length, how¬ 
ever, a small neat house with a verdant holy-bush over the 
door, invited their steps, and entering. Sir Osborne was 
saluted heartily by the civil host, who with brandished 
knife, and showy bib, was busily engaged in cooking various 
savoury messes for any guest that Providence might send him. 
Some sjiecimens of his handiwork were placed before the 
knight and Longpole, as soon ax their horses had been taken 
care of; anil an excellent bottle of old wine, together with 
some fatigue, induced them to linger a little at the table. 

The lattice, which was open, looked out across the road 
to the little village green, where was to he seen many a 
schooUboy playing in the fine May evening, and mocking, 
in his childish sports, the sadder doings of the grown-up 
children of the day. Here, horsed upon their fellows’ 
backs, were two that acted the part of knights, tilting at 
each other with broomsficks; and there, marshalled in fair 
order by a youthful captain, marched a body of young 
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Jansqucncts, advancing and retreating, wheeling and charg¬ 
ing, with no small precision. 

Sir Osborne watched them for a while, in somewhat of 
a moralizing mood, till his musing was disturbed by the 
trotting of a horse past the window, and in a moment after 
he heard the good-humoured voice of the host addressing 
the person who arrived, 

“ Ah ! master h’rederick,” he said, “ what back again so 
soon ! I told you you would soon he tired of soldiering.” 

“ Nay, nay, Ilegnault,” answered a voice that Sir Os. 
borne thought he had heard before ; “ I am not tired of sol¬ 
diering. and never shall be, hut 1 am tired of consorting 
with a liorde of plunderers, for such is Shoenvelt, and such 
are all his followers. ]{ut while 1 lead my horse to the 
stable, get me something to eat, good Kegnault, for I do not 
want to go back to the hall till I have dented my sword at 
least.” 

“ What are you going to it strain ? ” cried the host; 
“ stay at home, Master Frederick ! stay at home ! Take 
rare of the house your father has left you. If you are not 
so rich as the baron, you have enough, and that is better 
than riches, if one knew it.” 

“ My father was a soldier,” answered the young man, 
“ and distinguished himself; and so will I too, before I sit 
down in peace.” 

Here the conversation ceased, and the host entering tire 
room in which sat the knight and follower, began to lay out 
one of the small tables with which it was furnished. “ That 
is as good a youth,” said he, addressing Sir Osborne, while 
he proceeded witli his preparations: — “ that is as good a 
youth as ever breathed, if he had not taken this lit of sol¬ 
diering. His father was a younger brother of old Count 
Altaman, and after many years’ service, came to our village, 
and bought a piece of ground, where he built a house — 
your worship may see it fro||p here, over the side of the 
hill, with the wood behind it. Me has been deail now a 
year, and his wife near three ; and so Master Frederick there 
must needs go soldiering. They say it is all love for die 
baron’s daughter. But here he comes.” 

Ashe spoke, the young man entered the room, presenting 
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to Sir Osborne, as he had expected, the face of the youth 
who’ had been sent by Shocnvelt to welcome him on his 
arrival at the castle. An ingenuous blush overspread the 
young Hainaulter’s countenance, when he saw Sir Osborne, 
and taking his seat at the table prepared for him, he turned 
away his head, and began bis meal in silence. 

“ Had you not better take off your corslet, Master Fre. 
derick.^” demanded the host. 

“ No, no, llegnault,” replied the youth ; “J do not 
know that I shall stay here all night. Never mind! give 
me some wine, and leave me.” 

Thus repulsed, the innkeeper withdrew, and Sir Osborne 
continued to watch the young soldier, who, whether it was 
a feeling'of shame at meeting the knight, and degradation 
at having been made, even in a degree, a party to Shoen. 
velt's attempt to deceive him, or whether it was bitterness 
of spirit at returning to his native place unsuccessful, seemed 
to have his heart quite full; and it appeared to be with 
pain that he ate the food which was placed before him. 

Sir Osborne could feel for disappointed hopes, and after 
regarding him for a moment or two in silence, he crossed 
the room and laid his hand upon his shoulder. 

The young man turned round, with a flushed cheek, 
hardly knowing whether by anger at the familiarity to 
vent the vexed feelings of his heart, or to take it in good 
part, and strive to win the esteem of a man whom he had 
been taught to admire. 

But there was a frankness in the knight’s manner, and 
a noble kindness of intent in his look, that soon removed 
all doubt: “ So, young gentleman,” said he, “ you have 
left Count Shoenvelt’s company. I thought you were not 
made to stay long amongst them; but say, was it with his 
will?" 

“ I staid not to ask, my lord,” replied the young man; 
" 1 was bound to Shoenvelt^ no way, and the moment 
the gates were opened after ^u were gone, I rode out, and 
came away.” 

Sir Osborne shook his head. “ When a soldier engages 
with a commander,” said he, “ his own will and pleasure 
must not be tlie term of his service. But of all things. 
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he ought not to quit his leader’s banner, without giving 
notice that he intends to do so.” 

“'But, tliankGod!” cried the young Hainaulter, “I 
had not yet taken service with Shoenvelt. He wanted to 
swear mo to it, as he does the rest; but I would not do 
so, till 1 saw more of him and of his plans — and so I 
told him.” 

That makes the matter very different,” replied the 
knight with a smile, “ I am heartily glad to hear it, for I 
dare pronounce him a traitorous ruffian and no true knight. 
But one more question, young sir, if I urge not your pa¬ 
tience. How came you to seek Shoenvelt at first, who 
never bore a high renown, but as a marauder ? ” 

The you hesitated. “ It matters not, sir knight,” 
replied he after a moment’s pause, “ to you or to any 
one, what reasons I might have to seek renown as speedily 
as possible, and why the long tedious road to knighthood 
and to fame, first as page, and then as squire, and then 
as man-at-arms, was such as 1 could not bear; but so it 
was ; and as Shoenvelt gave out, that he had high com¬ 
missions from the , and was to do great deeds, 1 

hoped that with him might find speedy means of signal¬ 
izing myself. After being two days in the castle, I dis¬ 
covered that his whole design was plunder, which was 
not the way to fame ; and this morning he made me de¬ 
liver you a message, which I knew to be a falsehood, which 
was not the road to honour; so I determined to leave him j 
and as the spearmen are always dropping out of the castle 
hy five or six at a time, to go down to the frontier, I soon 
found the means of getting away.” 

“ Yours is an error, my good youth,” said Sir Osborne, 
“ which I am afraid we are all wont to entertain in the 
first heat of our early days; but we soon find that the road 
to fame is hard and difficult of access, and that it requires 
time, and perseverance, an|||febour, and strength, even to 
make a small progress themn. Those who with a gay 
imagination, fancy they have made themselves wings to 
fly up to the top, soon, like the Cretan of old, sear their 
pinions in the sun, or drop into the sea of oblivion. How¬ 
ever are you willing to follow a poor knight, who, though 
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he cannot promise either faijie or riches, will lead you, at 
least, in the path of honour ? ” 

The enthusiastic youth caught the knight’s hand, and 
kissed it with inexpressible delight. “ What, follow 
you!” cried he, “follow the Lord Darnley ! the kniglK 
of Burgundy I whose single arm maintained the bridge alf 
Bovines against the bravest of the Duke of Aleni^-on’l,, 
horse ! Ay, that I will, follow him through the world.—^ 
Do you hear that Regnault,” he cried to the innkeeper, 
who now entered, “ do you hear that ? Instead of the 
base Shoonvelt, I am going to follow the noble Lord of 
Darnley, who was armed a knight by the emperor hira'^ 
self.’* 

The honest innkeeper congratulated Master Frederick 
heartily upon the exchange ; for the knight was now in 
that part of the country where his name, if not his per¬ 
son, was well known ; and in that age, the fame of gallant 
actions, and of noble bearing, spread rapidly through all 
ranks, and gained the meed of applause from men, whom 
we might suppose little capable of appreciating it. 

All preliminaries were speedily arranged, and the next 
morning Sir Osborne set out by dawn for the small towm 
of llazebrouck, which lay at about two leagues’ distance, 
where he took care to furnish his new follower with a lance, 
and several pieces of defensive armour that were wanting 
to his equipntent; and then, to ascertain what reliance 
miglit be placed on his support in case of emergency, he 
excited him to practise various military exercises with 
himself, as they rode along towards Aire. To his no small 
surprise and pleasure, he found that the young Hainault^' , 
though somewhat rash and hasty, was far more .skilful' 
die use of his weapons, and the management of his hoifiA., 
than he could have conceived; and with such an additlfi^ 
to his party, he no longer scrupled to cast himself in tliju 
way of some of Shoenvelt’s Mies of marauders, to keen 
his hand in, as Longpole quamtly expressed it, when he 
heard his lord’s determination. 

“ Come, Frederick,” said the knight, “ I will not go 
on to Aire, as I had determined ; but, in order to gratify 
your wish for renown, wc wEl lie about on the frontier, 
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like true errant knights of old, at any village or othei^ 
place where we may find shelter; and if we meet witli 
Shoenvclt, or any of his, mind you do honour to your arms. 
We shall always have the odds of eight or nine against 
U*;" 

“ No, no, sir knight!” cried the young soldier, "do 
ipt believe that. It is one of his falsehoods; there are 
■not above ten in any of the bands, and most of them are 
«8ve or six. I know where most of tliem lie.” 

" Hush, hush !” cried Sir Osborne, raising his finger, 
" you must tell me nothing, tl^at if you should chance to 
break a lance with him, your hand may not tremble at 
ijjiinking you have betrayed his coiinsel. Nay, do not 
'* blush, Frederick. A man that aspires to chivalry must 
guide himself by stricter rules than other men. It was for 
this I spoke. Here is the fair river Lys, if I remember 
right?” 

“ It is so, sir kniglit,” replied the other; " there is a 
bridge about a mile lower down.” 

What, for a brook like tills?” cried Sir. Osborne, 
spurring his horse in. “ Oh, no, we will swim it. 
Follow.” 

The young Ilainaulter’s horse did not like the plunge, 
and shied away from the brink. “ Spur him in, spur him 
in!” cried Longpole. “If our lord reaches the other 
bank first, he will never forgive us. He swims like an 
otter himself, and fancies that his squires ought to be 
water-rats by tlieir birth.right.” 

" Down with the left rein !” cried the knight, turning 
a.s his horse swam, and seeing the situation of his young 
■tr. " (live him the spur, and bring him to a demi- 
; and he must in.” 

As ’ the knight said, at the second movement of the 
jdercr^lte, the horse’s feet were brought on the very brink 
of the river, and a slight touch of the mullet made him 
plunge over; so that, thougfalP^ewhat embarrassed with 
his lance in the water, Frederic soon reached the othei 
bank in safety. 

One of the beautiful Flemish meadows, which still in 
many parts skirt the hanks of the Lys, presented itself on 
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• the other side ; and beyond that, a forest that has long 
since known the rude touch of the heavy axe, which, like 
some fell enchanter’s wand, has made so many of the love, 
liest woods in Europe disappear, without leaving a trace 
behind. The one we speak of was then in its full glory, 
sweeping along with a rich undulating outline by the si'de 
of the soft green plain that bordered the river, sometimes 
advancing close to the very brink, as if the giant trees of 
which it was composed sought to contemplate their gran¬ 
deur in the watery mirror, sometimes falling far away, and 
leaving a wide open space between itself and the stream, 
covered with thick short grass, and strewed with the thou¬ 
sand flowers wherewith Nature’s liberal hand has fondly 
decorated her favourite spring. Every here and there, too, 
the wood itself would break away, discovering a long glade 
penetrating into the deepest recesses of its bosom, filled 
with the rich mellow forest light, tliat, streaming between 
every aperture, checquered the green mossy path below, 
and showed a long perspective of vivid light and shade as 
far as the eye could reach. 

It was up one of these, that Sir Osborne took his way, 
willing to try the mettle of his new follower, and to ini¬ 
tiate him into the trade of war, by a few of its first hard, 
ships and dangers, doubting not, that Shoenvelt had taken 
advantage of that forest, situated as it was, between Lillers 
and Aire, to post at least one party of his men therein. 
From what the youth had let drop, as well as from what 
he had himself observed, the knight was led to believe 
that the adventurer had greatly magnified the number of 
his forces; and he also concluded that, to avoid suspicion, 
he had divided his men into very small troops, except on 
such points as he expected the King of France himself to 
pass ; and even then Sir Osborne did not doubt that thirty 
men would be the extent of any one body. Francis's habit 
of riding almost unattend^U with the fearless confidence 
natural to his character, b^lg but too well known on the 
frontiei. 

To meet with Shoenvelt himself, and, if possible, to 
disapp^nt' his schemes for plunder, was now the knight's 
castle in the air; and tltough the numbers of his own 
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party were bo scanty, he felt the sort of confident assur¬ 
ance in his own courage, his own strength, and his own 
skill, which is ever worth a host in moments of danger. 
Longpole, he was sure also, would be no inefficient aid ; 
and though the young Hainaulter might not be their equal 
in experience or skill. Sir Osborne did not fear that, in 
time of need, his enthusiastic courage and desire to clis. 
tinguish himself, would make him more than a match for 
one of Shoenvelt’s company. 

Under these circumstances, the knight would never have 
hesitated to attack a body of donble, or perhaps treble his 
own number ; and yet he resolved to proceed cautiously ; 
endeavouring in the first place to inform himself of the 
situation of Shoenvelt’s various bands, and to ascertain 
which that marauder was likely to join himself. 

Wilsten having let drop that he and the count, as the 
two leaders of their whole force, were to set out the next 
morning. Sir Osborne saw that no time was to be lost, in 
reconnoitring the ground, in order to ascertain the real 
strength" of the adventurers. He resolved, therefore, to 
take every means to learn their numbers; and if he found 
the amount more formidable than he imagined, to risk 
nothing with so few, but to provide for the king's safety, 
by giving notice to the garrison of ^ Aire, that the monarch 
was menaced by danger; and then to aid with his own 
hand in ridding the frontier of such dangerous visiters, 
though he felt a great degree of reluctance to share with 
any one an enterprise full of honourable danger. It was 
likewise necessary to ascertain where Francis I. was, for 
Shoenvelt might have been deceived, or the king might 
have already quitted the frontier, or he might be accom¬ 
panied by a sufficient escort to place his person in security ; 
or, in short, a thousand circumstances might have hap¬ 
pened, which would render the enterprise of the adven 
turers abortive, and his own interference unnecessary, if 
not impertinent. 

Revolving all these considerations in his mind, some¬ 
times proceeding in silence, sometimes calling upon his 
companions for their opinion, Sir Osborne took his way up 
one of the deep glades of the forest, still keeping a watchful 
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ear to every sound that stirred in the wood, so that not a 
note of the thrush or the blackbird, nor the screaming of 
a jay, nor the rustle of a rabbit, escaped him ; and yet 
nothing met his ear which might denote that there were 
other beings hid beneath those green boughs besides them¬ 
selves and the savage tenants of the place,, — the stag, the 
wild boar, and the wolf. 

The deep ruts, formed by some lieavy wood cart in the 
soft mossy carpet of the glade, told that the route they were 
pursuing was one which most probably communicated with 
some village, or some othe» road of greater thoroughfare; 
and after following it for about a mile, they perceived that, 
now joined to another exactly similar to itself, it wound 
away to the left, leaving nothing but a small bridleway 
before them, which Sir Osborne judged must lead to some 
spot where the wood had been cleared. 

As their horses were now rather fatigued, and the full 
sun shining upon the forest rendered its airless paths very 
oppressive, the knight chose the little path before him, 
hoping it would lead to a more open space where they 
might repose for a while, and at the same time keep a 
watch upon the roads they had just quitted. Ills expect¬ 
ations were not deceitful, for after having proceeded about 
two hundred yards they came to a little grassy mound in 
the wood, which in former times might have monumented 
the field of some Gallic or Roman victory piled up above 
the bones of the mighty dead. Even now, though the 
forest had grown round, and girt it in on every side, the 
trees themselves seemed to hold it in reverence, leaving it, 
and even some space round it, free from their grasping 
roots; except, indeed, where a group of idle hawthorns 
had gathered impudently on its very summit, flaunting 
their light blossoms to the sun, and spreading their perfume 
on the wind. 

It was the very spot suited to Sir Osborne’s purpose j 
and, dismounting, the three travellers leaned their lances 
against the trees, and letting their horses pick a meal from 
ofl-’ the forest grass, prepared to repose themselves under 
the shadow of the thorns. Previous to casting himself 
down upon the hank, however, the knight took care to 
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examine the wood around them; and seeing a sort of yellow 
light shining between the trees beyond, he pursued his 
way along what seemed a. continuation of the little path 
which had brought them thither. Proceeding in a slanting 
direction, apparently to avoid the bolls of some enormous 
Iteeches, it did not go on for above ten or twelve yards, 
and then opened out upon a high road, — cut through the 
very wildest part of the forest — at a spot where an old 
stone cross and fountain of clear water commeinoraterl the 
philanthropy of some one long dead, and offered the best 
of Nature’s gifts to the lip of the weary traveller. Sir Os¬ 
borne profited by the occasion, and communicated his 
discovery to his companions, who took advantage of it to 
satisfy their thirst also. They then lay down in the shade 
of the hawthorns on the mound, and, after some brief 
conversation, the heat of the day so overpowered the young 
Hainaulter, that he fell asleep. Such an example was never 
lost upon Longpole, who soon resigned himself to the 
drowsy god ; and Sir Osborne was left the only watcher of 
the party. 

Whether from his greater bodily jiowers, on which fa • 
tigue made but slight impression, or from deeper feelings, 
and thoughts that would not rest, sleep came not near lii.s 
eyelids ; and, lying at his ease in the fragrant air, a thou¬ 
sand busy memories came tlironging through his brain, 
recalling love, and hope, and joy, and teaching to believe 
that aU might yet be his. 

While thus indulging waking visions he thought he 
heard a distant horn, and listening, the same sound was 
again borne upon the wind from some far part «f the forest. 
It was, however, no warlike note, but evidently proceedeil 
from the horn of some huntsman, who, as Sir Osborne 
concluded from the time of year, was chasing the wolf, to 
whom no season gives repose. 

Falling back into the position from which he had risen 
to listen. Sir Osborne had again given himself up to thought, 
when he was once more roused by the sound of voices and 
the trampling of horses' feet on the road hard by. Rising 
silently, without disturbing his companions, he glided part 
of the way down the path leading to the fountain, and 
c c 2 
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paused amidst some oaks and shrubs, through tlie leaves of 
which he could observe what passed on the highway, with¬ 
out being seen himself. 

Nearly opposite to the cross already mentioned appeared 
two horsemen, one of whom allowed his beast to drink 
where the water, gurgling over the basin of the fountain, 
formed a little streamlet across the road, while the other 
held in his rein about a pace behind, as if waiting with 
some degree of respect for his companion. As soon as the 
horse raised its head, the first cavalier turned round, and 
presented to Sir Osborne’s view a fine and princely coun¬ 
tenance, whose every feature, whose every glance bespoke 
a generous and noble spirit. 

In complexion the stranger was of a deep-tanned brown, 
with his eyes, his hair, and bis mostacho nearly black; 
his brow was broad and clear; his eyes large and full, 
though shaded by the dark eyelashes that overhung them ; 
his nose was straight, and perhaps somewhat too long; 
while his mouth was small, and would have been almost 
too delicate, had it not been for a certain marked curl of 
the upper lip, which gave it an expression, not of haughti¬ 
ness nor of sternness, but of grave condescending dignity. 
His dress was a rich hunting suit, which might well be¬ 
come a nobleman of the day,- consisting of a green pour- 
point, laced with gold, and slashed on the breast, long 
white hose half covered with his boots, and a short green 
cloak not descending to his horse’s back. His hat was of 
velvet, with the broad brims slightly turned up round it, 
and cut in various places so as somewhat to resemble a 
mural crown, while from the front, thrown over to the 
back, fell a splendid plume of ostrich feathers which almost 
reached his shoulder. Hie only arms appeared to be a 
dagger in his girdle, and a long heavy sword, which hung 
from his shoulder in a baldrick of cloth of ^gold. 'fbe 
other stranger was nearly habited like the first, very little 
ilifference existing either in the fashion or tiie richness of 
their apparel. Both also were tall and vigorous men, and 
both were in the prime of their days; but the countenance 
of the second was very different from that of his com¬ 
panion. In complexion he was fair, with small blue eyes. 
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and rather sandy hair; nor would he have been otherwise 
than handsome, had it not been for a certain narrowness 
of brow, and wideness of mouth, which gave a gaunt and 
eager eptpression to his face totally opposed to the grand 
and open countenance of the other. 

As we have said, when his horse had done drinking, the 
first traveller turned towards the spot where Sir Osborne 
stood, and seemed to listen for a moment. At length he 
said, “ Hear you the hunt now. Count William.''” 

“ No, your highness,” replied the other, “ it has swept 
away towards Aire.” 

“ Then, sir,” rejoined the first, “ we are alone!” and 
drawing his sword from the scabbard, he laid it level before 
his companion's eyes, continuing abruptly, “ what think 
you of that blade ? is it not a good one ? ” At the same 
time he fixed his eye upon him with a firm remarking 
glance, as if he would have read into his very soul. The 
other turned as pale as death, and faltered something about 
its being a most excellent weapon. 

“ Then,” continued the first, “ I will ask you, sir count, 
should it not be a bold man, who, knowing the goodness 
of this sword, and the strength of tliis arm, and the stout¬ 
ness of this heart, would yet attempt anything against my 
life? However, Count William of Firstemberg, let me 
tell you, that should there be such a man in this kingdom, 
and should he find himself alone with me in a wild forest 
like this, and fail to make the attempt he meditated, I 
should look upon him as coward as well as traitor, and fool 
as well as villain.” And his dark eye flashed as if it would 
have struck him to the ground. 

Count William * faltefed, trembled, and attempted to 
reply, but his speech failed him; and, striking his hand 
against his forehead, he shook his bridle rein, dug his 
spurs into 1^ horse's sides, and darted down the road like 
lightning. 

“ Slave! ” cried the other, as he marked him go, “ cow¬ 
ardly slave!” and, turning his horse, without further 
comment he rode slowly on the other way. 

* This circumstance is generally placed by the French anecdotarUins some 
ten years later ; but we conceive that the precision of a Dutchman is to be 
relied on in preference. 


c c 3 
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% 

11)18 battle fares like to the morning's war 

When dying clouds contend with growing light Siiakspeare. 

Thine is th’ adventure, thine the victory. 

Well has thy fortune turned the die for thee. Drtdkn. 

Sib Osboene immediately turned into the forest, and, 
rousing his companions, called them to horse ; but, how* 
ever, though confessedly the hero of our story, we must 
leave him for a little time and follow the traveller we have 
just left upon the road. 

For a considerable way he rode on musing, and, if one 
might judge from his countenance, his meditations were 
somewhat bitter; such as might become the bosom of a 
king on finding the treachery of the world, the hollowness 
of friendship, tlie impossibility of securing affection, or any 
other of the cold lessons which the world will sometimes 
teach the children of prosperity. At length he paused, 
and, looking to the declining sun, saw the necessity of 
hastening his progress; whereupon setting spurs to his 
horse, he galloped along die road without much heeding 
in what direcdon it led him, till coming to one of those 
openings called earrefours by the French, where a great 
many roads met, he stopped to consider his farther route. 
In the midst, it is true, stood a tall post, which doubtless 
in days of yore pointed out to the inquisitive eye the exact 
destination to which each of thesseveral paths tended j but 
old Time, who will be fingering every thing that is nice 
and good, from the loveliest feature of living beauty to 
the grandest monument of ancient art, had noLspared even 
so contemptible a thing as the finger-post, but, like a great 
mischievous baby, had scratched out the letters with his 
pocket-knife, leaving no trace of their purport visible. 

The traveller rode round it in vain—then paused, and 
listened, as if to catch the sound of the distant hunt ; but 
all was how silent. As a last resource, he raised his 
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hunting-horn to his lips, and blew a long and repeated 
call; but all was hushed and still—even babbling echo, 
ill pure despite, answered not a word. He blew again, 
and had the same success. There was an ominous sort of 
quietness in the air, which, joined with the sultriness of 
the evening, the expecting taciturnity of the very birds, 
and some dark heavy clouds that were beginning to roll 
in lurid masses over the trees, gave notice of an approach, 
ing storm. 

Some road he must choose, and calculating as nearly as 
he could, by the position of the sun, he made his election, 
and spurred along it with all speed. A dropping sound 
amongst the green leaves, however, soon showed that the 
•storm was begun, and once having commenced, it was not 
slow in following uji its first attack: the rain came down 
in torrents, so as to render the whole scene misty, and the 
lightning, followed by its instant clap of thunder, flickered 
on every side with fitish after flash, dazzling the traveller’s 
sight, and scaring liis horse by gleaming across his path, 
while the inky clouds overhead almost deprived tliem of 
otlicr light. In vain he every now and then sought some 
place of shelter, where the trees seemed thickest; the 
verdant canopy of the leaves, though impervious to the 
summer sun, and a good defence against a passing shower, 
were incapable of resisting a storm like that, and wherever 
he turned the rain poured through in torrents, and wet 
him to the skin. Galloping on then, in despair of finding 
any sufficient covering, he proceeded for nearly half an 
hour along the forest road, before it opened into the 
country ; and where it did so, instead of finding any nice 
village to give him rest, and shelter, and food, and fire, 
the horseman could distinguish nothing but a wide bare 
expanse of country, looking dismal and desolate in the 
midst of the grey deluge that was falling from the sky. 
About seven or eight miles farther on, he could, indeed, 
see faintly through the rain, the spire of some little church, 
giving the only sign of human hahitatioD ; except where 
to the left, in the midst of the heath that there bordered 
the forest, he perceived the miserable little hut of a char, 
coal.burner, with a multitude of black hillocks before the 
c c 4 
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door, and a large shed for piling up what was already 
prepared. 

To tiiis, then, as the nearest place of shelter, the 
stranger took his way, very different in appearance from 
what he had been in the morning; his rich dress soaked 
and soiled, his velvet hat out of all shape or form, his 
high plume draggled and thin, with all the feather ad¬ 
hering closely to the pen, and, in short, though still bear¬ 
ing the unalienable look of gentleman, yet in as complete 
disarray of apparel, as the very worst wetting can produce. 
Without ceremony, he rode up to the door, sprang off his 
horse, and entered the cabin, wherein appeared a good 
woman of about forty, busily piling up, with fresh fuel, a 
fire of dry boughs, over which hung a large pot of soup 
for the evening meal. The traveller’s tale was soon told, 
and the dame readily promised him shelter and food, in 
the name of her husband, who was absent, carrying char¬ 
coal to the distant village ; and seeing that the storm was 
likely to last all night, he tied his horse under the shed, 
placed himself by the side of the fire, aided the good 
woman to raise it into a blaze, and frankly prepared to 
make himself as comfortable as circumstances would per¬ 
mit. Well pleased with his easy good humour, the good 
dame soon grew familiar, gave him a spoon to skim the 
pot, while she fetched more wood, and bade him make 
himself at home. In a short time, the husband himself 
returned, as dripping as the traveller had been, and will¬ 
ingly confirmed all that his wife had promised. Only 
casting himself, without ceremony, into the chair where 
the stranger had been sitting,—and which, by the way, 
was the only chair in the place, all the rest being joint- 
stools,—he addressed him familiarly, saying, .“I take 
this place, by the fire, my good gentleman, because it is 
the place where I always sit, and this cliair, because it is 
mine; and you know the old proverb, 

* By right and by reaion whatever betide, 

A man aheuld be master by his own ttreside.* *’ * 


* We cannot help calling attention to the scrupulous accuracy of Yonder, 
brugiua! ^ntosing that he might, in some he of unwonted imaginaUveness, 
have invited this cUcumstancc, wc aearebed through many tomes fur con. 
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" Faith yon are in the right,” cried the traveller, laugh¬ 
ing, “ so I will content myself with this settle. But let 
us have something for supper, for on the word of a —— 
knight, my ride has taught me hunger.” 

. " Give us the soup, dame,” cried the charcoal-burner. 
" Well, I wot, rir traveller, that you might be treated like 
a prince, here on the edge of the wood, did not those vile 
forest laws prevent a poor man from spearing a boar as 
well as a rich one. In good truth, the king is to blame to 
let such laws last.” 

“ Faith, and that is true,” cried the traveller, “ and 
heartily to blame too, if his laws stand between me and a 
good supper. Now would I give a link of this gold 
chain, for a good steak of wild boar pork, upon those clear 
ashes.” 

The cottager looked at his wife, and the cottager’s wife 
looked at her husband, very like two people undecided 
what to do. “ Fie, now!” cried the stranger, “fie, 
good dame! I will wager a gold piece against a cup of 
cold water, that if I look in that coffer, I shall find where¬ 
withal to mend our .supper.” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the charcoal-burner, “thou 
hast hit it! Faith, thou hast hit it! There it is, my 
buck, sure enough ! Bring it forth, dame, and give us 
some steaks. But mind,” he continued, laying his finger 
on his lip, with a significant wink, “ mind, mum’s the 
word ! never fare well and cry roast beef.” 

“ Oh, I’m as close as a mouse,” replied the stranger in 
the same strain ; “ never fear me, many a stout stag have 
I overthrown in the king's forests, without asking with 
your leave or by your leave of any man.” 

“ Ha, ha, ha ! ” cried the cottager, “ thou 'rt a brave 
one! Come, let us be merry, while the thunder rolls 
without. It will strike the king’s palace sooner than my 
cottage, though we are eating wild boar therein.” 

In such sort of wit passed the evening till nightfall, and 
tlie storm still continuing in its full glory, the traveller 


firmation, we at last fouDd tb« whole story alluded to in the exact Mont* 
luc; which, tiiough it leaves the Dutchman no other merit than that of a 
compiler, justlHcs implicit belief in every part of this surprising history. 
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was fain to content himself with such lodging as the 
cottage afforded, for the night. Though his dress bespoke 
a rank far higher than their own, neither the cottager nor 
his wife seemed at all awe-struck or abashed, hut quietly 
examined the gold lacing of his clothes, declared it was 
very fine, and seemed to look upon him more as a child 
does upon a gilded toy, than in any other light. When 
night was come, the good dame strewed out one corner of 
the hut with a little straw, piled it high with dry leaves, 
and the stranger, rolling up his cloak for a pillow, laid it 
under his head, stretched himself on the rude bed thus 
prepared, and soon fell into a profound sleep. 

Taking advantage of his na]>, we will now return to 
Sir Osborne, who with all speed roused his companions 
from their slumbers, and bade them mount and follow. 
With military alacrity, Longpole was on his horse in a 
moment, and ready to set out; but for his part, the young 
Hainaulter yawned and stretched, and somewhat be¬ 
wildered, looked as if he would fain have asked whither 
the knight was going to lead him. A word, however, 
from Longpole hurried his motions, and they were both 
soon upon the track of Sir Osborne, who was already some 
way on the little bridle-path by which they had arrived at 
the grassy mound where they had been sleeping. When 
he reached the road they had formerly left, he paused, and 
waited their coming up. 

“ Now, Longpole," cried he, “ give me your judgment, 
does this road lead to any crossing, or not ? Quick ! for 
we must not w'aste a moment.” 

“ Most certainly it does, my lord,” re]>lied the shield 
liearer, “ most probably to the spot where they all meet in 
the heart of the wood.” 

“ Perhaps he may tell us with more certainty,” said 
the knight; and changing his language to French, for 
the ear of die young Hainaulter, he asked the same 
question. 

“ Oh yes, certainly,” replied Frederick, “ it leads to 
the great carrefour ; I have hunted here a hundred 
times." 
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“ Then, are we on French ground, or Flemish ? ” de. 
manded the knight. 

“ The French claim it,” replied the youth, “ but we 
used to hunt here in their despite.” 

“ Quick then, let us on,” cried Sir Osborne, “ and 
keep all your eyes on the road before, to see if any one 
crosses it.” 

“ He has something in his head, I Ml warrant,” said 
Longpole to their new companion, as they galloped after 
Sir Osborne. “ Oh, our lord knows the trade of war; 
and will snuff you out an enemy, without ever seeing him, 
better than a beagle dog with bandy legs and a yellow spot 
over his eyes." 

“Halt!” cried the knight, suddenly reining in his 
horse as they came within sight of the carrefour we have 
already mentioned. “ Longpole, keep close under that 
tree! Frederick, here by my side—back him into the 
wood, my good youth — that will do. Let every one keep 
their eyes upon the crossing, and when you see a horseman 
pass, mark wliich road he takes. How dark the sky is 
growing. Hark ! is not that a horse’s feet?” 

They had not remained many minutes, when the 
cavalier we have spoken of appeared at the carrefour, 
examined in vain the finger-post, sounded his horn once 
or twice, as we have described, and then again took his 
way to the left. 

“ M’here docs that road lead ? ” demanded the knight, 
addressing the young Hainaulter. 

“It opens out on the great heath, between the forest 
and Lillers, my lord," answered Frederick. 

“Is'there any village, or castle, or house near?” asked 
Sir Osborne quickly. 

“ None, none !” replied Frederick, “it is as bare as my 
hand, — perhaps a charbonier’s cottage or so,” he added, 
correcting himself. 

“ Let us on then,” replied the knight “ we are going 
to have a storm, but we must not mind that}" and putting 
his horse into a quick pace, he led his followers upon the 
track of the traveller, taking care never to lose sight of 
him entirely, and yet contriving to conceal himself, when- 
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ever any turn of the road might have exposed him to the 
view of the person he pursued. The rain poured upon his 
head, the lightning flashed upon his path ; but still the 
knight followed on without a moment’s pause, till he had 
seen the traveller take refuge in the cottage of tlte charcoal, 
burner. Then, and not till then, he paused, spurred his 
horse through some thick bushes on the edge of the wood, 
and obtained as much shelter as the high beeches of the 
forest could afford; nor did he pause at the first or the 
thickest trees he came to, but took particular pains to select 
a spot, where, though concealed by a high screen of under¬ 
wood, they could yet distinguish clearly the door of the 
hut, through the various breaks in the branches. Here, 
having dismounted with his followers, he stationed Fre- 
derick at a small opening, to watch the cottage, while he 
and Longpole carefully provided for the security and re¬ 
freshment of their horses, as far as circumstances would 
admit, although the long forest-grass was the only food 
that could be procured for tliem, and the storm still con. 
tinued pouring through the very thickest parts of the wood. 
To obviate this, the knight and his shield-bearer plied the 
underwood behind them with their swords, and soon ob¬ 
tained a suflicient supply of leafy branches, to intenveave 
with the lower boughs of the trees overheatl, and thus to 
secure themselves against the rain. 

While thus employed, Frederick gave notice as he had 
been commanded, that some one approached the cottage, 
which proved to be the charbonier himself, returning with 
his mule; and after his arrival, their watch remained un¬ 
disturbed by the coming of any visiter till nightfall. 

As soon as It was dark. Sir Osborne allotU’d lo his fol¬ 
lowers and to himself the portion of the night that each 
was to watch, taking for his own period the first four 
hours ; aftCT which, Longpole’s turn succeeded; and lastly, 
towards morning, came the young Hainaulter. 

With his eye fixed upon the light in the cottage, and his 
ear eager for every sound. Sir Osborne passed the time till 
the flame gradually dibd away, and flashing more and 
more faintly, at last sunk entirely. However, the dark 
t^fline of the hut was still to be seen, and the ear had now 
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more power ; for the storm had greatly passed away, and 
tlie only sounds that it had left, were the thunder rolling 
faintly round the far limits of the horizon, and the drop¬ 
ping of the water from the leaves and branches of the 
forest. Towards midnight. Sir Osborne roused Longpole, 
and recommending him to watch carefully, he threw him¬ 
self down by the young Haitiaulter, and was soon asleep. 

Somewhat tired with the fatigues of the day, the knight 
slept soundly, and did not wake till Frederick, who had 
replaced Longpole on the watch, shook him by the arm ; 
and starting up, he found that it was day. 

“ Hist, hist! my lord," cried the youth, “ here is Sho- 
envelt and his party.” 

Sir Osborne looked tlirough the branches in the direction 
the young man pointed, and clearly distinguished a party 
of seven spearmen, slowly moving along the side of the 
forest, at about live hundred yards distance from the spot 
where they lay. “ It is Shoenvelt’s height and form," 
said the knight, measuring the leader witii his eye, “ and 
that looks like Wilsten by his side — but how are you 
sure ” 

“ Because 1 know the arms of both,” replied Frederick. 
“ See, they are going to hide in the wood, close by the 
high road from Lillcrs to Aire.” 

As he spoke, the body of horsemen stopped, and, one 
after another, disappeared in tlie wood, convincing Sir 
Osborne that the young llainaultcr was right. 

“ Then nerve your arm, and grasp your lance, Fre¬ 
derick,” said the knight widi a smile, “for if you do well, 
even this very day, you may win your golden spurs. 
Wake Longpole there! we must be all prepared.” 

The youth’s eyes gleamed with delight, and snatching 
up his casque, he shook Longpole roughly, and ran to 
tighten his horse’s girths, while Sir Osborne explained to 
the yeoman that they were upon the eve of an encounter. 

“ Odds life ! ” cried Longpole, “ I’m glad to hear it, 
my lord. I find it vastly cold, sleeping in a steel jacket, 
and shall be glad of a few backstrokes to warm me. You 
say there are seven of them. It’s an awkward number to 
divide, but you will take three, my lord — I will do my 
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best for two anil a half, and then there will be one and a 
half for Master Frederick here. We could not leave the 
poor youth less, in honesty, for 1 dare say he is as ready 
for such a breakfast as we are.” 

The bustle of preparation now succeeded for a moment 
or two; and when all was ready, and the whole jrarty once 
more on horseback, the knight led the way to a gap, from 
whence he could issue out upon the plain, without running 
the risk of entangling his horse in the underwood. • Here, 
stationing himself behind the bushes to the left, he gave 
orders to Longpole and Frederick not to stir an inch, what¬ 
ever they saw, till he set the example ; and tlien grasping 
his lance, he sat like marble, with his eyes fixed upon the 
cottage. 

In about a quarter of an hour, the door of the hut 
opened, and the cottager running to the shed, brought up 
the traveller's horse. By this time, he seemed to have 
discovered that his guest was of higher rank than he 
imagined, for when the stranger,came forth, he cast him¬ 
self upon his knees, holding the bridle, and remained in 
that situation till the other had sprung into the saddle. 

Dropping some pieces of gold into his host's hand, the 
traveller now shook his rein; and putting his horse into 
an easy pace, took his way over the plain, at about, three 
hundr^ yards distance from the forest, proceeding quietly 
along, totally unconscious of danger. A moment, however, 
put an end to his security, for he had not passed above a 
hundred yards beyond the spot where the knight was con¬ 
cealed, when a galloping of horse was heard, and Sho- 
envelt's party, with levelled lances, and horses in charge, 
rushed forth from the wood upon him. 

In an instant. Sir Osborne’s visor was down, his spear 
was in the rest, and hia horse in full gallop. — “ Darnley! 
Damley !" shouted he, with a voice that made the welkin 
ring. " Darnley to the rescue ! Traitor of Shoenvelt, 
turn to your dead) 1” 

“ Damley ! Darnley ! ” shouted Longpole, following his 
lord. 

“ St. George for Damley! down with the traitors.” 

The sliout was not lost upon either Shoenvelt or tlie 
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traveller. The one instantly turned, with several of his 
men, to attack the knight; the other, seeing unexpected aid 
at hand, fell back towards Darnley, and with adinitable skill 
and courage, defended himself with nothing but his sword, 
against the lances of the marauders, who — their object 
being more to take him living, than to kill him — lost the 
advantage which they would have otherwise had, by his 
want of armour. 

Like a wild beast, raging with hatred and fury, Shoenvelt 
charged towards the knight, his lance quivering in his hand 
with the angry force of his grasp. On, on, bore Sir Osborne 
at full speed towards him, his bridle in his left hand, his 
shield upon his breasj, his lance firmly fixed in the rest, 
and levelled in such manner as to avoid its breaking. In a 
moment they met. Shoenvelt's spear struck Sir Osborne’s 
sliield, and aimed firmly and well, partially traversed the 
iron ; but the knight throwing back his left arm with vast 
force, snapped the head of the lance in twain. In the 
meanwhile, his own spear, charged at the marauder's throat 
with unerring exactness, passed clean through the gorget 
piece and the upper rim of the corslet, and came bloody out 
at the back. You might have heard the iron plates and 
bones cranch as the lance rent its way through. Down 
went Shoenvelt, horse and man, borne over by the force of 
the knight’s course. “ Darnley, Darnley! ” shouted Sir 
Osborne, casting from him the spear which he could not 
disengage from the marauder’s neck, and drawing his sword. 
“ Darnley, Darnley! to the rescue ! Now, Wilsten, now! ” 
and turning, he galloped up to where the traveller, with 
Longpole and Frederick by his side, firmly maintained his 
ground against the adventurers. 

Wilsten’s lance had been shivered by Longpole; and 
now, with his sword drawn, on the other side of the melde, 
he was aiming a desperate blow at the unarmed head of the 
traveller, who defended himself from a spearman in front; 
but at that moment the knight charged the adventurer 
through the midst, overturning all that came in his way, 
and shouting loud his battle cry, to call his adversary's 
attention, and divert him from the fatal blow which he was 
about to strike. The plan succeeded. Wilsten heard file 
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sound; and seeing Shocnvelt dead upon the plain, turned 
furiously on Darnley. Urging their horses between all the 
others, they met in the midst, and thus seemed to separate 
the rest of the combatants, who, for a moment or two, 
looked on inactive; while the swords of the two champions 
played about each other’s heads, and sought out the weaker 
parts of their harness. Both were strong, and active, and 
skilful; and though Sir Osborne was decidedly superior, it 
was long before the combat appeared to turn in his favour. 
At length, by a quick movement of his horse, the knight 
brought himself close to the adventurer’s side, and gaining 
a fair blow, plunged the point of his sword through his 
corslet into his bosom. , 

At that moment, the combat having been renewed by 
the rest, one of the marauders struck the knight from be¬ 
hind so violently on the head, that it shook him in the 
saddle, and breaking the fastenings of his helmet, the casque 
came ofF and rolled upon the plain. But the blow was too 
late to save Wilsten, who now lay dead under his horse’s 
feet; and Sir Osborne well repaid it by a single back stroke 
at this new opponent’s thigh. 

By this time only two of the marauders remained on 
horseback, so well had Longpole, the traveller, and Fie- 
deriok, done their devoir ; and these two were not long in 
putting spurs to their steeds, and flying with all speed, 
leaving the knight and his companions masters of the field. 
Looking round, however, Sir Osborne missed the gallant 
young Hainaulter, while he saw his horse flying masterless 
over the plain. “ Where is Frederick ? ” cried the knight, 
springing to the ground. “ By my knighthood, if he be 
dead, we have paid our victory dear! ” 

“■ Not dead, monseigneur, but hurt," said a faint voice 
near; and turning, he beheld the poor youth fallen to the 
earth, and leaning on one arm, while with the other he was 
atriving to take ofF his casque, from the bars of which the 
blood dripped out fast upon the green sward. Darnley 
hastened to his aid; and having disencumbered him of his 
helmet, discovered a bad wound in his throat, which, how¬ 
ever, did not appear to him to be mortal; and Longpole, 
with the stranger, having dismounted and come to his aid. 
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they contrived to staunch the bleeding, which was draining 
away his life. 

\lTien this was done, the noble traveller turned towards 
Darnley. “ Sir Knight,” said he, with the calm dignified 
tone of one seldom used to address an equal, “ how came 
you here, or why, 1 cannot tell, but it seems as if Heaven 
had sent you on purpose to save my life. However that 
may be, I will say of you, that never did a more famous 
knight wield sword; and therefore, as the best soldiers in 
Europe may be proud of such a companion, let me beg you 
to take this collar, till I can thank you better”—and he 
cast over the knight’s neck the golden chain of the order of 
St. Michael, with which he was decorated. 

“ As for you, good squire,” he continued, addressing 
Longpole, “ you are worthy of your lord, therefore kneel 
down.” 

“ ’Faith, your worship,” answered the yeoman, “ I never 
knelt to any roan in' my life, and never will to any but a 
king, while I’m in this world! ” 

“ Fie! fie ! Heartley,” cried Sir Osborne, “ bend your 
knee. It is the king, man! — Do you not understand.^ — 
It is King Francis! ” 

“ Oh, that changes the case,” cried Longpoie ; I crave 
your highness’ pardon. I did not know your grace;” — 
and he bent his knee to the king. 

Francis drew his sword, and laid it on the yeoman’s 
shoulder; then striking him three light blows, he said, “ In 
the name of God, our Lady, and St. Denis, I dub thee 
knight. Avance, bon Chevalier! Noble, or not noble, from 
this moment I make you such.” 

Longpole rose, and the king turned to the young Hai* 
naulter, who sitting near, and supporting himself by his 
sword, had looked on with longing eyes. “ No one of my 
gallant defenders must be forgotten,” said Francis. “ Knight* 
hood, my good youth, will hardly pay your wound.” 

“ Oh yes, yes !” cried Frederick ‘eagerly, “ indeed it 
will, your highness, more than repay it.” 

“ 'Then be it so,” replied the king, knighting him, 
“ However, remember, fair knights, that Francis of France 
stiuta not here his gratitude, or you may think him niggard 
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of his thanks. We will have you all go with us, and we 
will find better means to repay your timely aid. 1 know 
not, sir,” he continued, turning to Sir Osborne, and re¬ 
suming the more familiar first person singular, “ whether 
I heard your battle cry aright, and whether I now see the 
famous Lord Darnley, the knight of Burgundy, who- in 
wars, now happily ended, often turned the tide of battle in 
favour of the emperor.” Sir Osborne bowed his head, 
“ Then, sir,” continued Francis, “ I will say, that never 
did monarch receive so much injury or so much benefit 
from the hand of one noble adversary.” 


CHAPTER VII. 

MVe talk in ladies' chambers, love and news. Cowiet. 

All was bustle and preparation at tbe court of England, 
for the two most magnificent monarchs of the world were 
about to contend with each other, not with the strife of 
arms, nor by a competition of great deeds, but in pomp, 
in pageant, and in show, — in empty glitter and unfruitful 
display. However that may be, the palace and all its pre¬ 
cincts became the elysium of tailors, embroiderers, and 
sempstresses. There might you see many a shady form 
gliding about from apartment to apartment, -with smiling 
looks and extended shears, or armed with ell-wands more 
potent than Mercury’s rod, driving many a poor soul to 
perdition, «>d transforming his goodly acres into velvet 
suits, with tags of cloth of gold. 

The courts of the king’s palace of Bridewell rang from 
morning till night vifith tile neighing of steeds, the clank¬ 
ing of harness, and the sound of the tru'm-pet; and the 
shops and warehouses of liondon were nearly emptied of 
gold, of jewels, and brocade. Men and women were all 
wM to out-do their French equals in splendour and dis- 
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play; and, in short, the mad dog of extravagance seemed 
to have bit all the world. 

In a small room in the palace, not far from the imme¬ 
diate apartments of the queen, sat a very lovely girl, whom 
the reader has not spoken to for a long time — no other 
than Lady Katrine Bulmer — who, with a more pensive 
air than was usual with her, sat deep in the mysteries of 
bibs and tuckers, chaperons and fraisies, muntuas and 
hanging sleeves, which last had, for the moment, regained 
their ascendancy in the public taste, and were now orna¬ 
mented with more extraordinary trimmings than ever. 

By her side sat her two women, Geraldine and Bridget, 
whose fingers were going with the rapidity of lightning, 
quickened into excessive haste by the approaching removal 
of the court to Calais, which was to take place in the short 
space of one week, while their mistress’s dresses were not 
half-finished, and their own not began. 

What it was that occupied Lady Katrine’s thoughts, 
and made her gay face look grave, is nothing to any one. 
Perhaps it might be, that she had not as many dresses as 
Lady Winifred Stanton: perhaps she had seen a jewel 
that she could not afford to buy ; perhaps Higglemeasure 
the merchant had brought her a brocade that the queen 
would not let her wear: perhaps she was vexed at not 
having seen Lord Darby for eight days — the last time 
having been on the same morning that Sir Osborne Mau¬ 
rice had been driven from the court. Perhaps she was 
angry with herself for having parted from him with an 
affectation of indifference which Ihe did not feel. 

Well aware, that now Wolsey had returned, the pleasure 
of seeing her lover almost daily must cease ; and that a 
stiff and formal interview, in presence of the whole court, 
or a few brief sentences at a mask or pageant, was all they 
could hope to attain. Lady Katrine did indeed repent that 
she had suffered her own caprices to mingle any bitter in 
the few happy hours that fate had sent her. 

Though ^e had some vanity too, she had not enough 
to prevent her seeing and regretting that sbe had been in 
fault: and she me^e those relations of amendment, 
wliich a light spirit often forms every hour, and fareakifc 
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before the next; and thus sewing and thinking, and think-, 
ing and sewing, and stitching in excellent determinations 
in every scam as she went along, she revolved in her own 
mind all the various events that had lately happened at the 
court. 

It may well be supposed, that tlic sudden disappearance 
of Sir Osborne Maurice, at the same time as that of Lady 
C;onstance de Orey, had given rise to many strange ru¬ 
mours, none of which, of course, did Lady Katrine believe: 
and, to do her justice, although perhaps she was not at all 
sorry that Constance had judged it right to put an end to 
any farther proceedings regarding her marriage with Lord 
Darby, by removing herself from the court, yet Lady 
Katrine suffered no one to hint a doubt in her presence 
regarding her friend’s conduct. But that which was 
much more in Constance’s favour, was the gootl word of 
the queen herself, who at once silenced scandal by saying, 
that she would take upon herself to assert, that Lady 
Constance de Grey had never dreamed of flying from the 
court with Sir Osborne Maurice. It was very natural, she 
observed, that a young heiress of rank, and wealth, and 
a proud family, should take refuge any where, rather than 
contract a marriage to which she had always expressed her 
repugnance ; and without meaning ofience to the lord car¬ 
dinal, she could not think but tliat Constance was right. 

Notwithstanding this, many were tlie tales that were 
circulated by the liemongers of the court; and it hurt the 
really generous heart of Lady Katrine to hear them. Me¬ 
ditating then over all thase circumstances, nearly in the 
same desultory way in which they are here written down, 
she took httle notice, when one of the servants of the 
palace called her maid Geraldine out of the room. After 
a short while, Geraldine came back, and called out Bridget, 
and still Lady Katrine continued to work on. After a 
moment or two she ceased, and leaning her head on her 
hand, gave herself up ’to still deeper thought, when sud¬ 
denly the door opened, and Lord Darby presented himself. 

Too much taken by surprise to give herself any airs. 
Lady Katrine looked up with a smile of unaffected delight, 
iipd Dyrby, reading liis welcome in her eyes, advanced. 
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and casting his arm round her, imprinted a warm kiss on 
the full arching lips, that smiled too temptingly for human 
philosophy to resist. Luckily did it happen that he did 
so within the first minute, for, had he waited later, Lady 
Katrine might not so easily have pardoned his boldness. 
However, her only remark was, “ Well, Darby, you seem 
to think it so much a matter of course, that 1 suppose I 
must let it pass as such too. liiit don’t look so happy, 
man, lest 1 should take it into my head to make you look 
otherwise before you go.” 

“ Nay, nay, Katrine,” said Lord Darby, “ not so, 
wlien I come solely for the purpose of asking you to make 
me happy.” ■ 

The earl spoke seriously, tenderly, and there was so 
much hope, and affection, and feeling in his glance, that 
Lady Katrine felt there must be some meaning in his 
words. “ If you love me, Darby,” cried she, “ tell me 
what you mean — and make haste, for my maids will be 
back, and you know you must not stay here.” 

Yes, I may, Katrine,” replied he ; “ no one but you 
can now send me away. In a word, dear girl, to put an 
end to suspense, I have the Wiig’s and the cardinal’s con¬ 
sent to ask your hand, and the queen’s to seek you here — 
\Yill you refuse me i ” 

Lady Katrine looked at him fora moment, to be sure — 
quite sure that what she heard was true ; then dropping 
her head upon his shoulder, she burst into a violent flood 
of tears. So sudden, so delightful was the change in aU 
her feelings, that she was surprised out of all her reserve, 
all her coquetry, and could only murmur, “ Refuse you — 
no !” But starting up, at length she cried, “ I have a 
great mind that I will too. Don’t think that I love you — 
iNo, I hate you most bitterly for making me cry — you 
did t on purpose, beyond doubt, and I won’t forgive you 
easily — so, to begin your punishment, go away, and 
leave me directly.” 

“ Nay, Katrine, I must disobey,” replied the earl, “ for 
I have other news to tell you — your relation. Lord Or- 
ham, is dead.” 
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“ My relation ? ” cried Lady Katrine, whose tears were 
ever dried as soon as shed. “ Oh yes! I remember, ho 
was my great-grandfather’s seventieth cousin by the mother’s 
side. One was descended from Shem, and the other from 
Japheth, in the time of the flood, or before, for aught I 
know. Well, what of my antediluvian relative—oh, he 
is dead, you say — may he rest with Noah ! ’ 

“ But you must take mourning for him,” said Lord 
Darby laughing, “ indeed you must.” 

“ Certainly,” replied Lady Katrine: “ a coif and a 
widow’s hood. But I won’t be teased, Darby — I will 
tease every body, and nobody shall tease me. As to going 
into mourning for the old miser just now, when all my 
flnery is ready made, to show myself at Guisnes, and cap¬ 
tivate all hearts, and make you fight fifty single combats, 
— I won’t do it. There, go and ask my singing.bird to 
moult in the month of May, or any thing else of tlie same 
kind, but don’t ask me to leave one single row of lace off 
my sleeve, for the miser — I disown him.” 

“ Hush, hush, hush!” cried the earl; " take care he 
does not come back, and disown you, for otherwise you are 
his heiress.” • 

“ l!" exclaimed Lady Katrine; “am I his heiress? 
Now, Mistress Fortune, I am your very humble servant. 
Bless us, what a much more important person Katrine 
Bulmer will be, with all the heavy coflTers of her late dear 
cousin, than when she was poor Katrine Bulmer, the 
queen’s woman — Darby, I give you notice : I shall not 
marry you — 1 could wed a duke now, doubtless — who 
shall it be ? All the dukes have wives, I do believe. 
However, there is many a peer richer than you are, and 
though you do count cousinship with kings, gold is my 
passion now; so I will sell myself to him that has the 
most.” 

Though she spoke in jest, still Lord Darby was mortified; 
for what he could have borne and laughed at in the poor 
and fortuneless girl that had captivated his heart, his spirit 
was too proud to endure, where a mercenary motive could 
Le for a moment attributed to him. “ Nay Katrine,” 
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said he, “ if the fortune that is now yours gives you any 
wish of change, your promises to me are null — I render 
them back to you from this moment.” 

“ Why they were made under very different circum¬ 
stances, you must allow. Lord Darby,” replied she, assum¬ 
ing a most malicious air of gravity, and delighted at having 
found, for the first time in her life, the means of putting 
her lover out of humour. 

“ They were. Lady Katrine,” answered the earl, much 
more deeply hurt than she imagined, “and therefore they are 
at an end — 1 have nothing farther then but to take my 
leave.” 

“ Good bye, my lord, good bye ! ” cried she. “ Heaven 
bless and prosper you,” and with the utmost tranquillity 
she watched him approach the door. “ Now shall 1 let 
him go or not ? ” said she. “ C)h woman ! woman ! you 
are a great fool! — Darby — Darby ! ” .she added in a soft 
voice, “ come back to your Katrine.” 

Lord Darby turned back and caught her in his arms. 
“ Dear teasing girl! ” cried he, “ why, why will you strive 
to wring a heart that loves you ” 

“ Nay, Darby, if things were rightly stated, it is I who 
have cause to Ik? offendetl rather than you,” answered the 
lady. “ What right had you, sir. to think that the heart 
of Katrine Bulmer was so base, so mean, as to be changed 
by the possession of a few paltry counters. Own tliat you 
have done me wrong this instant, or 1 will never forgive you. 
Down upon your knee — a kneeling confession! or you are 
condemned beyond hope of grace.” 

Lord Darby was fain to ola-y his gay lady’s behest, and 
bending his knee, he freely confesseil himself guilty of all 
the crimes she thought proiK?r to charge him withal; in the 
midst of which, however, he was interrupted by the entrance 
of an attendant sent by the queen to call Lady Katrine to 
her presence. 

The lady laughed and blushed, at being found with Lord 
Darby at her feet; and the earl, not particularly well 
pleased at the interruption, turned to the usher, saying, 
with the sort of nonchalant air which he often assumed, 
“ Well, sir, before you go, tell the lady, when it was you 
]> I) 4i 
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last found me on my knees, to any of the fair dames of the 
court ? ” 

“ Never, my lord, so please you, that I know of,” an¬ 
swered the man, somewhat surprised. 

“ Well then,” rejoined Darby, “ next time, knock at 
the door, for fear you should. In which case, you might 
chance to be thrown down stairs by the collar.” 

“ Hush, hush. Darby !” cried Lady Katrine, “ I must 
go to her highness. Doubtless we shall not meet again for 
a long while, so fare you well! ” and tripping away after 
the usher, without other adieu, she left her lover to console 
himself in her absence, as best he might. 

On entering the queen’s apartment, she found her royal 
mistress alone with the king, and according to the etiquette 
of that day was drawing back instantly, when Katherine 
called her forward : “ Come hither, my wild namesake,” 
said the queen, “ his grace the king wislics to speak with 
you. Come near, and answer him all his questions.” 

Lady Katrine advanced, and kneeling on a velvet cushion 
at Henry’s feet, prejrared to reply to whatever he might ask, 
with as much propriety as sho could command ; although 
the glad news of the inoridng had raised her spirits to a 
pitch of uncontrolable joyousness, which even the presence 
of the imperious monarch himself corrld hardly keep within 
bounds. 

“ AVell, my merry mistress,” said the king, seeing in her 
laughing eyes the ebullition of her heart’s gladness ; “ it 
seems that you do not pine yourself to death, for the loss of 
Sir Osborne Maurice ? ” 

“ I deeply regret, your grace,” said Lady Katrine, turn¬ 
ing grave for a moment, “ most deeply, that Sir Osborne 
Maurice should have incurred your royal displeasure, for 
he seemed to me as perfect a knight and as noble a gentle¬ 
man as I ever saw. But in no other respect do 1 regret 
his absence.” 

Well, we have tried to supply his place with one you 
may like better,” said Henry. “ Have you seen the earl 
of Darby, — ha ? What think you of the exchange, pretty 
one } ” 

“ I thank your grace’s bounty,” said the gay girl. “ I 
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have seen his lordship, and looked at him -well; an<I though 
he bt! neither so handsome as Narcissus, nor sj> wise as 
Solon, he may do well enough for such a giihly thing as I 
am. Saving your grace’s presence, one docs not look for 
perfection in a hushand : one might as well hope to tind a 
pippin without a s])ot.” 

“ Thou art a malai)ert chit, Kate,” said the queen, 
laughing; “sure I am, if your royal lord was not right 
gentle in his nature, he would he angry vrith your wild 
chattering.” 

“ Nay ! let her run on,” said the king, a tongue like 
hers has no guile. If you are contented, sweetheart,” he 
added, addressing Laily Katrine, “ that is enough.” 

“ Oh yes ! quite contented, your grace,” answered she. 
“ I have not had a new jdaything so long, that a hushand is 
quite a treat — 1 suppose he must he sent to the manege 
tirst, like the jennet your highness gave me, to learn his 
P'aces.” 

“ If he were as untamed as you are, mistress,” answered 
the king, “ he might need it. But to another subject, fair 
one. You were with Sir Osborne Maurice and his party, 
when he encountered the rioters near Rochester. Some sad 
treasons arc but too surely proved against that luckless 
young man ; yet I would fain believe that his misconduct 
went not to the extent which was at first reported; especially 
as the accusation was made by that most ruffianly traitor. 
Sir I’ayan \Yileton', whom the keen eye of my zealous 
lYolsey has discovered to he stained with many crimes too 
black for words to paint. Now, amongst other things, it 
was urged, that this Sir Osborne was in league with those 
Rochester mutineers, the greatest proof of which, was their 
letting him quietly pass with so small a party, when they 
boldly attacked the company of Lord Thomas Howard, 
with ten times the force.” 

Lady Katrine could hardly wait till the king had ceased. 
“ 'riiis shows,” cried she at length, “ how the keenest 
wisdom, and the noblest heart, may be abused by a crafty 
tale. Sir Osborne knew nothing of the rioters, my lord: 
be took every way to avoid them, because I, unluckily, hav¬ 
ing neither father nor brother to protect me, encumbered 
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him by my presence; otherwise, without doubt, he wouli. 
have delivered the ])oor priest they had with them by his 
lance, anS not by fair words. Never believe a word of it, 
your grace. His shield-hearer, indeed, while the knight 
drew up his men to defend us, to the best of his power, re¬ 
cognised the leader of the tuniultuaries as an old fellow- 
soldier, and craved leave of his lord to go and demand a free 
passage for us, by which means we escaped. Oh, my lord, 
as you arc famous for your clemency ami justice, examine 
well the whole tale of that Sir Payan W’lleton, and it will 
be found false and villainous, as are all the rest of his 
actions.” 

“ You are eloquent, lady fair,” said the king with a 
smile, “we will tell Darby to look to it. But as to Sir Payan 
Wileton, his baseness is now known to us, and as we pro¬ 
gress down to Dover, we will send a sergeant-at-arms to 
bring him with us to Calais, where we will, with our 
council, hear and judge the whole. Then if he be the man 
we think him, not only shall he restore to the old Lord 
Fitzliernard the lordship of Chilham and the stewardship 
of Dover, but shall stoop his head to the axe without grace 
or pardon, as I live. But say, know you aught of Lady 
Constance de Grey, in whose secrets you are supposed to 
have had a share ? Laugh not, pretty one, for by my life 
it shall go hard with you, if you tell not the truth." 

“ Oh, please your grace, don’t have my head cut off,” 
cried Lady Katrine, seeing, notwithstanding the king’s 
threat, that he was in one of his happier moods. “ I never 
told a lie in my life, except one day when I said 1 did not 
love your highness, and that was when you put off the 
pageant of the Castle Dolorous till after pentecost, and I 
wanted it directly. But on my word, as 1 hope to be married 
in a year, and a widow in God’s good time, I know no more 
of where Constance de Grey is, or where she went, or when, 
or how, than the child unborn.” 

“Did she never speak to you thereof, my saucy mistress?” 
demanded Henry. “ You consorted with her much: ’ twere 
strange if she did not let something fall concerning her 
purposes, and she a woman too.” 

“ 1 wish I had a secret,” said Lady Katrine, half-apart, 
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half-aloudj “just to show how a woman can keep counsel, 
if it were but in spite. — Good, your grace,” she continued, 
“ you do not think that Constance would trust her private 
Uioughts to such a liglit-headed thing as I am. But, to 
set your highness’ mind at ease, I vow and protest, by the 
love and duty I bear to you and my royal mistress — by 
my conscience, which is tender — and by my honour, whicli 
is strong, — that 1 know nothing of Lady Constance de 
Grey, and that even in my very best imaginings, I cannot 
divine where she is gone.” 

“Your highness may believe her,” said the queenj 
“ wild as she i.s, she would not stain her lips with the touch 
of falsehood, I am sure. Get ye gone, Kate, and hasten 
your sempstresses, for we shall set out a day before it was 
intended, and mintl yon plume up your brightest feathers, 
for we must outdo the Frenchwomen.” 

“ Oh, good, your grace ! 1 shall never be ready in time,” 
replied the young lady. “ Besides, they tell me I must put 
on mourning for my fiftieth cousin by the side of Adam, 
old Lord Orham the raiser. If I do, it shall be gold crape, 
trimmed with cobwebs, 1 declare ; and so I humbly take 
my leave of both your graces.” 

Thus saying, she rose from the cushion, drop{)cd a low 
curtsey to the king and queen, and tripped away to her own 
apartments. 

Common bustle, and ordinary preparation, may be easily 
imagined. Every one can, without difficulty, figure to 
themselves the turmoil preparatory to a ball where there 
are six daughters to marry, with much blood and very little 
money. The lady-mother scolding the housekeeper in her 
room, and the housekeeper scolding all the servants in hers; 
— a reasonable number of upholsterers, decorators, floor- 
chalkers, confectioners, milliners; much talking to very 
little purpose ; scheming, drilling, and dressing ; agitation 
on the part of the young ladies, and calculation on the part 
of their mamma. And at the end of a few weeks the 
matter is done and over. But no mind, however vast may 
be its powers of conceiving a bustle, can imagine any thing 
like the court of \Yestminster for the three days prior to 
the king’s departure for Canterbury. 
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So continual were the demands upon every kind of 
artisan, that the impossitiility of executin'? them threw 
several into despair. One tailor, who is reported to have 
undertaken to furnish fifty embroidered suits in three days, 
on beholding the mountain of gold and velvet that cutn- 
bci-ed bis shop-board, saw, like Brutus, the impossibility of 
victory, and, and with Roman fortitude, fell on Ids own 
shears. Three armourers are said to have been com])letely 
melted with the heat of their furnaces ; and an unfortunate 
goldsmith swallowed molten silver to escape the jiersecu- 
tions of the day. 

The road from London to Canterbury was covered 
during one whole week with carts and waggons, mules, 
horses, and soldiers; and so great was the confusion, that 
marshals were at length stationed to keep the whrtle in order, 
which of course increa.sed the said confusion a hundred 
fold. So many were the ships passing between Dover and 
Calais, that the historians affirm, they jostled each other 
on the sea, like a herd of great black porkers; and it is 
known as a fact, that the number of persons collected in the 
good town of Calais, was more than it could lodge, so that 
not only the city itself, but all the villages round about, 
were full to the overllowing. 

At length the king set out, accompanied by an immense 
train, and left London comparatively a desert; while, as he 
went from station to station, he seemed like a shepherd 
driving all the better classes of the country before him, and 
leaving not a single straggler behind. His farther progress, 
however, was stayed for a time at Canterbury, by the news 
that the emperor Charles, his wife's nephew, was on the sea 
before Dover, furnished with the excuse of relationship for 
visiting the English king, though in reality conducted thither 
solely by the wish to break the good understanding of ths 
English and French monarchs; or rather to ensure that no 
treaty contrary to his interest should be negotiated at tlie 
approaching meeting. 

With that we have nothing to do; and it is a maxim 
which a historian should always follow, never to mind any 
body’s business but his own. We shall therefore only say, 
that the king and 'Wolsey, occupied with the reception of 
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the emperor, and his entertainment, during the short time 
he stayed, forgot entirely Sir I’ayan Wileton till they reached 
Dover, when some one hap])ening to call it a rhUbj morn¬ 
ing, put C'hilham Castle in l^olscy’s head (for on such little 
pivots turn all the wheels of the w'orld); and immediately 
a sergeant-at-arms, with a body of horse-archers, was sent 
to arrest the worthy knight, and bring him to Calais, for 
which port the king and the whole court embarked imme¬ 
diately ; and, with a fair wind and fine sky, arrived in 
safety towards the evening. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

With clomis and 8tortn.s 

Around thee thrown, tcinpobt on tomitcfit roIlM. 

Thomson. 

Passing over all the consultations that took place between 
the prioress of iliehborough. Dr. Wilbraham, and Lady 
Constance de Grey, regarding the means of crossing the 
sea to France with greater security ; although manifold 
were the important considerations tlierein discussed, we 
shall merely arrive at the conclusion to which they came 
at length, and which was ultimately determined by the 
voice of the prioress. 7'his was, that for several days 
Lady Constance and Mrs. Margaret should remain at the 
convent as nuns, paying a very respectable sum for their 
board and lodging, while Dr. Wilbraham was to take up 
his abode at a cottage hard by. By this means, the supe¬ 
rior said, they would avoid any search which the cardinal 
might have instituted to discover them in the vessels of 
passage between France and England, and at the end of a 
week they wotdd easily find some foreign ship, wliich would 
carry them over to Boulogne. Such a one she undertook 
to procure, by means of a fisherman who supplied the 
convent; and who, as she boasted, knew every ship that 
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sailed through the Channel, from the biggest man-of-war 
to the meanest carvel. 

We shall now leave in silence also the time which Lady 
Constance passed in the convent. Vonderbrugius, who, as 
the sagacious reader has doubtless observed, had a most ex¬ 
traordinary partiality for detailing little particulars, and in¬ 
cidents that are of no manner of consequence,'here occupies 
sixteen pages with a correct and minute account of every 
individual day, telling how many masses the nuns sang, 
how often they fasted in the week, and how often they ate 
meat; and, not content with relating all that concerned 
Lady Constance, he indulges in some very illiberal insinua. 
tions in regard to the prioress, more than hinting that she 
loved her bottle, and had a pet confc.ssor. 

Maintaining, however, our grave silence upA this sub¬ 
ject, as not only irrelevant but ungentlemanlike, we shall 
merely say, that the days passed tranquilly enough with 
Lady Constance, although, like the timiil creatures of the 
forest, whom the continual tyranny of the strong over the 
inoffensive has taught to start even at a sound, she would 
tremble at every little circumstance, which for a moment 
interrupted the dull calm of the convent’s solitude. 

A week passed in this manner, and yet the prioress 
declared her old fisherman had heard of no vessel that 
could forward Constance on her journey, though the 
young lady become uneasy at the delay, and pressed her 
much to make all necessary inquiries. At length, hap¬ 
pening one morning to express her uneasiness to Mrs. 
Margaret, the shrewd waiting-woman, who, with an- in¬ 
stinctive sagacity inherent in chambermaids, knew a thou¬ 
sand times more of the world than either her mistress or 
Dr. Wilbraham, at once solved the mystery by saying, — 

“ Lord love you, lady, there will never be a single ship 
in the Channel that you will hear of, so long as you pay a 
gold mark a day to Ae prioress while we stay.” 

“ I would rather give her a hundred marks to let me 
go,” replied Constance, " than a single mark to keep me. 
But what is to be done, Margaret 
“Oh,if you will let me but promise fifty marks, lady,” re- 
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plied thp maidj “ I will warrant that we are in PVance in 
three days.” 

Lady Constance willingly gave her all manner of leave 
and licence, and, accordingly, that very night, Mrs. Mar¬ 
garet told the chamberer, under the most solemn vows of 
secresy, that her lady intended to give the prioress, as a 
gift to the convent, iifty golden marks on the day that she 
took ship. “ But,” said the abigail, “ it costs the poor 
lady so much, what with paying the chaplain’s keep at the 
cottage, and my wage money, which you know 1 must 
have, that her purse is running low, and I fear me, -she 
will not be able to do as much fur the house as she intends. 
— But mind, you promised to tell no one.” 

“ As I hope for salvation, it shall never pass my lips !" 
replied the chambererand away she ran to the refectory, 
where she bound the refectory-woman by a most tremen¬ 
dous vow, not to reveal the tidings she was about to com¬ 
municate. The refectory-woman vowed widi a great deal 
of facility; and the moment the chamberer was gone, she 
carried in a jelly to tlie prioress, where with a low curtsey, 
and an important whisper, she communicated to the su¬ 
perior the important news. Thereupon, the prioress was 
instantly smitten with a violent degree of anxiety about 
Lady Constance's escape, and sending down to the fisher¬ 
man, she commanded him to find a ship instantly, going to 
France. To which the fisherman replied, that he knew of 
no ship going exactly to France, but that there was one 
lying off the sands, which would doubtless take the lady 
over for a few broad pieces. 

Thus were the preliminaries for Constance’s escape 
brought about in a very short space of time; and the 
fisherman, having arranged witli the captain, tliat he was 
to take tlie lady, the chaplain, and waiting-maid, to 
Boulogne for ten George nobles, early the next morning 
Lady Constance took leave of the prioress, made her the 
stipulated present, and, accompanied by the good Dr. Wil- 
brahara and her woman, followed the fisherman to the 
sands, where his boat waited to convey them to a vessel 
that lay about a mile from the shore. 

The sea was calm and tranquil, but to Constance, who 
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had little of a heroine in her nature, it seemed very rougli; 
and every time the boat rose over a wave, she fancied that 
it must inevitably pitch under the one that followed. 
However, their passage to the ship was soon over, and as 
she looked at the high black sides of the vessel, the lady 
found a greater degree of security in its aspect, imagining 
it better calculated to battle with the wild waves, than the 
little flimsy bark that had borne her thither. 

The ship, the fisherman had informed her, was a foreign 
merchantman, and as she came alongside, a thousand 
strange tongues, gabbling all manner of languages, met her 
car. It was a floating tower of Babel. In the midst of 
the confusion and bustle, which occurred in getting herself 
and her companions upon the deck, she saw that one of the 
sailors attempted to spring from the ship into the boat, but 
was restrained by those about him, who unceremoniously 
heat him back witli marling-s])ikcs and rojtes’ ends; and 
for tlie time she beheld no more of him, though she thought 
she heard some one uttering invectives and complaints in 
the English language. 

For the first few moments after she was on deck, what 
witli the giddiness occasioned by her passage in the boat, 
and the agitation of getting on board, she could remark 
nothing that was passing around her ; hut the moment she 
had sufiiciently recovered to regard the objects by which 
she was surrounded, a new cause of apprehension pre.scnted 
itself; for close by her side,-evidently as commander of the 
vessel, stood no less distinguished a person than the Por- 
tingale captain, of whom honourable mention is made in the 
first volume of this sage history, and whose proboscis was 
not easily to be forgot. 

It was too late now, however, to recede ; and her only 
resource was to draw down her nun’s veil, hoping thus to 
escape being recognised. For some time she had reason to 
believe that the disguise she had assumed would be effectual 
with the Portingale, who, as we may remember, had seen 
her but once; for, occupied in giving orders for weighing 
anchor, and making sail, he took no notice whatever of his 
fair passenger, and seemed totally to have forgotten her 
person. But this was not the case : his attention had been 
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first awakened to Lady Constance herself, by the sight of 
Ur. Wilbraham, whose face he instantly remembered ; and 
a slight glance convinced him that the young nun was 
the bright lady Ire had seen in Sir Payan's halls. 

Though there were few of the pleasant little passions 
which make a man a devil, that the worthy Pertingal did 
not ])ossess to repletion, it sometimes happenetl that one 
battled against the other, and foiled it in its efforts ; but 
being withal somewhat of a philosopher, after a certain 
fashion, it was a part of his internal policy, on which 
he prided himself, to find means of gratifying each of the 
contending propensities, when it was possible ; and when 
it was not possible, to sati.sfy the strongest with as little 
ofience to the other as might be. In the present instance, 
he had several important points to consider: though he 
felt strongly inclined to carry Lady Constance with him on 
a voyage which he was about to make to the East Indies, 
yet there might be danger in the business, if the young 
lady had really taken the veil, not only danger in case of 
his vessel being searched by any cruizer he might en¬ 
counter, but even danger from his own lawless crew, who, 
though tolerably free from prejudices, still retained a cer¬ 
tain Buperslilious respect for the church of Rome, and for 
the things it had rendered sacred, which the worthy captain 
had never been able to do away with. This conshlcration 
would have deterred him from any evil attempt upon the fair 
girl, whom he otherwise seemed to hold completely in his 
j)ower, had it not been for the additional incentive of the 
two large leathern bags, which had been committed into his 
charge at the same time with the young lady ; and which, 
by the relation of their size to their weight, he conceived 
must contain a prize of some value. Determined by this, 
he gave orders for making all sail down the Channel, and 
the ship being fairly under way, he could resist no longer 
the temptation which the opportunity presented of court¬ 
ing the good graces of his fair passenger. Approaching 
then with an air of, what he conceived mingled dignity 
and sweetness, his head swinging backwards and forwards 
on the end of his long neck, and his infinite nose protnided 
like a pointer’s when he falls upon the game — “ Ah, ah! 
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my very pretty gal,” cried he, “ you see you be obliged to 
have recourse to me at last.” 

“ My good friend,” said Dr. Wilhraham, struggling 
with the (lemon of sea-sickness, which had gra.sped him by 
the stomach, and was almost squeezing his soul out, “ you 
had better let the lady alone, for she is so sick she cannot 
attend to you, though doubtless you mean to be civil in 
your way.” 

“ You go to the debil, master chaplain,” replied the 
captain, “ and preach to hims imps — I say, my very 
pretty mistress, suppose you were to pull up this dirty 
black veil, and show your charming face,” and he drew 
aside the young lady’s veil, in spite of her effort to hold it 
down. 

At the helm, not far from where the young lady sat, 
stood a sturdy seaman, who by his clear blue eye, fresh 
weather-beaten countenance, and bluff unshrinking look, 
one might easily have marked out as an English sailor. 
Leaning on the tiller by which he was steering the vessel 
on her course, he had marked his worthy captain’s conduct 
with a sort of contemplative frown ; but when, steeping 
down, the Portingallo tore away Lady Constance’s veil, and 
amused himself by staring in her face, the honest sailor 
stretched out his foot, and touched him on a ])rotuberant part 
of his person which presented itself behind. The captain, 
turning sharply round, eyed him like a demon, but the 
Englishman stood his glance with a look of steady non¬ 
chalant resolution, that was not easy to put down. 

“ 1 say, Portingallo,” said he, “ do you want me to 
heave you overboard ?” >« 

“ You heave me overboard, you mutinous thief!” cried 
the captain ; “ I’ll have you strung up to the yard-arm, 
you vaggleboned, I will.” 

" You’ll drown a little first, by the nose of the tinker 
of Ashford,” replied the other ; “ but hark you, Portin¬ 
gallo, let tlte young lady nun alone; or, as 1 said before, 
by the nose of the tinker of Ashford, I ’ll heave you over¬ 
board ; and then I ’ll make the crew a ’ration, and tell 
thefn what a good service I ’ve done ’em; and I ’ll lay 
down tile m&tter in three heads; first, as you were a 
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rascal; second, as you were a villain ; and tliird, as you 
were a blackguard: then I will show how, first, you did 
wrong to a passenger; second, how you did tvrong to 
a lady ; and third, how you did wrong to a nun; for the 
first, you deserve to he flogged ; for the second you 
deserve to be kicked; and for the third you are devilish 
likely to be hanged, with time and tfod’s hlessing." 

For a moment or two the I’ortingallo was somewhat 
confounded by the elo()Uence of the Englishman, who was 
in fact no other than Timothy Bradford, the chief of tlie 
Bochester rioters. lU'Covering himself speedily, however, 
he retaliated pretty warmly, yet did not dare to come to 
extremities with his rebellious steersman, as Bradford 
having taken refuge on board his vessel, with four or five 
of his principal associates, commanded too strong a party 
on board to permit very strict discipline. It was a generd 
rule of the amiable captain never to receive two men that, 
to his knowledge, had ever seen one another before ; but 
several severe losses in his crew had, in the present 
instance, driven him into an error, which he now felt 
bitterly, not being half so much master of his own wicked, 
ness as he used to be before. Nevertheless, he did not fail 
to express his opinion of the helmsman’s high qualities, in 
no very measured terms, threatening a great deal more 
than he dared perform, of which both parties were well 
aware. 

“ Come, come, Portingallo," cried the helmsman, “ you 
know very well what is right as well as another, and 1 say 
you shan’t molest the lady: — another thing, master, you 
treat that poor lubberly Jekin like a brute, and I ’ll not see 
it done, so look to it. — But 1 ’ll tell you what, captain, 
let us mind what we are about. The.se dark clouds that 
are gathering there to leeward, and coming up against the 
wind, mean something. Better take in sail.” 

The effect of this conversation was to free Constance 
from the persecution of the captain; and turning her eyes 
in the direction to which the sailor pointed, she saw, roll¬ 
ing iip in the very face of the wind, some heavy leaden 
clouds, tipped with a lurid reddish hue wherever they 
were touched by the sun. Above their heads, and to wind- 
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ward, the sky was clear and bright, obscuretl by nothing 
but an occasional light cloud, that flitted quickly over the 
heaven, drawing after it a soft shadow, that passed like an 
arrow over the gay waves, which all around were dancing 
joyously in the sunshine. 

By this time, the English coast was becoming fainter 
and more faint; the long line of cliffs and headlands 
massing together, covered with an airy and indistinct light, 
while the shores of France seemed growing out of the 
waters, with heavy piles of clouds towering above them, 
and seeming to advance, with menacing mien, tow'ards the 
rocks of England. Still, though the eye might mark them 
rolling one over another, in vast dense volumes, looking fit 
receptacles for the thunder and the storm, the clouds 
seemed to make but little progress, contending with the 
opposing wind, while mass after mass, accumulating from 
behind, appeared to bring up new force to the dark front 
of the tempest. 

Still the ship sped on, and the wind being full in her 
favour, made great way through the water, so that it was 
likely they would reach Boulogne before the storm began ; 
and the captain, now obliged to abandon any evil purpose 
he might have conceived towards Lady Constance, steered 
towards the shore of France to get rid of her as soon as 
possible. From time to time every eye on board w.as 
turned towards the lowering brow of heaven, and then 
always dropped to the French coast, to ascertain how near 
was the tempest, and how far the haven; apd Constance, 
not sufficiently sick to be heedless of danger, ceased not to 
watch the approaching clouds and the growing shore, with 
alternate hope and fear. Gradually the hills towards 
Boulogne, the cliffs, and the sands, with dark lines of 
tower, and wall, and citadel, and steeple, began to grow 
more and more distinct, and the Portingal was making a 
tack to run into the harbour, when the vane at the mast¬ 
head began to quiver, and in a moment after turned 
suddenly, round. Cries and confusion of every sort suc¬ 
ceeded ; one' of the sails was completely rent to pieces, and 
the ship received such a sudden shock, that Constance was 
cast from her seat upon the deck, and poor Dr. Wilbraham 
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rolled over, and almost pitched out at the other side. Soon, 
however, the yards were braced round, the vessel was put 
upon another tack, and from a few words that passed 
between the captain and the steersman, Constance gathered, 
that as they could not get into Boulogne, they were about 
to run for Whitesand haven as the nearest port. 

“ Go down below, lady, go down below, and tell your 
beads,” cried the bluff steersman, as he saw Constance 
sitting and holding herself up by the binnacle. “ Here, 
Jekey, liel)) her down.” 

“ Lord ’a mercy, we shall all be drowned, 1 am sure we 
shall,” cried our old friend Jekin Groby, coming forward 
transformed into the likeness of a bastard sailor, his new 
profession sitting upon him with inconceivable awkward¬ 
ness, and the Kentish clothier shining forth in every 
movement of his inexpert limbs. “ Lord ’a mercy upon 
ns, we shall all be drowned as sure as possible! Mistress 
nun, let me help you down below. It’s more comfortable 
to be drowned down stairs, they say. There’s a flash of 
lightning, I declare ! Mercy upon us! We shall all go to 
the bottom. 'I'his is the worst storm I've seen, since that 
Portingallo vagabond kidnapped me, by the help of the 
devil and Sir Payan Wileton. Let me help you down 
below, Mrs. Nun. — Lord bless you, it’s no trouble; I’m 
going down myself.” 

Gonstance, however, preferred staying upon deck, where 
she could watch the progress of their fate, to remaining 
below in a state of uncertainty ; and consequently resisted 
the honest persuasions of good Jekin Groby, who, finding 
her immoveable, slipped quietly below unobserved, and hid 
himself in an empty hammock, courageously making up 
his mind to be drowned, if he could but be drowned 
asleep. 

In the meantime the storm began to grow more vehe¬ 
ment, the wind coming in violent quick gusts, and the 
clouds spreading far and wide over tlie face of the sky. 
with a threatening blackness of hue, and heavy slowness of 
flight, that menaced their instant descent. As yet no 
second flash of lightning had succeeded the first, and no 
drop of rain had fallen; and though the ship laboured 
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violently with the waves, excited into tumult by the sudden 
change of wind, still running on, she seemed in a fair way 
of reaching Whitesand in safety. Presently, another 
bright flash blazed through the sky, and seemed to rend it 
from the horizon to the zenith, while instant upon the red 
path of its fiery messenger, roared forth the voice of the 
thunder, as if it would annihilate the globe. Another now 
succeeded, and another, till die ear and the eye were almost 
deafened by the din, and blinded by the light; while slow, 
large drops came dripping from the heaven, like tears 
wrung by agony from a giant's eye.s. Then came a still 
and death-like pause — die thunder ceased, the wind 
hushed, and the only sounds that met the ear were the 
rushing of the waves by the ship's side, and the pattering 
of each big raindrop as it fill on the deck ; while a small 
sea-bird kept wheeling round the vessel, and screaming, as 
with a sort of fiendish joy, to see it labouring with the 
angry billows. Soon again, however, did the storm begin 
with redoubled fury, and the lightnings flashed more 
vividly than ever, covering all the sky with broad blue 
sheets of light, while still in the midst of the whole blaze 
appeared a narrow zigzag line of fire, so bright that it 
made the rest look pale. 

Still Constance kept upon the deck, and drawing her 
hood over her head, strove to fix herself amidst the pitch¬ 
ing of the vessel, by clinging to the binnacle, which in 
snips of that day was often supported by a couple of 
oblique bars. Seeing, in a momentary cessation of the 
storm, the eye of the steersman fix upon her with a look of 
somewhat like pity, she ventured to ask if they were in 
much danger. 

“ Danger ! bless you, no, lady,” cried the man ; “ only 
a little thunder and lightning ; no danger in life. But 
you had better go below, — there's no danger.” 

As he spoke, another bright flash caused Constance to 
close her eyes, but a tremendous crash, which made itself 
audible even through the roar of the thunder, as well as a 
heavy roll of the vessel, gave her notice that the lightning 
had struck somewhere ; and looking up, to her horror, she 
beheld flte mainmast shivered almost to atoms by the 
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nghtning, and rolled over the ship's side, to which it was 
still attached by a mass of blazing cordage. 

“ Cut ! cut! cut! ” vociferated the steersman, amidst 
the unavailing shouts and bustling inactivity of the crew ; 
“cut; you I’ortingallo vagabonds! You’ll have the 
ship on tire. The idiots arc staring, as if they never .saw 

such a thing before. Here, captain, take the helm. D - 

you to h-, take the helm ! ” And springing forward, 

with an energy to which the danger of the moment seemed 
to lend additional impulse, he scattered the frightened 
Portuguese and impassible Dutchmen, who were unclueing 
ropes and disentangling knot.s, and catching up a hatchet, 
soon cut sheer through the thicker rigging; and with a 
roll the blazing remnants of the mast pitched into the sea, 
leaving nothing on fire hehiml, but some scattered cordage, 
which the Englishman and his companions gradually 
extinguished. 

In the meanwhile the mast still flaming in the water 
swung round the ship, and the Portingallo, whose presence 
of mind did not seem of the very first quality, brought the 
vessel’s head as near the wind as possible, to let it drift 
astern, and thus, by this lubberly action, bore right upon 
the shore, earricil on imperceptibly by a strong current. 

At that moment the Englishman raised himself, and 
looking out before, vociferated, — “A reef, a reef! Breakers 
a-head ! Down with the helm; where the devil are you 
goingi“ — Down with the helm, I say!” and rushing 
forward, he seized the tiller, but too late! Scarcely had 
he touched it with his hand, when with a tremendous 
shock the ship struck on the reef, making its very seams 
oiren, and its masts stagger, “ Ho I down in the hold ! 
down in the hold; heave all the ballast aft," cried Brad¬ 
ford ; “ lay those cannon here — bring her head to wind, 
let it take her alrack if it will. — She may swing olF yet.” 

But just then an immense swelling wave heaved the ship 
up like a cork, and dashed her down again upon the hidden 
rocks witliout hojie or resource. Every one caught at what 
was next them for support ; for the jar was so great, that it 
was hardly possible for even the sailors to keep upon their 
feet. But the next minute she became more steady, and 
E E 4. 
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a harsh grating sound succeeded, as if the hard angles of 
the rock were tearing the bottom of the ship to j)ii'ces. 
Every one now occupied himself in a different way. Urad- 
ford sat quietly down by the tiller, which he abandoned to 
its own guidance, while the Portingal ran whispering 
among his countrymen, who as speedily and silently as 
possible got the boat to the ship’s side. In the meanwhile 
Dr. W’ilbraham crept over to Eady Constance, who, turn¬ 
ing her meek eyes to heaven, seemed to await her fate with 
patient resignation. 

“ I need not ask you, my dear child,” said the good 
man, “ if you he prepared to go. Have you any thing to 
say to me, before we part ? soon 1 hope, to meet again 
where no storms come.” 

“ But little,” answered Constance ; and according to the 
rite of her church, she whispered all the little faults that 
memory could supply, accusing herself of many things as 
sins, which few but herself would have held as even errors. 
When he had heard the lady’s confession, the clergyman 
turned to look for the waiting-woman to join her with her 
mistress in the consolations of religion ; but Mrs. Margaret, 
who greatly preferred the present to the future, was no 
longer there; and looking forward, they beheld that the 
Portuguese and Dutch had got out the boats, and were 
pouring in fast; but that which most astonished them was 
to find that the selfish waiting-woman had by some means 
got the very first place in the long-boat, from which the 
captain was striving to exclude two of the Englishmen, 
pushing off from the sliip with the boat-hook. 'Phe le.sscr 
boat, however, was still near, and Dr. Wilbraham looked at 
Constance with an inquiring glance ; but Bradford, tvho 
had never stirred from his position, interposed, saying, 
“ Don’t go, lady — don’t go ! stick to the ship, she can’t 
sink, for the tide is near hood, and we are now aground, 
and it may be a while before she goes to pieces. Those 
boats can never live through that surf. So don’t go, lady ! 
take my advice, and I 'll manage to save you yet, if 1 can 
save myself.” 

Even as he spoke, the two Englishmen made a desperate 
jump to leap into tlie lesser boat, which was pulling away 
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after the other. One man fell too short, and sunk instantly; 
tlie other got hold of the gunwale, and strove to clamber 
in, but the boat was already too full, and a sea striking it 
at the moment, his weight put it out of trim, it shipped a 
heavy sea, settled for a moment, and sunk before their 
eyes. 

It was a dreadful sight; and yet so deep, so exeiting 
was the interest, that even after she had seen the whole ten 
jiersons sink, ami sotne rise again, only to be overwhelmed 
by another wave, Oonstance could not take her eyes olf the 
other boat, although she expected every moment to sec it 
share the fate of its companion. Still, however, it rowed 
on. 'J'lie thunder had ceased, the wind was calmer, and 
tin: waves .seemed less agitated. There was hope that it 
might reach the shore. At that moment it was hidden 
for an instant below a wave, — rose again — entered the 
surf — disappeared amidst the foam and s])ray. Constance 
looked to .sec it rise again, but it never was seen more; and 
in a few minutes she could distinguish a dark figure 
scramble out from the sea upon the shore, rise, fall again, 
lie for a moment as if exhausted, and then once more 
gaining his feet, run with all speed out of the way of the 
coming waves. 

“Oh dear, oh dear!” cried a dolorous voice from 
below. “ M’e shall all be drowned for a sure certainty — 
the water’s a coming in like mad,” and in a moment after, 
the head, and then the body, of honest Jckin Clroby pro¬ 
truded itself from the hold, with strong signs and tokens, 
in his large thick eyelids, of having just woke from a pro. 
found sleep. “ Lord ’a mercy I” continued he, seeing the 
nearly empty deck. “Where are all the folks Oh, 
Master Bradford, Master Bradford, we are in a bad way ! 
The water has just woke me out of my .sleep. AVhat’s 
the meaning of that thumping. Lord ’a mercy ! where's 
the I’ortingal .i'” 

“ Drowned!” answered Bradford calmly, “and every 
one of his crew, except Ilinchin, the strong swimmer, who 
has got to land.” 

“ Lord ’a mercy, only think ! ” cried Jckin. “ Must I 
be drowned too ? Hadn’t I better jump over ? I can 
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swim a little too. Shall I jump over. Master Bradford ? 
Pray tell me, tlicrc’s a good creature.” 

“ No, no, stay where you are," replied Bradford. 
“ Help me to lash this young lady to a spar. M'hen the 
tide turns, which it will at four o’clock, that surf will gu 
down, and the ship will keep together till then. Most 
likely llinchin will send a boat before that to take us 
all off. If not, we can but trust to the water at last. 
However, let us be all ready.” 

Bradford now brought forth from the hold some rough 
planks, to one of which he lashed l<ady ('-onstance, who 
yielded herself to his guidance, only praying that he would 
do the same good turn to the clergyman, which he pro¬ 
mised willingly. He then tieil a small piece of wood 
across, to support her bead, and fastened one of the heavy 
leathern bags to her feet, to raise her face above the water; 
after which, as she was totally unable to move, he jdaced 
her in as easy a position as he could, and speaking a few 
frank words of comfort and assurance, he left her to 
perform the same office in favour of Dr. M’ilbrabam. 

In the mean time Jekin (.Jroby had not forgotten him¬ 
self, but willing to put his faith rather in the buoyancy of 
deal boards, than in his own powers of natation, had 
contrived to find a stout sort of packing-case, or wooden 
box, from which he knocked out both the top and bottom 
and passing his feet through the rest, he raised it up till it 
reached his arm-pits, where he tied it securely ; and thus 
equipped in his wooden girdle, as he called it, he did 
not fear to trust himself to tire waves. 

All being now prepared, an hour or more of anxious ex¬ 
pectation succeeded. Little was said by any one, and the 
tempest had ceased ; but the grinding sound of the ship, 
fretting upon the rock, still continued, and a sad creaking 
and groaning.of the two masts that remained seemed to 
announce their speedy fall. The wind had greatly subsided, 
but the air was heated and close; while the clouds overhead, 
still agitated by the past storm, every now and then came 
down in thick small rain. Towards four o'clock the tide 
turned, and, as Bradford had prognosticated, the surf upon 
the shore gradually subsided, and the sea became more 
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smooth, though yet agitated by a heavy swell, foaming into 
breakers along the whole line of reef on which the ship had 
struck. After looking out long, in tlie vain hope of seeing 
some boat coining to their assistance, Bradford approached 
Lady Constance, and addre.ssing her, as indeed he hatl done 
throughout, with far more gentleness and consideration 
than might have been expected from a man of his rough 
and turbulent character, “ Lady,” said he, “ there seems to 
be no chance of a boat; the sea is now nearly smooth; 1 
can't warrant that the ship will hold together all night, and 
we may have the storm back again. If you like to go 
now, 1 will get you safe to land, I am sure. I can’t an. 
swer for it if you slay.” 

“ 1 will do as you think right,” said Lady Constance, 
with an involuntary shudder at the thought of trusting her. 
self to the mercy of the waves. “ I will do as you think 
right; but pray take care of Dr. Wilbrahani.” 

“ No, no 1” said the good chaplain, “ make the lady all 
your cave. I shall do well enough.” 

“ Here, good fellow,” said Constance, taking a diamond 
of price from her finger; “ jierhaps you may reach the 
shore without either of us; however, whether you do or 
not, take this jewel, as some recompense for your good 
service.” 

The man took the ring, muttering that if he reached the 
shore, she should reach it too ; and then, after giving some 
directions to Dr. Wilbraham in regard to rowing himself 
on towards the land, with his arms, which were free, he 
carried Lady Constance to the side of tlie vessel, that had 
now heeled almost to the water’s edge. Returning for 
Dr. Wilbraham, with the assistance of Jekin he brought 
him also to the side ; and then it became the question who 
should be the first to trust himself to the waves. Constance 
trembled violently, but said not a word, while Jekin Groby 
holding back, exclaimed, “ Lord ’a mercy ! 1 don’t like it 
— at all like.” 

It was upon him, however, that Bradford fixed, crying, 
“ Come, jump over, Jekey; there's no use of rowing 
mouths at it. I want you to help the clerk to steer — 
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come, jump over!" and he laid his hand upon his 
shoulder. 

“■Well, well — I will, Master Bradford,” cried Jckin, 
“ don’t ye touch me, and I will. Oh dear, oh dear ! it’s 
mighty disagreeable — well, well, I will I ” and bending his 
hams, he made as if he would have taken a vigorous leap ; 
but his courage failed him, and he only made a sort of a 
hop of a few inches on the deck, without approaching any 
nearer to the water. Out of ])atience, Bradford caught 
him by the shoulder, and pushed liim at once head-foremost 
into the water, from which he rose in a moment, all pant¬ 
ing, buoyed up by the wooden case under his arms. 

“ Here, Jekey,” cried Bradford, “ take the doctor’s feet, 
as your arras arc free;’’ and with the assistance of the 
worthy clothier, who bore no malice, he let down Dr. B'il- 
braham into tlie water, and returned to the lady. 

As pale as death, Constance shut her eyes, and held her 
breath, while the rough sailor took her in his arms, and let 
her glide slowly into the water, which in a moment after 
she felt dashing round her uncontrolled. Opening her eyes, 
and panting for breath, she stretched out her arms, almost 
deprived of consciousness; but at that moment, Bradford 
jumped at once into the sea, and catching the board to 
which she was tied, put it in its right position, so that, 
though many a domineering wave would rise above its 
fellows, and dash its salt foam over her head, her mouth was 
generally elevated above the water sufficiently to allow her 
full room to breathe. 

The distance of the ship from the land was about a 
quarter of a mile; but between it and the shore lay a 
variety of broken rocks, raising their rough heads above 
the waves, that dashed furiously amongst them, making a 
tho.usand struggling whirlpools and eddies round their 
sharp angles, as the retiring sea withdrew his unwilling 
waters from the strand. Constance, however, did not see 
ail this, for her face being turned towards the sky, nothing 
met her sight but the changeable face of heaven, with the 
clouds hurrying over it, or the green billows on either side 
threatening every moment to overwhelm her. Often, often 
did. her heart sink, and hard w'as it for the spirit of a timid 
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(ijiil, even supported by her firm trust in God’s mercy, to 
keep the spark of hope alive within licr bosom, wliilc look¬ 
ing on the perils that surrounded her, and fancying a 
thousand that she did not behold. 

Still the stout seaman swam beside her, piloting the little 
sort of raft he had made for her towards the shore, through 
all the difficulties of the navigation, which were not few or 
small; for the struggle between the retiring tide, and the 
impetus given by the nind, rendered almost every passage 
between the rocks a miniature Sylla and ('harybdis. 

At length, however, choosing a moment when the waves 
flowed fully in between two large rough stones, who.se 
heads protruded mo.st perpemlieularly, he grasped the plank 
to which Constance was lied, with his left hand, and strik¬ 
ing a few vigorous strokes will) his right, soon jilaced her 
within the reeky screen, with which the coast was fenced, 
and within whose boundary the water was comparati\ ely 
calm. The first olgect that pre.sented itself to his sight, 
within this haven, was the long-boat, keel upwards; while, 
tossed by the waves upon one of the large flat stoiics that 
the ebbing tide had left half bare, appeared the corpse of 
the I’ortingal captain, his feet and body on the rock, and 
his head dropping back, half covered by the water. Jn a 
minute after, the sailor’s feet could touch the ground ; and 
gladly availing himself of the power to walk ui)on terra 
finna, he waded on, drawing the plank on which Constance 
lay after him, till reaching the dry lani^ he pulled her to 
tl e shore, cut the cord that tied her, and placed her on 
her feet. 

Constance’s first impulse was to throw herstelf on her 
Knees, and to thank God for his great mercy ; her next to 
xpress her gratitude to the honest sailor, who, weary and 
/ut of breath with his exertion, sat on a rock hard by ; hut 
bewildered with all that had past, she could scarcely find 
words to speak, feeling herself in a world that seemed 
hardly her own, so far had she been on the brink of an¬ 
other. After a few confused sentences, she looked suddenly 
round, exclaiming, “ Oh, where is Dr. Wilbraham ?” 

The sailor started up, and getting on the rock, looked 
out beyond, where about two hundred yards ofi", he per- 
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ceived honest Jekin Groby, making his way towards the 
shore in one direction, while the plaiik to which the ami¬ 
able clergyman was attached was seen approaching the 
rocks in another, at a point where the waters were boiling 
with tenfold violence. 

Constance’s eye had already caught his long black habi. 
liments, mingled with the white foam of the waves, and 
seeing that every fresh billow threatened to dash him to 
pieces against the stones, she clasped her hands in agony, 
and looked imploringly towards the sailor. 

“ He will have his brains dashed out, sure enough.’' said 
the man, watching him. “ Zounds ! he must be mad to 
try that — stay here, lady, I will see what can be done ; ” 
and rushing into the water, he waded as far as he could 
towards Dr. Wilbraham, and then once more began swim¬ 
ming, 

Constance watched him with agonising expectation ; but 
before he reached the point, an angry wave swept round 
the good old man, and raising him high upon its top, 
dashed him violently against the rock. Constanw shud¬ 
dered, and clasping her hands over her eyes, strove to 
shut out the dreadful sight. In a few minutes she heard 
the voice of the sailor shouting to Jekin Groby, who had 
reached the shore, “ Here, lend a hand !” and looking up, 
she saw him drawing the clergyman to land in the same 
manner that he had extricated herself. 

Jekin Groby wwled in to help him, and Constance flew 
to the spot which he approached; but the sight that pre¬ 
sented itself made her blood run cold ; Ur. Wilbraham was 
living indeed, but so dreadfully torn and bruised by beating 
against the rocks, that all hope seemed vain, and those who 
best loved him might have regretted that he had not met 
with a speedier and more easy death. 

Opening his exhausted eyes, he yet looked gladly upon the 
sweet girl that he had reared, like a young flower, from her 
early days to her full beauty, and who now hung tenderly 
over him. “Thank God, my dear child!” said he, “that 
you are safe—that is the first thing: for me, I am badly 
hurt, very badly hurt—but perhaps I may yet live—I 
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could wish it to see you happy—but if not, God's will be 
done ! ” 

('onstance wept bitterly, and good Jekin Groby, infected 
with her sorrow, blubbered like a great baby. 

“ There, leave oft’ snivelling, you great fool,” cried 
Bradford, wiping something like a tear from his own 
rough check, “ ami help me to carry the good gentleman 
to some cottage.” Thus saying, with the assistance of 
Jekin, he raised the old man, and, followed by Constance, 
bore him on in search of an asylum. 


CHAPTER IX. 

'fhou seest me much distempered in mj mind. 

Drtden. 

We have many reasons to believe, that men whose mental 
energies arc of that rare quality which, for a time, seems 
to conquer fate and circumstance, and whether cmidoycd 
in good or evil deeds to triumph over the common stum¬ 
bling-blocks of their ordinary fellows — we have many 
reasons to believe, that such men, at the period when their 
prosperity has reached its foredoomed conclusion, arc 
blessed or cursed, as it may be, with an intimation of their 
approaching end, and for the time lose that confident fear¬ 
lessness which formerly bore them on to success. 

Sir Pay an Wileton had gone through life with fearless 
daring ; calculating, but never hesitating ; keen-sighted of 
danger, but never timid. From youth he had divested 
himself of the three great fears which generally afiect 
mankind,—the fear of the world’s opinion, tlie fear of 
his own conscience, and die fear of death, and thus endued 
with mucbiibad courage, he had attempted and succeeded 
in many tWpgs which would have frightened a timid man, 
and failed an irresolute one. And yet, as we have 
seen, by one of those strange contradictious of which 
human nature is full. Sir Payan. though an unbeliever in 
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the bright truths of religion, was credulous to many of the 
darkest superstitions of the age in which he lived. 

On such a mind, anything diat smacked of supernatural 
presentiment was likely to take the firmest hold; and, on 
the morning after Lady Constance had, hy his means and 
by his instigation, effected her flight from Richmond, he 
rose early from a troubled sleep, overshadowed by a deep 
despondency, which had never till then hung upon him. 
Reforc he was yet dressed, the news was brought him that 
one of his men had relurned witli the boat, and that the 
other had been arrested in the King’s name. He felt that 
his fortune had passed away — an internal voice seemed to 
tell him that it was at an end ; hut yet he omitted no 
measures of security, (putting the capital without loss of 
tisne, and leaving such instructions with the porter as he 
deemed most likely to blind the eyes of Wolsey ; hoping 
that the servant, whose life was in his power, would not 
betray him, yet prepared if he did, boldly to repel the 
charge, and by producing evidence to invalidate the other’s 
testimony, to cast the accusation back ujion his head. 

But still, from that moment Sir I’ayan was an altered 
being ; and though many days passed by, without any 
thing occurring to disturb his repose; though the King’s 
progress towards Dover, without any notice having been 
taken of his participation in Lady Constance’s esca|>e, led 
him to believe that fear had kept the servant faithful, yet 
still Sir Payan remained in a state of gloom and lassitude, 
tliat raised many a marvel amongst those around him. 

Wandering through the woods that surrounded his 
mansion, he passed hours and hours in deep, inactive, 
bitter meditation ; finding no consolation in his own heart, 
no hope in the future, and no repose in the past; and, 
why he knew not, despairing where he had never despaired, 
trembling where he had never known fear. 

Often he questioned himself upon the strange depression 
of his mind ; and the more he did so, the more he became 
convinced that it was a supernatural warning of approach¬ 
ing fate. Many were the resolutions that he made to 
shake it off, to struggle still, to seek the court, and urge 
his claim on the estates of Constance de Grey, as he would 
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have done in former days ; but in vain ; a leaden power 
lay heavy upon his heart, and crushed all its usual ener;;ie8; 
and the only effort he could make, was to send out servants 
in every direction, to seek Sir Cesar the astrologer; weakly 
lioping to hracc up his relaxed confidence by some pre¬ 
dictions of success. lJut the old man was not easily to be 
foutid. No one ktiew his abode, and ever strange and 
erratic in his motions, he seemed now agitated hy some ex¬ 
traordinary impulse, so that even when they had once 
fonnil his track, the servants of Sir l*ayan had often to 
trace him to ten or twelve houses in the course of a day. 
Sometimes it was in the manor of tlie peer, sometimes in the 
cottage of the jieasant, that they heard of him ; hut in none 
did ho seem to sojourn for above an honr, hurrying on 
wildly to the dwelling of some other, amongst the many 
that he knew in all classes. 

At length they overtook him, in the road near Sandgatc, 
an<l delivered Sir Payan’s message ; whereupon, without 
any reply, he turned his horse and rode towaids Chilham, 
where he arrived in the evening. Springing to the ground 
without tin appearance of fatigue, the old man sought Sir 
Payan in the park, to which the servants said he had 
retired; and winding through the various long alleys, found 
him at lengtlt walking backwards and forwards, with his 
arms crossed on his bosom, and his eyes fixed upon the 
ground. The evening sunshine was streaming brightly 
upon the spot, pouring a nSellow misty light through the 
western trees, on the tall dark figure of Sir Payan ; who, 
bending down his head, paced along with gloomy slowness, 
like some bad spirit, oppressed and tormen^ hy the very 
smile of heaven. " 

It was a strange sight to sec his meeting wjA Sir Cesar; 
hoth were pale and haggard ; for some cau^^ only known 
to himself, had worn the keen features of th^strologer, 
till the bones and cartilages seemed starting wough the 
skin ; and Sir Payan’s ashy cheek had lately acquired a 
still more deadly hue than it usually bore; both, too, looked 
wild and fearful; the keen black eyes of the old man show¬ 
ing w'ith a terrific brightness, in his thin and livid face, 
and the siern features of Sir Payan a|>pearing full of a sort 
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of ferocions light, which his attendants had remarked, ever 
since he had been overthrown in the tilt by the lance of 
Sir Osborne. Meeting thus, in tlie full yellow sunshine, 
while Sir Cesar fixed his usual intense and scrutinising 
glance upon the countenance of the other, and Sir Payan 
strove to receive him with a smile, that but mocked the 
lips it shone upon ; they looked like two beings of another 
world, met for the first time in upper air, to commune of 
things long past. 

“ Well, unhappy man,” said Sir Cesar at length, “ whar 
scekest thou with me ?” 

“ That 1 am unhappy," replied Sir Payan, knitting his 
brow, as he saw that little consolation was to be expected 
from the astrologer, “ I do not deny ; and it is to know 
why I am unhappy that I have asked you to come hither.” 

“ You are unhappy,” answered Sir Cesar, ” because you 
have plundered the widow and the orphan, because you 
have wronged the friendless and the weak, because you 
have betrayed the confident and the generous. You are 
unhappy, because there is not one in the wide world that 
loves you, and because you even despise, and hate, and re¬ 
probate yourself.” 

“ Old man ! old man !” cried Sir Payan, half unsheath¬ 
ing his dagger, “ beware, beware. Those men," he added, 
pushing back the weapon into its sheath, “ ought only to 
be unhappy that are unsuccessful; the rest is all a bugbear, 
set up by the weak to frighten away the strong. But 1 
have been successful — am successful. Why then am I 
unhappy 

“Because your success is at an end,” replied the astro¬ 
loger ; “ because you tremble on your fall, — because your 
days are numbered, and late remorse is gnawing your heart 
in spite of your vain-boasting. Nay, lay not your hand 
upon the hilt of your dagger ! Over me, murderer ! you 
have no power. That dagger took the life of one that had 
never wronged you. Ilemember the route at Taunton — 
remember the youth, murdered the night after he surren¬ 
dered r Sir Payan trembled like an aspen leaf while die 
old man spoke. " murderer ■” continued Sir Cesar, 
" though you thougM the deed hid in the bowels of the 
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earth, 1 know it all. That hand slew all that was dearest 
to me on earth ! — the child that unhappy fortune forceil 
me to leave upon this cursed shore ; and long, long ago 
should his fate have lieen avenged in your bhxrd, had not 
I .seen — had not I known, that Heaven willed it other¬ 
wise. I have waited patiently for the hour that is now come 
— I have broken your bread, and I have drunk of your 
wine; but while 1 did so, I have seen you gathering 
curses on your head, and accumulating sins to gink you to 
yierdition, and that has taught me to endure. I would not 
have, saved you one hour of crime — I would not have 
robbed iny revenge of one single sin — no, not for an empire! 
But 1 have watched you ; go on, gloriously, triumphantly, 
in evil and in wickedness, till Heaven can bear no more ^— 
till you have eaten up your future, and soon, with all your 
crimes upon your head, hated, despised, condemned by all 
mankind, your black soul shall he parted from you Iwdy, 
and my eyes shall see you die.” 

Sir I’ayau had listened with varied emotions as the old 
man spoke. Surprise, remorse, and fear had been the 
first ; but gradually, the more tempestuous feelings of his 
nature hurried away the rest, and rage gaining mastery of 
all, he drew his poniard, and sprang upon Sir Ce.sar. But 
in the very act, as his arm was raised to strike, he was 
caught by two powerful men, who threw him hack upon 
the ground, and disarmed him ; one of them exclaiming 
“ Ho, ho ! we have just come in time. Sir Payan Wile- 
ton, you are attached in the king’s name. Lo, here is the 
warrant for your apprehension. You must come with us, 
sir, to Calais.” 

One would attempt in vain to describe the rage that 
convulsed the form of Sir Payan Wileton, more especially 
when he beheld Sir Cesar smile upon him with a look of 
triumphant sali.sfaction. “ Seize him !” exclaimed he, 
with furious violence, pointing to the astrologer; " seize 
him ! if you love your king and your country. He is 
a marked and obnoxious traitor. 1 impeach him, and you 
<lo not your duty if you let him escape; or arc you his con¬ 
federates, and come up to prevent my punishing him for the 
treasons he has just acknowledged.” 

>• F 2 
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‘'Sir Payan Wileton,” replied the sei^eant-at-anns, 
“ this passion is all in vain. I am sent here with a war- 
from from the Icing’s privy council, to attach you for high 
treason; hut I have no authority to arrest any’one else.” 

“ But I am a magistrate,” cried the baffled knight; “ let 
him not escape, 1 enjoin you, till I have time to commit 
him. He is a traitor, I say, and if you seize him not you 
are the king’s enemies.” 

“ Attached for high treason, sir, you are no longer a 
magistrate,” replied the sergeant. “ At all events, 1 do 
not hold myself justified in apprehending any body against 
whom I have no warrant, especially when I fdtliid you 
raising your hand illegally against the person’s life whom 
you now accuse. I can take no heed of the matter — you 
must come with me.” 

“ He shall be satisfied,” said Sir Cesar. “ A^momless 
serpent! I will follow thee now till thy last hour. But 
think not that thou canst hurt me, for thy power has gone 
from thee; and though wicked as a demon, thou art weak 
as a child. 1 know that ray diiys are numbered as well as 
thine. I know that we are doomed to pass the same gate; 
but not to journey on the same road. Lead on, sergeant, 
1 will go on with you! and then if this bad man have 
ought to urge gainst me, let him do it.” 

*' Go, if you will, sir,” replied the officer; “ but re¬ 
member, you act according to your own pleasure — I make 
no arrest in your case — you are free to come with us or 
to stay, as you think fit.” 

Sir Payan was now led back to the house, which was in 
possession of the king’s archers; and as he passinl through 
his own hall, with a burning heart, tlie hasty glance that 
he cast around amongst his servants, showed him at once, 
that though there were none to pity or befriend, tbere 

were many full ready to betray_then rushed upon his 

mind the accusations that they might pile upon his head, 
now that they saw him sinking below the stream, 'i'he 
certainty of death— the dread of something after death — 
doubts of his own scepticism — the innate, all-powerful 
conviction' of a future state—a state growing dreadfully 
perceptible to his eye as he approached the brink of that 
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yawning gulf, which his own acts had peopled with 
strange fears — all that he had scoflhd at, all that he had 
despised, now assumed a new and fearful character; even 
the world's opinion — the world’s contemned opinion, 
came across his thought — that there was not one heart on 
all the earth would mourn his end; that hatred and 
abhorrence would go with him to the grave, and that his 
memory would only live with infamy in the records of 
crime and punishment. Burying his face in his hands, he 
sat in deep, despairing, agonising silence, while his horse 
was being prepared, and while the officer put his seal upon 
the various doors which he thought it necessary to secure. 

To tile questions of whether he necdetl any refreshment, 
or required any thing but the clothes which had been pre¬ 
pared, before he quitted the lioiisc, he replied nothing, but 
with glaring eyes waved Ids hami, signifying that he was 
ready to proceed. 

A few hours brought the whole party to Dover, and the 
nest day saw their arrival at Calais; but, by that time, 
the court had removed to Guisnes, and the seijcant having 
no orders to bring his prisoner farther, sent forward a mes¬ 
senger to announce his arrival, and demand instructions. 


CHAPTER X 

Once mor« the Aoulcsme badi 

T* inspire the mortal frame, 

And in the body took a doubtful stand, 

Hovering like cxf>iring flame 

That mounts and fails by ttirns. DartiBir. 

« 

The painful situation of Lady Constance de Grey had 
not lost any portion of its sorrow, or gained any ray of hope 
on the first of June, three days after we last left her, at 
which period we again take l»er story up. She was then 
sitting in a small, poor oottage between Whitesand Bay and 
Boulogne, watching the slumber of the excellent old man 
whose regard for her had brought upon his head so much 
pain and danger. Ever since he liad been removed to the 
p e J 
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hut where they now were, he had lingered in great agony, 
except at those times when a state of stupor fell upon him, 
under whieh he would remain for many hours, and only 
wake from it again to acute pain. He had, however, that 
morning, fulfilled the last duties of his religion, with the 
assistance of a good monk of Boulogne, who now sat with 
Lady Constance, watching the sweet sleep into which he 
had fallen, for the first time since their shipwreck. 

Across the little window, to keep out the light, Constance 
had drawn one of her own dresses, which had been saved 
by the sailor Bradford having tied the leathern case that 
contained them, to the plank which had brought herself to 
shore; but still through the casement, notwithstanding this 
sort of extemporaneous curtain, the soft breath of the early 
morning flowed in ; and the murmuring voice of the trea¬ 
cherous ocean was heard softly from afar, filling up every 
pause in the singing of the birds, and the busy hum of all 
the light children of the summer. 

The calmness of the old man’s slumber gave Constance 
hope ; and, with a sweet smile, she sat beside him listening 
to the mingled voice of creation, and joining mentally in 
the song of praise, that all things seemed raising towards 
the great Creator. Indeed, if ever mortal being might be 
supposed to resemble those pure spirits, who, freed from 
all touch of clay, adore the Almighty in his works, she then 
looked like an angel, in form, in feature, and in expression, 
while robed all in white, and watching the sick bed of her 
ancient friend, she looked upon his tranquil slumber with that 
bland smile of hope and gratitude. 

In the mean while the old monk sat on the other side of 
his bed, regarding him with more anxiety ; for long expe¬ 
rience, in visiting those who hung upon the brink of another 
world, bad taught him, that sleep like that into which the 
clergyman had fallen, as often precedes death as recovery. 
It had continued tlms till towards midday, the cottage be¬ 
ing left in solitude and silence, for tlie sailor, Bradford, had 
gone to seek remedies from a simpler at Boulogne; and 
Jekin Groby had stolen away for a visit to Calais, whih; the 
people to whom the cottage belonged were absent upon 
their daily occupations. At length, however, a slight sort 
of convulsive motion nassed over the features of the old man. 
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and opening liis eyes, he said in a faint, low voice, “ Con¬ 
stance, my dear child, where are you? My eyes are 
dim.” 

“ 1 am hero, my dear sir,” replied Constance. “ You 
have been sleeping very sweetly. I hope you feel better.” 

■ “ It is over, Clonstance!” replied Dr. Wilbraham, calmly 
l)Ut feebly. “ 1 am dying, my child. Let me see the .sun¬ 
shine.” (lonslance withdrew the curtain, and the fresh air 
blowing on the sick man’s fece seemed to give him more 
streiigih. “ It is bright,” cried he, “it is very bright. I 
feel the sweet summer air, and I hear the glad singing of 
the birds ; but 1 go fast, dear daughter, where there are 
things brighter and sweeter,—for surely, surely, God, who 
has clothed this world with such splendour, has reserved 
far greater for the worlil to come." 

'I'he tears streamed down Constance’s cheeks, for there 
was in the old man’s face a look of death not to be mis¬ 
taken; that look the inevitable precursor of dissolution 
to man, when it seems as if the avenging angel had come 
between him and the sun of being, and cast his dark sha¬ 
dow over him for ever. 

“Weep not, Constance,” said the old man, with faint 
and broken efforts, “ for no storms will reach me in my 
lledeemcr’s bosom. In his mercy is my hope, in his salva¬ 
tion is my reliance. Soon, soon shall I be in the place of 
peace where joy reigneth eternally. Could I have a fear, 
my dear child, it would be for you, left alone in a wide and 
desolate world, with none to protect you. But no, I have 
no fear! God is your protector ! and never, never, my 
child, doubt his goodness, nor think that he does not as 
surely watch over the universe, as he created it at first. 
Kvery thing is beneath his eye, from the smallest grain of 
sand to the great globe itself, and his will governs all, and 
guides all, though we neither see the beginning nor the 
end. Constance, 1 am departing,” he continued more 
faintly—“ God’s blessing be upon you, my child! and oh ! 
if He in his rvisdom ever permits the spirit of the dead to 
watch over those they loved when living, 1 will be with 
you and Damley — when this frail body is dust.” 

His lips began gradually to lose their power of utter- 
s' r 4 
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ance, and his head fell back upon the pillow. The monk 
saw that the good man’s end was approaching fast, and 
placing the crucifix in his dying hand, he poured the words 
of consolation in his ear, but Dr. Wilbraham slightly mo¬ 
tioned with his hand, to signify that he was quite prepared, 
and fixing his ej es upon the cross, murmured to himself, 
“ I come, oh Lord, 1 come ! Be thou merciful unto me, 
oh King of mercy ! Deliver speedily from the power of 
death, oh Lord of life !” 

'I’he sounds gradually ceased, but yet bis lips continued 
to move — his lips lost their motion, but still his eyes fixed 
full of hope upon the cross — a film came over them — it 
passed away, and the light beamed up again — shone 
brightly for a moment — waned — vanished — and all was 
death. The eyes were still fixed upon the cross, but that 
bright thing, life, was there no more. To look at them, 
no one could say what was gone between that minute and 
the one before; and yet it was evident, that they were now 
but dust— the light was extinguished, the wine was poured 
out, and it was but the broken lamp, the empty urn, that 
remained to go down into the tomb. 

Constance closed his eyes, and weeping bitterly, kneeled 
down with the old monk, and joined in the prayer that he 
addressetl to Heaven. She then rose, and seated herself by- 
all that remained of her dead friend, feeling alone in all the 
world, solitary, friendless, desolate; and straining her sweet 
eyes upon the cold unresponsive countenance of the dead, 
she seemed bitterly to drink to the dregs, the cup of hope¬ 
lessness which that sight offered. 

No one spake, — the monk too was silent, seeming to 
think that the prayer he had offered to the Deity was the 
only fitting language for the presence of the dead; when a 
sound was heard without, and the door gently opening 
admitted the form of Jekin Groby. The good clothier 
thought the old man still slept, as when he had left the cot¬ 
tage, and advanced on tiptoe for fear of waking him ; but 
the lifted hand of the monk, the streaming eyes of Con¬ 
stance, and the cold rigid stififness of the face before him, 
warned him of what had happened ; and pausing suddenly, 
le clasped his hands with a look of unaffected sorrow. 
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“ Good God ! ” cried he, “ he is dead ! Alas the day ! ” — 
Constance’s tears streamed afresh — “ Laiiy,” said the 
worthy man, in a kindly tone, “ take comfort! He is gone 
to a better place than we liave here, poor hapless souls! 
And surely, if all were as well fitted for that place as he 
was, we should have little cause to fear our death, atid our 
gossips little cause to weep. Take comfort, sweet lady ! 
take comfort! Our God is too good, for us to murmur 
when he cuts our measure short.” 

There was something in the homely consolation of the 
honest Englishman, that touched Constance to the heart, 
and yet she could not refrain from weeping even more than 
before. 

“ Nay, nay, dear lady,” continued Jekin, affected almost 
to tears himself, “ you must come away from here; 1 can¬ 
not bear to see you weep so ; and though I am but a poor 
clothier, and little fitted to put myself in his place that is 
gone, I will never leave you till 1 see you safe. Indeed 1 
won’t! Come, lady, into the other cottage hard by, and 
w'e will send some one to watch here in your place. Lord, 
Lord ! to think how soon a fellow-creature is gone! Sure 
1 thought to find him better when 1 came back. Come, 
lady, come.” 

“ Perhaps I had better,’’ replied Constance, drying her 
tears. “ IVIy cares for him now are useless; yet, though 
I murmur not at God’s will, I must e’en weep, for I have 
lost as good a friend, and the world has lost as good a man, 
as ever it possessed. But I will go; for it is in vain to 
stay here and encourage unavailing grief.” She then ad- 
dre.ssed a few sentences to the monk in French, thanking 
him for his charitable offices towards her dead friend, and 
begging him to remain there till she could send some one 
to watch the body, adding, that if he would come after that, 
to the adjoining cottage, she would beg him to convey to 
his convent a small gift on her part. 

The monk bowed his head, and promised to obey; and 
Constance, giving one last look to the inanimate form of the 
excellent being she had just lost, followed Jekin Groby to 
the cottage hard by, where, begging to be left alone, she 
once more burst into tears, and let both her sorrow and 
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dcsjKmdcncy have way, feeling tliat sort of opprebsion at 
her heart, which can but be relieved by weeping. 

It is needless to follow farther such sad scenes, to tell 
the blunt grief of Bradford, when he returned and found 
that his errand had been in vain ; or to descrilx; the funeral 
of good Dr. Wilbraham, which took place the next day 
(for so custom required) in the little cemetery of Whitesand 
Bay. 

Immediately this was over. Lady Constance prepared to 
set out for Boulogne, hoping to find a refuge in the heart 
of France, till she had time to consider and execute some 
plan for her future conduct. We have twice said, that the 
sailor, in tying her to the plank on which she had floated 
from the shipwrecked vessel, had fastened to the end of the 
board nearest her feet, one of her own leathern cases, for 
the purpose of keeping her head raised above the water ; 
and in this, as it luckily happened, were all the jewels, and 
the money which she had brought with her from Lojidon. 

It would doubtless have rendered her situation much 
more critical and interesting, if she had been deprived of 
all such resource; but as the fact was so, it is necessary to 
state it. No difficulty therefore seemed likely to present 
itself in her journey to her own estates, except that which 
might ari.se in procuring a litter to convey her on her way ; 
or in meeting with some female attendant, willing to accom. 
pany her. The latter of these was soon done away with, 
for die daughter of the cottagers where she had lodged, 
a gay, good-humoured Picarde, gladly undertook the jiost 
of waiting-woman to the sweet lady, whose gentleness had 
won them all, and Bradford, who, from a soldier, a sailor, 
a shipwright, and a Rochester rioter, had now become a 
squire of dames, was despatched to Boulogne, to see if he 
could buy or hire a litter and horses. 

In the midst of all these proceedings, poor Jekin Oroby 
was sadly agitated by many contending feelings. In his 
first fit of sympathy with Constance, on the death of Dr 
Wilbraham, he had, as we have seen, promised to accom¬ 
pany her to the end of her journey, whithersoever it might 
be ; but the thoughts of dear little England, and his own 
fire-side, and his bales of cloth, and his bags of angels, 
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called him vehemently across the C’haniiel, -while curiosity, 
with a certain touch of mercantile calculation, pulled hint 
strongly towards the court at (lalais. Notwithstanding, he 
resolved, above all things, to act handsomely, as he said, 
towards the lady; and accordingly he accompanied Uradforil 
to Uoulogne, to ascertain if he could by any way get off 
trudging after her the Lord knows where, as he expressed 
it, though he vowed he was very willing to go, if he could 
1k‘ of any service. 

After the sailor and his companion had been absent 
about six hours, Constance began to be impatient, and pro¬ 
ceeded to the iloor of the cottjige to see if she could per¬ 
ceive them coming. Gazing for a few minutes on the road 
to Boulogne, she beheld, rising above tlie brow of the hill 
before her, a knight’s pennon, and presently half a dozen 
spears appeared bristling up behind it. Judging that it 
w'as some accidental party proceeding towards Whitesand 
Bay, Constance retired into the cottage, and was not a little 
surprised when she heard the horses halt before the door. 
In a moment after, a gallant cavalier, in peaceful guise, 
armed only with his sword and dagger, entered the hut, 
and, doffing his plumed mortier to the lady, with a low 
inclination of the head, he advanced towards her, saying 
in French, “ Have I the honour of speaking to the noble 
Lady de Grey, Countess of Boissy and the Val de Marne t" 

“ The same, sir knight,” replied the lady. “To what, 
may I ask, do I owe the honour of your presence ?” 

His highness, Francis king of France, now in the 
city of Boulogne,” replied the knight, “ hearing that a 
lady, and his vassal, though born an English subject, had 
been shipwrecked on this shore, has chosen me for the 
pleasing task of inviting, in his name, the Countess de 
Boissy, to repair to his royal court, not as a sovereign com¬ 
manding the homage of his vassal, but as a gracious and a 
noble friend, offering service and goodwill. His highness’s 
sister also, the Princess Marguerite of Alcn^on, has sent 
her own litter for your convenience, with such escort as 
may suit your quality.” 

Constance could only express her thanks. Had she 
possessed the power of choice, she would of course have 
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preferred a thousand times to have retired to the Val de 
Marne, without her coming being known to tlie French 
king, or his court, till such time, at least, as the meeting 
between him and the King of England had taken place. 
However, as it was known, she could not refuse to obey, 
and she signified her readiness to accompany the French 
knight, begging him merely to wait till the return of a 
person she had sent to Boulogne for a litter. 

“ He will not return, lady,” replied the chevalier ; 
“ it was through his search for a litter at Boulogne, where 
none are to be had, all licing bouglit for the court’s pro¬ 
gress to Anlres, that his highness became acquainted with 
your arrival within his kingdom.” 

The knight was proceeding to inform her of the cir¬ 
cumstances which had occurred, when the quick sound of 
horses’ feet was heard without, joined to the clanging of 
arms, the jingling of spurs and trappings, and various 
rough cries in the English tongue. 

“ Have her ! but I will have her, by the Lord !” cried 
a voice near the door ; and in a moment after, a knight, 
armed at all points, strode into the cottage. “ How now ! 
How now !” cried he ; “ what is all this ? Ah, Monsieur 
de Bussy,” ha continued, changing his language to broken 
abominable French, “ what are you doing with this lady 

“ I come. Sir John Hardacrc,” answered the French¬ 
man, “ to invite her to the court of Francis of France, 
whose vassal the lady is.” 

“ And 1 come,” replied the Englishman, “ to claim her 
for Henry king of England, whose born subject she is, 
and ward of the crown ; and so 1 will have her, and carry 
her to (iuisnes, as 1 am commanded.” 

“ That depends upon circumstances, sir,” answered the 
F'renchman, ofiTended at the tone of the other. “ You are 
governor of Calais, but you do not command here. You 
are off the English pale, sir; and I say that without the 
lady goes with you willingly, and by.preference, you shall 
not take her.” 

“I shall not!” exclaimed the Englishman. “M'ho the 
devil shall stop me ?” 

“ That will 1,” answered the FYench knight; “ and I 
tell you so to your beard.” 
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The Englishman laid liis hand upon his sword, and the 
Erenehman was not slack to follow his example ; but Con¬ 
stance interposed. “ Hold, hold ! gentlemen,” cried she ; 
“ I am not worthy of such contention. Monsieur de 
Bussy, favour me by oifering every expression of my 
humble duty to his higliness, your noble king ; and show 
him that 1 intended instantly to have obi'yed his coniniands, 
and followed you to his court, hut tliat I am eompelletl, 
against my will, to do otherwise. — Sir John llardacre, 1 
am ready to accompany you.” 

“ If such be your will, fair lady,” replied the French 
knight, “ 1 have nothing but to execute your charge. 
However, I must repeat, that without your full consent, 
you shall not be taken from French ground, or 1 am no 
true knight.” 

An angry replication trembled on the lij) of the English 
captain, but Constance stopped its utterance, by once more 
tleclaring her willingness to ; and the French officer 
bowing low, thrust back his sword into the sheath, and 
left the cottage somewhat out of humour witli the event of 
his expedition. 

When he and his followers had ridden away. Sir John 
Hardacre called up a lady’s horse, which one of his men- 
at-arms led by the bridle ; and after permitting Constance 
to make some change of her apparel, and to pay the good 
folks of the cottage for her entertainment, he placed her in 
the saddle, and holding the bridle himself, led her away at 
a quick pace towards Guisnes. He was a rough old soldier, 
somewhat hardened by long military service, but the beauty 
and gentleness of his fair prisoner (for such indeed may 
tve consider poor Constance to have been,) somewhat 
softened his acerbity ; and after riding on for near an hour 
in silence, during which he revolved afleast twenty ways 
of addressing the lady, without pleasing himself with any, 
he began by a somewhat bungling excuse, both for his 
errand and his manner of executing it. 

“ I suppose, sir,” replied Constance, coldly, “ that you 
have done your duty. Whether you have done it harshly 
or not, is for you to consider.” 

This quite put a stop to all the knight's intentions of 
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conversation, and did not particularly soothe his humour ; 
so that for many miles along the road he failed not every 
moment to turn round his head, and vent his spleen upon 
his men in various high-seasoned eurscs, for faults which 
they might or might not have committed, as the case hap¬ 
pened ; the knight’s powers of objurgation not only 
extending to the cursing itself, but also to supplying the 
cause. ' 

It was nearly seven o’clock when they began to approach 
the little town of Guisnes, but at that season of the year 
the full light of day ^as still shining upon all the objects 
round about; and Constance might perceive, as they rode 
up, all the bustle and crowding, and idle activity caused by 
the arrival of the court. 

Her heart sunk when she saw it, and thought of all she 
might then have to endure. Under any other circum¬ 
stances, however, it would have been a gay and a ]deasing 
sight,—so full of life and activity, glitter and show, was 
every thing that met the eye. 

To the southward of the town of Guisnes, upon the 
large open green that extended on the outside of the walls, 
was to be seen a multitude of tents, of all kinds and 
colours, with a multitude of busy human beings, employed 
in raising fresh pavilions on every open space, or in der 
corating those already .spread, with streamers, pennons, and 
banners of all the bright hues under the sun. Long lines 
of horses and mules loaded with armour or baggage, and 
ornamented with gay ribbons to put them in harmony with 
the scene, were winding about all over the plain, some 
proceeding towards the town, some seeking the tents of 
their several lords, while, mingled amongst them, appeared 
various bands of soldiers, on horseback and on foot, with 
the rays of the declining sun catching upon the heads of 
their bills and lances ; and together with the white cassock 
and broad red cross, marking them out from all the other 
ohjects. Here and there, too, might be seen a party of 
knights and gentlemen cantering over the plain, and enjoy¬ 
ing the bustle of the scene, or standing in separate groups, 
issuing their orders for the erection and garnishing of their 
tents ; while couriers, and pursuivants, and heralds, in all 
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tlieir gay dresses, mingled with mule drivers, lacqueys, and 
peasants, armourers, pages, and tent-stretchers, made up 
the living part of the landscape. 

Behind, lay the town of Guisnes, with forest at its 
back ; and a good deal nearer, the castle, with its protect¬ 
ing guns pointed over the plain; but the most striking 
object, and that which instantly caught the eye, was a 
building raised immediately in frontlte tfie citadel, on 
which all that art could devise, or riches could procure, had 
been lavished, to render it a palace fit for the luxurious 
king, who was about to make it his temporary residence. 

From the distance at which they were, when it first 
struck her sight, < Constance couhl only perceive that it was 
a vast and spleinlid edifice, apparently square, and seeming 
to ofter a facade of about four htmdretl feet on every side, 
while the sun, catching on the gilding with which it was 
covered, and the immense quantity of glass that it contained, 
rendered it like some great ornament of gold, enriched with 
brilliants. 

Although her heart was sad, and nothing that she saw 
tended to dispel its gloom, she could not refrain from 
gazing round with a half-curious, half-anxious glance upon 
all the gay objects that surrounded her; almost fearing to 
be recognised by some one that had known her at the 
court, now that she was led along as a kind of prisoner,— 
a single woman, amidst a band of rude soldiers. Sir John 
Hardacre, however, spurred on towards the bridge, which 
was nearly impassable, by the number of beasts of burden 
and their drivers by which it was covered ; and standing 
but on a little ceremony with his fellow lieges, he dashed 
through the midst of them all, cursing one, and striking 
another, and overturning a third, much to Constance’s 
horror and dismay. Having reached the other side, and 
created by his haste as much confusion and discomfort as 
he could in his passage, the surly captain slackened his 
pace, muttering sometliing about dignity, and turned his 
rein towards the temporary palace of the king. Proceed, 
ing slowly amidst a multitude, many of whom had seen 
her before, and whose remark she was very willing to 
escape, Constance’s only resource was to fix her eyes upon 
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the palace, and to busy herself in the contemplation of its 
splendour. 

Raised upon a high platform, it was not only visible 
from every of the plain, but itself commanded a view 
of the whole'gay scene below, with its tents and its mul¬ 
titudes, standing as a sort of nucleus to all the magni¬ 
ficence around. 

Before the^at^to which Sir John Ilardacre took his 
way, and which was itself a massy arch, fianked by two 
towers raised upon the platform, there stood two objects 
not unworthy of remark, as exemplifying the tiistes of the 
<lay: the one was a magnificent fountain, richly wrought 
with arches and arabesques, painted in fine gold and blue, 
supporting a figure of Bacchus crowned with vine leaves, 
over whose head appeared inscribed, in le**ers of gold, 
“ Faitcx bonne cliere gut voudra." No unmeaning invita¬ 
tion", for the fountain below ceased not to poor forth three 
streams of various coloured wines, supplied by reservoirs 
in the interior of the palace. On the other side of the gate 
were seen four golden lions supporting a pillar of bronze, 
round the shaft of which twined up various gilt wreaths, 
interlaced together; while on the summit stood a statue of 
Venus’s “ purblind son and heir,” pointing his arrows at 
those who approached the gate. 

Nevertheless, it was not on the charmed cup of the one, 
or the bended bow of the other chicken deity, that the 
battlemented arch above mentioned, relied for defence; for 
in the several windows were placed gigantic figures of men 
in armour, apparently in the act of hurling down enormous 
rocks upon the head of whatever venturous stranger should 
attempt to pass the prescribed bound. At the same time 
appeared round about, various goodly ])aintings of the 
demigods of story; the Herculeses, the Theseuses, the 
Alexanders, fabulous and historical ; while, showing 
strangely enough in such company, many a fat porter and 
yeoman of the lodge loitered about in rich liveries, as 
familiar with the gods and goddesses, as if they had been 
bom upon Olympus, and swaddled in Tempe. 

At the flight of steps which led to this gate. Sir John 
Ilardacre dismounted, and lifting Lady Constance from her 
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horse, passed on into the inner court of the palace, which 
would indeed have been not only splendid but elegant, had 
it not been ibr a few instances of the same refined taste, 
which we have just noticed. The four inner faces of the 
building were perfectly regular, consisting of two stories, 
the lower one of which was almost entirely of glass, formed 
into plain and bow windows alternately, separated from 
each other by a slight column of gold, and surrounded by a 
multitude of arabesques and garlands. Exactly opposite 
to the gate appeared a vestibule, thrown a little forward 
from the building, and surmounted by four large bow 
windows, supported on trimmers, the corbels of which re¬ 
presented a thousand strange gilt faces, looking out from a 
screen of olive branches, cast in leacf and painted green ; 
while various tall statues in silver armour, were ranged on 
each side, as guards to the entrance. 

It was tow’ards this sort of hall, that Sir John Uardacre 
led ])oor Constance de Grey, to whose heart all the gaiety 
and splendour of the scene seemed but to communicate a 
more chilling sensation of friendless loneliness ; while the 
very gaze and whispering of the royal servants, who had all 
known of her flight, and now witnessed her return, made 
the (juick blood mount into her beautiful cheek, as she was 
hurried along by the brutal soldier, without any regaVd to 
her feelings, or compassion for her fears. 

“ Vou must wait here. Mistress Constance,” said he, 
having led her into the vestibule, which was full of yeomen 
and grooms, “ while I go and tell the right reverend 
father lord cardinal, that I have brought you. ” 

Here ! ’ exclaimed Constance, casting her eyes round, 
“ surely you do not mean me to wait here, amongst the 
servants ” 

“ Why, where would you go ?" demanded he roughly, 
“ I’ve no other place to put you. Wait here, wait here, and 
mind you don’t run away again.” 

(ionstance could support no more, and covering her 
face with her bamis, she burst into a violent flood of tears. 
At that moment a voice that she knew, struck her ears,— 
“ This to ray cousin, sir! ’’exclaimed Lord Darby, who had 
heard what passed as he descended a flight of stairs which 
o o 
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led away to the left, “this to my cousin. Sir John Hardacre. 
You would do blotter to jump off the donjon of Rochester 
Castle, than to leave her here with lacqueys and footboys." 

“ And why should I not ?” demanded the soldier, his 
eyes flashing fire. “ Mind your own affairs,my Lord Darby, 
and let me mind mine.” 

“ You are an unfeeling old villain, sir," answered the 
earl, passing him and taking Constance by the hand. “Yes, 
sir ! stare your fill! I say you are an unfeeling villain, and 
neither knight nor gentleman.” 

The soldier laid his hand upon his sword and drew it 
half out of its sheath. “ Knock him down ! knock him 
down !” cried a dozen voices. “ The precincts of the court! 
out with him ! Have his hand off!” Sir John Ilardacrc 
thrust his weapon back into the sheath, gazing however 
grimly round, as if he would fain have used it upon some 
one. 

“ Your brutal violence, sir,” said Lord Darby, “ ivill 
bring upon you, if you heed not, a worse punishment than 
I can inflict ; yet you will not find me, in a proper jilace, 
unwilling to give you a lesson on what is due to a lady. 
Come, Constance, 1 will lead you to her Highness, where 
you will meet, I am sure, a kind reception. You, sir, do 
your errand to my lord cardinal, who shall be informed 
by me of your noble and knightly treatment of the Lady de 
Grey.” 

Thus saying, he le<l Constance through a long corridor 
to an antechamber, wherein stood two of the queen's pages. 
Here Lord Darby paused, and sent one of the attendants to 
request an audience, taking the opportunity of the time they 
waited to soothe die mind of his fair cousin by informing 
her of all that had passed in her absence, and assuring her 
that the queen had ever been her warmest defender. 

All the news that he gave her, of course, took a heavy 
weight from Constance’s mind; and drying her eyes, she 
congratulated him gladly on his approaching marriage, and 
would fain — very fain, have asked if he could give her 
any such consolatory information in regard to Darnley, but 
the earl had never once mentioned his name, and she knew 
not-how to begin the subject herself. While considering. 
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and hesitating, whether to ask boldly or not, the queen’s 
page returned and ushered them to her presence. Con¬ 
stance was still much agitated, and even the kind and dig¬ 
nified sweetness, the motherly tenderness with which 
Kathrine received her, a tenderness which she had not 
known for so long, overcame her, and she wept as much as 
if she had been most unhappy, 

'fhe queen understood it all, and sending Lord Darby 
away, she soon won (.’onstance to her u.sual placid mood, 
and then questioning her of all the dangers and sorrows she 
had undergone, slie gave her the best of all balms, sympa¬ 
thy ; trembling at her account of the shipwreck, and melted 
even to tears by the death of the good clergyman. 


CHAPTER XI. 


Mon mi^'ht say 

Till this time pomp was single, but now married 

To one above it!>elt'. Sharspbabe. 

Many were the anxious eyes turned towards die sky on 
the morning of the seventh of June, the day appointed for 
the meeting of the two kings of France and England; for 
some inauspicious clouds had uslicred in the dawn, and 
several of those persons who take a delight in prognosticat¬ 
ing evil, whenever they can find occasion, — wlio enjoy 
mingling the sour with whatever is sweet in life ; in short, 
the lemon-squeezers of society had taken care to affirm, that 
they had felt several drops of rain, and to prophecy tliat it 
would pour before night. To put their vaticination out of 
joint, however, the jolly summer sun came like a cleanly 
housemaid, towards eight o’clock, and witli his broom of 
rays sw'ept all the dirty clouds from the floor of heaven. 
By this time the bustle of preparation had begun at the 
town of Guisnes. All was in activity amongst the tents, 
and many a lord and gentleman was already on his horae, 
arraying his men in order of battle, under the walls of the 
castle, from the gates of which presently issued forth the 
o G 2 
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archer-guard of the king of England, and took the front 
of the array. Not long after. Lord Essex, the earl mar¬ 
shal, appeared on the plain, and riding along the line of 
foot, gave the strictest orders to the various officers for 
maintaining regularity and tranquillity through the day; 
well knowing that the excited hilarity of such occasions 
often creates more serious evils than infinitely worse 
feelings. Another cause, however, seemed likely to have 
interrupted the general good.humour ; for, in the midst of 
lus injunctions to maintain order and propriety of demea¬ 
nour towards their French allies, an officer was stien spur¬ 
ring at full speed from the side of Ardres, and as he rode 
up, it was very evident, by his countenance, that the good 
captain, Richard Gibson, was not the best pleased man in 
the world. All eyes were turned upon him, and a dead 
silence ensued amidst the archers, while the earl demanded, 
“ Why, how now, Gibson, what is the matter 

“ So please you, my lord,” replied the officer, “ the four 
pennons of white and green, which, by your command, 1 
set up on the edge of the hill, above the valley of Andern, 
have been vilely thrown down by the French Lord Chatil- 
lon, who says, that as the French have none on the other 
hill, he wills not that we have any either.” 

A loud murmuring made itself beard at this news 
amongst the footmen ; and one of the young gallants, riding 
near the earl, put spurs to his horse, as if to ride away to 
the scene of the dispute. 

“ Silence! ” cried the earl, over whose cheek also an 
angry flush had passed at first, but who speedily recovered 
his temper. “ Brian, come back, come back, I say, sir: 
let not a man stir! ” 

“ What, must we stand tamely, and be insulted by the 
French ?" cried the youth, unwillingly reining in his 
horse. 

“ They do not insult us, sir,” replied Lord Essex, wisely 
determined not to let any trifling punctilio disturb the har¬ 
mony of the meeting, yet knowing how difficult it is to 
rule John Bull from his surly humour. “ They do not 
insult us. The pennons were set up for their convenience, 
to show them the place of meeting, which is within the 
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English j)aTe. If they choose to be such fools, as to risk 
missing the way, and go a mile round, why let them ; we 
shall but laugh at them when they come.” 

The matter thus turned off, he whispered a few words 
to Gibson, and sending him back to the vale of Andern, 
proceeded, with the aid of heralds, and other officers of 
arms, to arrange all the ceremonies of the march. How¬ 
ever, various were the reports that spread amongst the 
people, concerning the intentions of the French, some de¬ 
claring openly, tliat they Itelieved they intended to surround 
the field with a great force, and take the king of Flngland 
prisoner. Others shook the wise head, and implied much 
more than they ventured to say; and many a poor rogue, 
amongst those who “ talk of court news as if they were 
(rod’s spies,” pretended that they had been with the French 
power, and heard all about it; so that they would tell you, 
the very cunning of the thing, and its fashion, and when it 
was to be. 

While rumour was thus exercising her hundred tongues, 
and, as usual, lying with them all, the warning gun was 
fired from the castle of Guisnes, giving notice that the 
king of England was ready to set out, and all hurried to 
place themselves in order. In a few minutes the distant 
roar of another large piece of artillery was heard from 
Ardres, answering the first; and for the five minutes be¬ 
fore the procession was formed, like the five minutes of 
tuning before a concert, all was noise, clamour, and confu¬ 
sion. — The sounding of the trumpets to horse, the shouts 
of the various leaders, the loud cries of the marshals and 
heralds, and the roaring of the artillery from the castle, as 
the king put his foot in the stirrup, all combined to make 
one general outcry rarely equalled. 

Gradually the tumult subsided — gradually also the con¬ 
fused assemblage assumed a regular form, {"lags, and pen¬ 
nons, and banderols, embroidered banners, and scutcheons; 
silver pillars, and crosses, and crooks, ranged themselves in 
long line, and the bright procession, an interminable stream 
of living gold, began to wind across the plain. First came 
about five hundred of the gayest and wealthiest gentlemen 
of England, below the rank of baron ; squires, knights, and 
G o 3 
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bannerets, rivalling each other in the richness of their ap¬ 
parel, and the beauty of their horses ; while the pennons of 
the knights fluttere<I above their heads, marking the place 
of the English chivalry ; next appeared the proud barons of 
the realm, each with his banner borne before him, and fol¬ 
lowed by a custrel with the shield of his arms. To these 
again succeeded the bishops, not in the simple robes of the 
Protestant clergy, but in the more gorgeous habits of the 
church of Rome ; while close upon their steps rode the 
higher nobility, surrounding the immediate person of the 
king, and offering the most splendid mass of gold and 
jewels that the summer sun ever shone upon. 

Slowly the procession moved forward, to allow the line 
of those on foot to keep an equal pace. Nor did this band 
offer a less gay and pleasing sight tlian the cavalcade, for 
here might be seen the athletic forms of the sturdy En¬ 
glish yeomanry, clothed in the various splendid liveries of 
their several lords, with the family cognizance embroidered 
on the bosom or the arm, and the banners and banderols of 
their particular houses carried in the front of each com¬ 
pany. Here also was to be seen the picked guard of the 
king of England, magnificently dressed for the occasion, 
with the royal banner carried in their centre, by the deputy 
standard bearer, and the banner of their company by their 
own ancient. In the rear of all, marshalled by officers 
appointed for the purpose, came the band of those whose 
rank did not entitle them to take place in the cavalcade, but 
who had sufficient interest at court to be admitted to the 
meeting. Though of an inferior class, this company was 
not the least splendid in the field, for here were all the 
wealthy tradesmen of the court, habited in many a rich 
garment, furnished by the extravagance of those that rode 
before; and many a gold chain hung round their necks, 
that not long ago had lain in the purse of some prodigal 
customer. 

Thus marched on the procession at a walking pace, with 
steeds neighing, with trumpets sounding; banners and 
plumes fiuttering in the wind, and gold and jewels spark¬ 
ling in the sunshine; while loud acclaim, and the waving 
of hats, and hands, and handkerchiefs, from those that staid 
behind, ushered it forth from the plain of Guisnes. 
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They had ridden on some way, when a horseman spurred 
up to the spot where the king rode, and doffing liis high 
plumed hat, bent to his saddle bow, saying, “ My king and 
my sovereign, I have just been with the French party, and 
I hold myself bound as your liege, to inform you that they 
are at least twice as numerous as we arc. Your grace will 
act as in your wisdom you judge fit; but as a faithful and 
loving subject, 1 could not let such knowledge sleep in my 
bosom.” 

An instant halt took place through the whole cavalcade, 
and the king for a moment consulted with Wolsey, who 
rode on his left hand; but Lord Shrewsbury, the lord 
steward, interposed, assuring the king that he had been 
amongst the French nobles the night before, and that 
amongst them the same reports prevailed concerning the 
English. “ Therefore, sir," continued he, “if I were 
worthy to advise, your grace would march forward without 
hesitation ; for sure I am that the French mean no trea¬ 
chery.” 

“ We shall follow your advice, lord steward,” replied 
the king ; “ let us march on.” 

“ On before! On before! ” cried the heralds at the word. 
The trumpets again sounded, and the procession moving 
forward, very soon reached the brow of the hill that looks 
into the vale of Andem. A gentle slope, of not more than 
three hundred yards, led from the highest part of each of 
the opposite hills into the centre of the valley, in the midst 
of which was pitched the most magnificent tent that ever a 
luxurious imagination devised. The canopy, the walls, the 
hangings, were all of cloth of gold ; the posts, the cones, 
the cords, the tassels, the furniture, were all of the same 
rare metal. Wherever the eye turned nothing but that 
shining ore met its view, so that it required no very brilliant 
fancy to name it at once, the Field of the Cloth of OoM. 

On reaching the verge of the descent, the cavalcade 
spread out, lining the side of the hill for some way down, 
and facing the line of the valley. Each cavalier placed 
himself unhesitatingly in the spot assigned him by the 
ofiicers of arms; while the body of foot were drawn up in 
array to the left, by the captains of the king's guard; so 
a a i 
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that not the least confusion or tumult took place; and the 
whole multitude in perfect order, presented a long and 
glittering front to the opposite hill, before any of the French 
party appeared, except a few straggling horsemen sent to 
keep the ground. 

As soon as the whole line was formed, and when by the 
approaching sound of the French trumpets, it was ascer¬ 
tained that the Court of France was not far distant, Henry 
himself drew out from the ranks, ready to descend to the 
meeting; and never did a more splendid, or more princely 
monarch present himself before so noble a host. Tall, 
stately, athletic, with a countenance full of imperious 
dignity, and mounted on a horse that seemed proudly con¬ 
scious of the royalty of its rider, Henry rode forward to a 
small hillock, about twenty yards in advance of his subjects; 
and halting upon the very edge of the hUl, with his 
attendants grouped behind him, and a clear back-ground of 
sunny light, throwing his figure out from all the other 
objects, he offered a subject on which Wouvermans might 
well have exercised his pencil. Over his wide chest and 
shoulders, he wore a loose vest of cloth of silver, damasked 
and ribbed with gold. This was plaited and bound,tightly 
towards the waist, while it W'as held down from the neck, 
by the golden collars of many a princely order, and the 
broad baldrick studded with jewels, to which was suspended 
his sword. His jewelled hat was also of the same cloth, 
and in the only representation of fiiis famous meeting that 
I have met with, which can be relied upon,—having been 
executed at the time,—he appears with a vast plume of 
feathers, rising from the left side of his hat, and falling 
over to his saddle behind. Nor was the horse less splendidly 
attired than the ritler. Its housings, its trappers, its 
headstall, and its reins, were all curiously wro\:^;ht and 
embossed with bullion, while a thousand fanciful ornaments 
of gohl filigree work hung about it in every direction. 

Behind the king appeared Sir Henry Guilford, master 
of the horse, leading a spgre charger for the monarch ; not 
indeed with any likelihood of the king using it, but more 
as a piece of state ornament than any thing else, in the 
same manner as the sword of state was borne by the Mar- 
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quis of Dorset. A little behind, appeared nine youths of 
noble family, as the king’s henchmen, mounted on beautiful 
horses trapped with golden scales, and sprinkled throughout 
their housings with loose bunches of spangles, which 
twinkling in the sunshine, gave an inconceivable lightness 
and brilliancy to their whole appearance. 

Shortly after this glittering group had taken its station 
in front of the English line, the first parties of the French 
nobility began to appear on the opposite hill, and spreading 
out upon its side, offered a corresponding mass of splendour 
to that formed by the array of England. Very soon the 
whole of Francis’s court had deployed ; and after a pause 
of a few minutes, during which the two hosts seemed to 
consider each other with no small admiration, and in pro¬ 
found silence, the trumpets from the French side sounded, 
and the constable Duke of Bourbon, bearing a naked sword 
upright, began to descend the hill. Immediately behind 
him followed the French monarch, superbly arrayed, and 
mounted on a magnificent Barbary horse, covered from 
head to foot with gold. Instantly on beholding this, the 
English trumj)ets replied, and the Marquis of Dorset, 
unsheathing the sword of state, moved slowly forward 
before the king. Henry, having the lord cardinal on his 
left, and followed by his immediate suite, now descended the 
hill, and arrived in the valley exactly at the same moment 
as Francis. 'I’he two sword-bearers, who preceded them, 
fell back each to the right of his own sovereign ; and the 
monarchs spurring forward their highly.managed horses, 
met in the midst and embraced each other on horseback. 
Difficult and strange as such a manoeuvre may seem, it was 
performed with ease and grace, both the kings being 
counted amongst the most skilful horsemen in Europe; 
and in truth, as the old historian expresses it, it must have 
been a marvellous sweet and goodly sight to see those two 
princes, in the flower of their age, in the height of their 
strength, and in thg dignity of their manly beauty, com¬ 
manding two great nations, that had been so long rivals 
aud enemies, instead of leading hostile armies to desolate 
and destroy, meet in that peaceful valley, and embrace 
like brothers in the sight of the choice nobility of either 
land. 
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Two grooms and two pages, who had followed on foot, 
now ran to hold the stirrup and the rein, each of his own 
monarch ; and springing to the ground, the kings em¬ 
braced again ; after which, clasped arm in arm, they 
passed the harrier, and entered the golden tent, wherein, 
two thrones were raised beneath one canopy. 

“ Henry of England, my dear brother,” said the king 
of France, as soon as they were seated, “ thus far have I 
travelled to see you, and do you pleasure; willing to hold 
you to my heart with brotherly love, and to show you that 
I am your friend: and surely I believe that you esteem roe 
as I am. The realms that I command, and the powers 
that I possess, are not small ; but if they may ever be of 
aid to my brother, the king of England, I shall esteem 
them gi eater than before.” 

“ The greatness of your realms, sir, and the extent of 
your power,” replied Henry, “weigh as nothing in my 
eyes, compared with your high and princely qualities ; 
and it is to interchange regard with you, and renew in 
person our promises of love, that I have here passed the 
seas, and come to the very verge of my dominions.” 

With such greetings commenced the interview of the 
two kings, who soon called to them the cardinal, and 
seating him beside them, with much honour, they com. 
manded him to read the articles which he had drawn up, 
for the arrangement and ordering of their future interviews. 
Wolsey complied ; and all that he proposed seemed well 
to please both the monarchs, till he proceeded to stipulate, 
that when the king of England should go over to the 
town of Ardres, to revel with the queen and ladies of 
France, the king of Prance should at the same time repair 
to the town of Guisnes, there to be entertained by the 
queen of England. At this Francis mused, “ Nay, nay, 
my good lord cardinal,” said he, “faith, I fear not to 
trust myself with my brother of England, at his good 
castle of Guisnes ; without holding him as a hostage in 
my court for my safe return ; and marry I am sure he 
would put equal confidence in me, though I staid not in 
his city till he was on his journey back.” 

“This clause is not inserted, most noble sovereign,” 
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replied \rolsey, “ from any doubt or suspicion that one 
gracious king has of tlie other ; for surely all trust and 
amicable confidence exist between ye; but it is for the 
satisfaction of the minds of your liege subjects^ who not 
understanding the true nature of I’fincely friendship, 
might be filled with black apprehensions, were they to see 
their monarch confide himself, without warrant of safety, 
in the power of another nation.” 

“ Well, well, my good lord,” replied Francis, “let it 
be, time will show us.” And from that moment he seemed 
to pay little attention to all the precautionary measures by 
which the cautious Wolsey proposed to secure the future 
meetings of the two kings, from the least danger to either 
party. The generous mind of the French monarch re¬ 
volted at the suspicious policy of the cardinal; and 
agreeing to any thing that the other thought proper, he 
mentally revolved his own plans for shaming the English 
monarch and his minister out of their cold and injurious 
doubts. 

The arrangement of these articles was the only dis¬ 
pleasing circumstance that cast a shadow upon the meet¬ 
ing : all the rest past in gaiety and joy. A sumptuous 
banquet was soon placed before them, and various of the 
nobles of England and France were called to mingle in 
the royal conversation while the monarchs were at table. 

In the meanwhile the two courts and their retainers re¬ 
mained arranged on the opposing sides of the hUl; the 
Englishmen, with their characteristic rigidity, standing 
each man in his place as immoveable as a statue, while the 
livelier Frenchmen, impatient of doing nothing, soon quitted 
their ranks, and falling into broken masses, amused them« 
selves as best they might ; many of them crossing the 
valley, and with national facility beginning to make ac¬ 
quaintance with their new allies, nothing repulsed by the 
blunt reception they met with. Not that the English were 
inhospitable ; for having, as usual, taken good care that 
no provision should be wanting against the calls of hunger 
or thirst, tliey communicated willingly to their neighbours 
of the comforts they had brought with them, sending over 
many a flagon of wine and hypocras, much to the con- 
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solation of the French, who had taken no such wise pre¬ 
cautions against the two great internal enemies. 

In about an hour, the hangings of the tent were drawn 
back, and the two kings re-appeared, ready to separate for 
the day. The grooms led up the horses ; and Francis 
and Henry embracing with many professions of amity, 
mounted and turned their steps each to his several dwelling. 

The English procession marched back in the same order 
as it came, and arrived without interruption at the green 
plain of (Juisnes, where Henry, ordering the band of 
fftotmen to halt, rode along before them, making them a 
gay and familiar speech, and bidding them be merry if 
they loved their king. Shouts and acclamations answered 
the monarch’s speech, and the nobles joining in his intent, 
showered their largess upon their retainers as they followed 
along die line. The last band that Henry came to, was 
that of the privileged tradesmen of the court, most of 
whom he recognised, possessing, in a high degree, that 
truly royal quality of never forgetting any one he had 
once known. To each, he had some frank, bluff sentence 
to address, while they with heads uncapped and bending 
low, enjoyed with proud hearts the honour of being 
spoken to by the king, and thought how they could tell it 
to all their neighbours and gossips when they got to Eng. 
land. As he rode on, Henry perceived in the second rank 
a face that he remembered, which being attached to a very 
pliable neck, kept bending down with manifold reverences, 
not unlike the nodding of a mandarin cast in china ware. 

“ Ha! my good clothier, Jekin Groby," cried the king, 
“ come forth, man ! what! come forth, I say.” 

Jekin Groby rushed forward from behind, knocking on 
one side the royal honey merchant, and fairly throwing 
down the household fishmonger who stood before him; 
then casting himself on his knees by the side of the king’s 
horse, he clasped the palms of his hands together, and 
turned up his eyes piteously to the monarch’s countenance, 
exclaiming, "Justice! justice! your grace’s worship, if 
your royal stomach be full of justice, as folks say, give me 
justice.” 

“ Justice!” cried Henry, laughing at the sad and de- 
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l)lorabIe face poor Jekin thought necessary to assume for 
the purpose of moving his compassion. “ Justice on whom, 
man, haFaith, if any man have done thee wrong, he 
shall repent it, as I am a king; though, good Jekin, I sent 
for tliee a month ago to furnish cloth for all the household, 
and thou wert not to be found.” 

“ Lord 'a mercy!” cried Jekin, “ and I’ve missed the 
job ; but it ought all to he put in the bill. Pray, your 
grace’s worship, put it in the bill against that vile Sir Payan 
VV'ileton, who kidnapped me on your own royal highway, 
roblred me of my bag full of angels and sent me to sea, 
where I was so sick, your grace, you can’t think how sick ! 
And then they beat me with ropes’ ends, and made me go 
up aloft, and damned me for a landlubber, and a great deal 
more : all on account of tliat Sir Payan Wileton ! ” 

“ 11a!” cried the king, “ Sir Payan Wileton again ! I 
had forgot him. However, good Jekin, I cannot hear you 
now; come to my chamber to-morrow before I rise, ha, 
man then 1 will hear and do you justice, if it be on the 
highest man in the land. There is my signet—the page 
will let you in; at six o’clock man, fail not! ” 

*' I told you so!” cried Jekin, starting upon his feet, 
and looking round him with delight as the king rode away, 
“ I told you he would make that black thief give me back 
my angels. 1 knew his noble heart; Lord ’a mercy, ’tis a 
gracious prince, surely.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

Let tome o’ the guard be ready. 

Cran. For me f 

Mutt I go Uko a traitor then ? Sbakspea EE. 

And where was Osborne Damley all this while ? 

Wait a little, dearly beloved, and you shall hear more. 
It was not yet five o’clock in the morning, and a sweet 
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morning it was; the sun had just risen, and, spreading all 
over the eastern sky, there was that soft lustrous tint of 
early light that surely ought to be called hope-colour, it 
promises so many bright moments for the coming day. It 
was not yet five o’clock in the morning when the western 
sally-port of the castle of Ardres was opened by a little 
page not higher than my thumb, as the old story-book 
goes, wbo looked cautiously about, first to the right and 
then to the left, to see if any one was abroad and stirring ; 
hut the only person who had risen was the matutinal sun, 
so that the page could see nothing but the blue sky and the 
green fields, and the grey stone walls of the castle, whose 
ancientness, like the antiquity of a beggar’s coat, had plas¬ 
tered them all over with patches of green and yellow lichens. 
Having looked to his heart’s content, he next listened, but 
no sound could he hear but the light singing of the lark, 
and the loud snoring of the sentinel on the neighbouring 
bastion, who, with head propped on his halberd, kept any- 
tiling but silent watch, while the vigilant sun, looking over 
the wall, spied out aU the weaknesses of the place; and 
now, having listened as well as looked, the boy withdrew 
once more within the walls. He left, however, the door 
open, and in a few minutes two horsemen rode forth, each 
wrapped up in a large Spanish cloak, with a chaperon, as 
Fleurange calls it, or, in other words, an immense hood, 
which covered the whole head, and disguised the person 
completely. 

As soon as they were fairly out, the page who had ac. 
companied them so far returned and closed the sally-port ; 
and the two travellers cantered lightly over the green to a 
little wood that lay before the castle. When they were fully 
concealed by the trees, among which they w'ound along, 
following the sinuosities of a little sandy road, wherein two, 
but only two, might ride abreast, they both, as by common 
consent, threw back their hoods, and letting their cloaks 
fall upon their horse’s crupper, discovered the two power¬ 
ful forms of the good knight, Osborne Lord Darnley, and 
Francis the First, King of France. Both were dressed 
with much magnificence, and both so similarly (for so tlie 
king had willed), tliat though one was a very dark man. 
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and the other fair, they might well have been taken for 
two noble brothers; each bearing the star and collar of 
St. Michael, with the velvet mortier and short white plume, 
the embroidered cloak of purple velvet, fixed on the right 
shoulder, and fastened round to the girdle beneath the left 
elbow, and the broad gold baldrick, with die heavy double- 
edged sword. 

“ WeU, my friend and my deliverer,” said the king, as 
they rode on, “ ’twill go hard, but 1 will restore you to 
your king's favour ; and even should he remain inexorable, 
which 1 will not believe, you must make France your 
country. We will try to win your fair Constance for you 
from that suspicious cardinal, of which fear not, for 1 
know a certain way to gain him to any thing; and then I 
see no cause why, in so fair a land as France, and favoured 
by her king, you may not lie as happy as in that litde sea- 
bound spot called England.” 

By this it will easily be seen that Sir Osborne had con¬ 
fided in the French king some of even his most private 
thoughts, and had given him an insight into his hojies and 
wishes, as well as into bis former expectations and their 
disappointment. There was a generous frankness about 
Francis, whose contagion was very difficult to resist, nor 
would the knight have had any object in resisting it. 

Before proceeding farther, however, it may lie necessary 
to say a few words concerning the events which had oc¬ 
curred since the knight’s courage and skill had saved the 
king’s life from Shoenvelt and his adventurers. One may 
well imagine what anxiety had reigned amongst tlie mo¬ 
narch’s followers in the forest near Lillers, when they found 
that Francis, after having separated from their party, did 
not rejoin them on the track appointed fur the hunt. Such 
occurrences, however, having several times happened before, 
and the king having always returned in safety, they con¬ 
cluded that he, and Count William of Firstenberg, must 
have taken the other road to Aire, and that they would find 
him there on their arrival. When they did reach that town, 
their inquiries immediately announced that the king was 
missing. 

The news spread rapidly to the whole cour., and soon 
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reached the ears of his mother the Duchess of Angouleme, 
who became almost frantic on hearing it, giving him up 
for lost from that moment, as site had good reasons to 
believe that C'ount William entertained designs against his 
life. Her active spirit it was that first discovered the 
treachery of tile Burgundian, which she had instantly com¬ 
municated to the king ; hut the generous mind of Francis 
refused all credit to the news, and he continued his con¬ 
fidence toward Firstenbcrg without the slightest alteration, 
till at length more certain jtroofs of his designs were ob¬ 
tained, which induced the monarch to act with that fearless 
magnanimity which we have seen him display towards his 
treacherous favourite in the forest of Lillers. 

Immediately that the king’s absence was known, bands 
of horsemen were sent out in various directions to obtain 
news of him, but in vain. Convinced, by the account of 
the hunters, that he had quitted the wood, and that if he 
were therein they could not find him by night, they searched 
in every other place than that in which they were likely to 
be successful, so that the whole night that Francis spent 
sleeping tranquilly in the charhonier’s cottage, his guards 
were out towards Pernes, Fruges, and St. Pol, searching 
for him without success. When morning came, however, 
fresh parties were sent off to examine every part of the 
forest, and it was one of these that came up to the spot 
not long after the defeat of Shoenvelt and his companions. 

The joy occasioned by the king’s safe return was not a 
little heightened by the danger he had undergone; and 
every one to whom his life was precious, contended who 
should do most honour to his gallant deliverer. Francis 
himself knew not what recompense to offer to Sir Osborne 
for the signal service he had rendered biro ; and, with the 
delicacy of a truly generous mind, he exacted from him a 
particular account of his whole life, that he might adapt 
the gift or honour he wished to confer exactly to the situ¬ 
ation of the knight. Darnley understood the motive of 
the noble-hearted monarch, and told him all without re¬ 
serve ; and Francis, now furnished with the best means of 
showing his gratitude, resolved not to lose the opportunity. 

Thus for the few days that preceded the meeting be- 
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tween Guisnes and Anlres, tlic king liighly distingiiisliod 
the knight, made liiin many niagnilieent presents, called a 
chapter of the order of St. Micliael, and had him installed 
in form; but knowing tile jealous nature of his own nohlea, 
he offered him no employment in his service ; and even 
when the constable de Bourbon, who knew and appreciated 
Darnley’s military talents, jiroposed to the king to give him 
a company of men-at-arms, as a rewanl for the great ser¬ 
vice he had rendered to the whole nation, Francis negatived 
it at once, saying openly, that the Lord Garnley was but a 
visiter at the court of France. 

Having premised thus much, we will now take up the 
travellers again at the moment of tlieir entering into the 
wood, near Ardres, through which they passed, conversing 
over the various circumstances of Sir Osborne’s situation. 

“ 1 1 is strange ! ” said Francis, as tlie knight repeated the 
manner of his dismissal from the Kiiglish court; “ I do not 
com()reHcnd it! It is impossible that your going there under 
a feigned name, to win King Henry’s favour, should be 
consttucil as a crime, and made matter of such strong ac. 
cusation against you.” After musing for a moment, he 
proceeded, “ Do not think 1 would imply, good knight, that 
you could he really guilty of any higher olFenee against 
your king ; but be you sure, sometliiug has been laid to 
your charge more than you imagine.” 

” On my honour as a kniglit,” replied Darnley, ” 1 have 
accused myself to your highness of the worst crimes upon 
my conscience, as if your grace were my confessor; though 
I will own, that it a]>pears to me, also, most strange ami 
iiicxplicalile. I have heard, indeed, that the lord cardinal 
never suffers any one to be too near tlie king’s regard ; ami 
that if he sees any especial favour shown, he is sure to find 
.some accusation against his object; but 1 can hardly believe 
that so great a man woulil debase himself to he a false 
accuser.” 

“ 1 know not! I know not!” answered Francis quickly, 

“ there is nothing so jealous as a favourite ; and what will 
not jealousy do .i' My diadem against a Spanish crown*,” 

* The original worcl* of Kranoif. woic, Mn iufict’ conhe nn ^.cu 
ecu lueaiiing eithur a bittcid or u crown (xc-cc. 

J1 11 



466 


D.AllNmY. 


he continued laughingly, referring to his contention with 
the Emperor Charles, “ Henry of England knows you 
under no other name than that of Sir Osborne Maurice. 
However, 1 will be politic, and know the whole before I 
speak. Do you put your honour in my hands ? and will 
you abide by what I shall undertake for you 

“ Must willingly, your highness,” replied the knight, 
“ whatever you say for me, that will I maintain ; on horse¬ 
back or on foot, with sword or lance, as long as my life 
do hold.” 

Thus conversing they rode on, following the windings 
of the woody lane in which they were, till the forest, 
skirting on to the north-west of Ardres, opened out upon 
the plain of Guisnes. As soon as the castle and town were 
in sight, the French monarch put his horse into a quick 
pace, saying with a smile to Sir Osborne,— “ Your prudent 
Wolsey, and my good brother Henry, will be much sur¬ 
prised to see me in their castle alone, after all their grave 
precautions. By Heaven! did kingly dignity imply suspicion 
of all the world like theirs, 1 would tear away my crown 
and feed my mother’s sheep.” 

The night after the first meeting of the kings, Henry 
had fetired to sleep in the fortress, rather than in his palace 
without the walls; part of which, comprising his private 
apartments, had been found insecure, from the hurry in 
which it had been built. Of this circumstance, the king 
of France had been informed by some of his court, who had 
passed their evening at Guisnes, and it was therefore to the 
castle that he turned his rein. 

Passing amidst the tents, in most of which Somnus still 
held undisturbed dominion, Francis and Sir Osborne gal. 
loped up to the drawbridge, on which an early party of the 
guard were sunning themselves in the morning light ; some 
looking idly over into the moat, some gazing with half 
closed eyes towards the sky; some playing at an antique 
and classical game with mutton bones, while their captain 
stood by the portcullis, rubbing bis bands and enjoying the 
sweetness of the morning. 

No sooner did Francis perceive them, than drawing his 
sword he galloped in amongst them, crying, — “ Ilcndez. 
vous, messieurs, rendez vous! La place est a rooi,’’ 



bArnley. 


4.(57 

At first, the archers scattered back confused, and some 
had their hands on their short swords; but several who 
had seen the king the day before, almost instantly recog. 
nised him, and the cry became general of “ The King of 
France ! The King of France !” In the mean lime, Francis 
rode up to the captain, and, putting his sword’s point to the 
officer’s throat, “ Yield !” cried he, “ rescue or no rescue, or 
you are a dead man.” 

“ I yield, I yield ! my lord !” cried the captain, entering 
into the king’s humour, and bending his knee. “ Rescue 
or no rescue, 1 yield myself your grace’s ))risoner.” 

“ A castle soon taken,” cried Francis, turning to Sir 
Osborne. “ Now,” adileil he to the officer, “ since th.; 
place is mine, lead me to the chamber of my good brother 
the King of Knglaud.” 

“ His grace is at present asleep,” replied the captain 
hesitating. “ If your highness will repose yourself in the 
great hall, he shall be informed instantly of your pre¬ 
sence.” 

“ No, no,” cried the king, “ show me his chamber. 
Nothing will serve me, but that I will sound his reveillez 
myself. — Come, Darnley,” and springing from his horse 
lie followed the officer, who, now forced to obey, led him 
into tlie castle, and up the grand staircase, towards the 
king’s bed-chamlier. 

All was silence as they went. Henry and the whole 
court had revelled late the night before, so that few even 
of the serving men had thought fit to quit their truckle 
beds so early in the morning. A single page, however, 
was to be seen as they entered a long corridor, which took 
up one whole side of the large square tower in the centre of 
the castle. He was standing before a door at the farther 
extremity ; and to him the captain pointed. “ The king’s 
anteroom, your highness, is where you see that page,” said 
he; “ and let me beg your gracious forgiveness if I leave 
you here, for, indeed, I dare conduct you no farther.” 

“ Go, go,” cried the king good humouredly. “ I will 
find it now myself. You, Darnley, stay here. I doubt 
not soon to send for you with good news.” 

With his sword still drawn in his hand, the king now ad. 
u u 2 
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vanced to the page; who, seoitig a stranger come forward with 
so menacing an air,miglit have entertained feonie fears, liad he 
not beheld the captain of the guard conduct liini thither ; 
not at all knowing tlie person of Francis, however, as he 
had not been present at tiie meeting of the kings, he closed- 
the door of the anteroom, which had before been open 
behind him, and, placing himself in tlie way, prepared to 
oppose the entrance of any one. 

“ Which is the chamber of my brother, the King of 
England?”' demanded Francis as he came up; hut the 
page, not understanding a word of Frencli, only shook his 
head; keeping his back, at the same time, firmly against 
the door, thinking that it was some wild French lord, who 
knew not what was due to royalty. 

“ It is the King of France,” said Sir Osborne advancing, 
as he beheld the page’s embarrassment. “ Let him pass. 
It is the King of F'rance.” 

The page stared and hesitated ; but Francis, taking him 
by the shoulder, twisted him round as he had bten a child, 
and, opening the door, passed in. The page immediately 
closed it again, putting himself before the knight, who.se 
face he now remembered. “ I must not let you worship 
in,” said he, thinking Sir Osborne wished to follow the 
monarch. “ The King of France, of cour.se, I dared not 
stop, but it is as much as ray life is worth to suft’er any one 
else to pass.” 

“ 1 seek not to enter, good Master Snell,” said the knight. 
“ Unless his grace sends for me, 1 shall not intrude myself 
on his royal presence.” This saiil, with busy thoughts he 
began to walk up and down the gallery; and the page, pre¬ 
sently after, retiring into the antechamber, left him, for 
the time, to his own contemplations. 

Much subject had the knight for thought, though it was 
of that nature that profiteth not: for little signified it, as it 
seemed, how much soever he took counsel with himself: his 
fate was in the hands of others, and beyond his power to 
influence or determine. 

He could not help musing, however, over all the turns 
which his fortune had taken within the brief space of the 
lust three months ; and strangely mingled were his sensa- 
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ti-ins, on finding himself, at the end of the review, standing 
tliere, once more within the ])recincts of the court of 
Mngland, from which he had been driven hardly fifteen 
days before. A thousand collaleial ideas also presented 
theinselvcs to his mind, suggesting a thousand doubts and 
■fears for those he loved best. What had become of 
Constance dc Grey } he asked himself, and though never 
had her image for one moment left his mind in his wan¬ 
derings, though it had lieen his companion in the journey, 
his solace in liis waking hours, his dream by night, and his 
object in every thought and hope, still there was something 
in being amongst those objects, and near those la’ings, 
amidst whom he had been accustomed to see her, that 
rendered his anxiety about her more impatient; and he 
woulil have given no small sum for the presence of one of 
the newsmongers of the court—those empty idle beings 
always to be found near tbe presence of itrinces, who, like 
scavengers’ carts, make themselves the common recejitacle 
for all the drift of the palace, and, hurrying, on from one to 
another, at once receive and spatter forth the rakings of all 
kennels as they go along. 

Hut tio one, whom he could even question, came near 
him ; though from time to time several of the royal servants 
would jiass along the corridor on their various occupations, 
staring at him as they went by, some remembering him and 
bowing low, not a little surprised to see him there ; some 
contenting themselves with a critical examination of his 
Ureas, and then passing on. 

Time, ever long to those who wait, seemed doubly long 
to Sir Osborne, to whom so much was in suspense; and so 
little bustle and activity did there seem in the castle, that 
he began to fancy its denizens must have had their eyes 
touched with Hermes' wand to make them sleep so sound. 
He walked up and down the corridor, he gazed out of the 
window into the court-yard, he listened for every opening 
door. But it was ail in vain ; no one came. Could Francis have 
forgotten him? he 'asked himself, at last: and then he 
thought, how quickly from the light memories of the great, 
pass away die sorrows or the welfare of their fellow-crea¬ 
tures ; how hardly can they remember, and how happily 
H u i! 
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can they forget. But no, he would not believe it. If ever man 
was renowned for that best and rarest quality of a great man 
a heedful remembrance of those who served him, athoughtful 
care of those he esteemed, it was Francis of France; and 
Darnley would not believe that in his case he had forgotten. 

Still no one came, tliough the various noises and the 
bustle he began to hear in distant parts of the building 
announced that the world was more awake than when he 
arrived. Vet the corridor in which he was seemed more 
deserted than ever. The royal servants ceased to pass 
through, the page showed himself no more, and yet he 
could distinctly hear steps hurrying along in different di¬ 
rections, and voices, some loud, and some subdued, speak, 
ing not far off. Full a hundred times he paced the cor¬ 
ridor without a living being passing by ; and, tired at 
length, he again placed himself at the window, examining 
what passed in the court below. 

At first it was nearly vacant, a few listless soldiers being 
its only occupants ; hut soon there was opened on the 
other side, a door which communicated with a sort of 
barrack, situated near the chapel in the inner ballium, and 
from this proceeded a troop of soldiers and officers of arms, 
with one or two persons mingled amongst them, that Sir 
Osborne imagined to be prisoners. The height at which 
he was placed above them prevented his perceiving whether 
this was certainly the case, or seeing their faces; for all 
that he could discern was, the foreshortened figures of the 
soldiers, and sergeants-auarms, distinguished from the others 
by their official habiliments; and passing along, surrounded 
' by the rest, some persons in darker attire, round whom the 
guard appeared to keep with vigilant care. An instant 
brought them to the archway just beneath the spot where 
he stood, and they were then lost to bis sight. 

The castle clock struck seven; but so slowly did the 
hammer fall upon the bell, he thought it would never have 
<lone. He now heard a sound of much speaking not far 
off, and thought that surely it was Francis taking leave of 
the King of England ; but suddenly it ceased, and all 
was again silence. Taking patience to his aid, he tegan 
again his perambulations; and for another quarter of an 
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hour walkeil up and down the corridor, hearing still, as he 
passed the door of the anteroom, a low and indistinct mur¬ 
muring, which might be either the page speaking in a 
subdued tone to some other person therein, or some other 
•voices conversing much more loudly in the chamber Iteyond. 
'i’he knight's feelings were wound up to the highest pitch of 
impatience, when suddenly a deep groan, and then a heavy 
fall, met his car. He paused —listened, an<l could plainly 
distinguish a door within open, and various voices speaking 
tpiick and high ; some in French, some in English ; but 
among them was to be heard distinctly the tongue of Henry 
and that of Francis,—though what they said was not 
sufficiently audible to be comprehended. His curiosity, 
as may be conceived, was not a little excited ; but, satisfied 
of the safety of the two kings, and tearful of being sus. 
pected of eaves-dropping, if any one came forth, he once 
more crossed his arms upon his breast, and began pacing 
backwards and forwards as before. 

A few minutes more elapsed in silence; but at length, 
when he was at the farther extreme of the corridor, he 
heanl the door of the antechamber open, and, turning 
round, perceived a sergeant-at-arms, followed by four hal¬ 
berdiers, came forth from within, and advance towards 
him. Sir Osborne turned and met them, when the guard 
drew up across the passage, and the officer stepped forward. 
“ Sir Osborne Darnley !” said he, “ commonly called Lord 
Darnley, I arrest you for high treason, in the name of 
Henry the Eighth, King of England and France, and Lord 
of Ireland, and charge you to surrender to his warrant.” 

The astonishment of Sir Osborne may more easily be 
conceived than described. The first appearance of the hal¬ 
berdiers had struck him as strange, and their drawing up 
across his path might have been some warning, but still he 
was not at all prepared. 

Trusting to the protection of the French king, who had 
virtually rendered himself responsible for his safety, he had 
never dreamed of danger; and for a moment or two he 
stood in silent suqirise, till the sergeant demanded, Do 
you surrender, my lord ” 

“ Of course, of course ! ” replied the knight, " though I 
H H 4 



472 


PABNI/EY. 


will own (hat this has fallen upon me unexpectedly. Prv- 
tliee, good sergeant, if thou knowest, tell me how this has 
come about, for to me it is inexplicable.” 

“ In truth, my lord, I know nothing,” replied the 
officer, “ though 1 believe that the whole arose from some¬ 
thing that happened this morning in his grace's bed-cham¬ 
ber. 1 was sent for by the back staircase, and received 
orders to attach you here. It is an unpleasant duty, my 
lord, but one which we are too often called to jierform ; I 
can, therefore, but beg your forgiveness, and say that you 
must come with me.” 

Sir Osborne followed in silence, meditating more than 
ever over his strange fate. His hopes had again been 
buoyed up, again to be cast down in a more cruel manner 
than before. There was not now a shade of doubt left : 
whatever he was accused of was aimed at him under his 
real name; and it was evident, from the unromitted 
persecution which he sufferetl, that Wolsey, or whosoever 
it was that thus pursued him, was resolved on accomplish¬ 
ing his destruction by all. or any means. 

He found some consolation, nevertheless, in reflecting, 
that he should now have an opportunity of defending his 
honour and loyalty from any imputation that had been 
cast upon it, and of proving himself innocent to the con¬ 
viction of the good and just; although he knew too well 
that this was no assurance of safety against the enmity of 
the great and powerful. 

That Wolsey was the originator of the whole, he could 
not doubt; and the virulence of his jealousy was too well 
known to hope that justice or clemency would be shown, 
where his enmity had been incurred. “ However,” thought 
the knight, “ at last I can but die: I have fronted death 
a hundred times in the battle-field, and 1 will not shrink 
from him now: ” but to die as a traitor was bitter, he who 
had never been aught but loyal and true: yet still his con¬ 
scious innocence, he thought, would rob the block and axe 
of their worst horror, — the proud knowledge that he had 
acted well in every relationship of life, — to his king, to 
his country, to those he loved. Then came the thought of 
(Jonstance de Grey, in all her summer beauty, and all her 
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gentle loveliness, and all her sweet smiles: was he never 
to see them again ? To be cut off from all those kiml 
sympathies he had felt, — to go down into the cold dark 
grave where they could reach him never more, — it was 
too much ; and Sir Osborne turned away his eyes. 

While these thoughts were busy in his bosom, the 
sergeaut-at-arms led him down the great staircase, and 
across the hall, on the ground floor of the castle; then, 
opening a iloor to the right, he entered into a long narrow 
jrassage, but scantily lighted, that terminated in another 
spiral staircase, down which one of the soldiers, who had 
lirocured a lam|i in the hall, proceeded first to light them. 
Sir Osborne followed in silence, though his heart .some¬ 
what burned at the idea of being committed to a dungeon. 
Arrived at the bottom of the steps, several doors presented 
theuiselves; and, seeing the sergeant examining a large 
bunch of keys, with whose various marks he did not seem 
very well acquainted, the knight could not refrain from de¬ 
manding, if it were by the king’s command that he was 
about to give him such a lodging. 

“ No, my lord,” replied the sergeant, “ the king did not 
direct me to place you in a dungeon; but I must secure 
your lordship’s person, till such time as the horses are 
ready to convey you to Calais, and every other place in the 
castle is full, but that where 1 am going to put you.” 

“ M''ell, sir, replied the knight, “only beware of what 
treatment you do show me, lest you may be sorry for it 
hereafter.’’ 

“ Indeed, my lord,” answered the man, with a good 
humoured smile, rarely met with on the faces of his bre¬ 
thren, “ I should be very sorry to make your lordship 
any way uncomfortable, and, if you will give me your 
word of honour, as a knight, neither to escape, nor to 
make any attentpt to escape, while you are there, I will 
lock you up in the chapel of the new palace, which is 
emjtty enough, God knows, and for half an hour you will 
be there as well as airy where else — better than iu a dun. 
geon certaiitly.” 

The knight readily gave his promise, and the seijeant, 
after exaniining tlie keys again, without better success than 
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before, began to try them, one after another, upon a small 
iron door in the wall, saying that they could get out that 
way to the chapel. One of them at length fitted the lock, 
ami two enormous bolts, and an iron bar being removed, the 
door was swung back, giving egress from the body of the 
fortress info a long lightsome passage, where the full sun 
shone through a long row of windows on each side ; while 
tile gihled pillars, and the enamelled ornaments round the 
windows, the rich arras hangings between them, and the 
fine carpets spread over flic floor, formed a strange and 
magical contrast with the place they had just quitted, with 
its rough, damp, stone walls, its dark and gloomy passages, 
and the massy rudeness of all its features. 

“ This is the passage made for his grace, between the 
]ialace and the castle,” said the sergeant-at-arms. “ Let us 
haste on, my lord, for fear he should chance to come 
along it." 

Proceeding onwards, catching every now and then a 
glance at the gay scene of tents without, as they passed the 
different windows, the officer conducted his prisoner to the 
end of the passage, where they found a door on either 
hand; and, opening that to the left, he ushered the knight 
into the beautiful little building that had been constructed 
as a temporary chapel for the court, while inhabiting the 
palace before Guisnes. 

“ I know, my lord,” said the officer, “ that I may trust 
to your knightly word and promise, not to make any 
attempt to escape, for I roust not even leave a guard at the 
door, lest his grace the king should pass, and find that I 
have put you here, which might move his anger. I there¬ 
fore leave you for a while, reposing full confidence in your 
honour, and will take care to have the horses prepared, 
and be back again before the hour of mass.” I'hus saying, 
he ascertained that the other door was fastened, and left 
Sir Osborne in the chapel, taking heed, notwithstanding 
his professions of reliance, to turn the key upon him as he 
went out. 

It matters little whether it be a palace or a dungeon 
wherein he passes the few last hours of life to the prisoner 
condemned to die, unless he posse.sses one of those happy 
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spirits that can, by the aid of external objects, abstract 
their thoughts from all that is painful in their fate. If he 
do indeed, the things around may give him some relief. 
So, however, could not Darnley ; and in point of any 
mental ease, he might just as well have been in the lowest 
dungeon of the castle as in the splendid oratory where he 
now was. Yet feeling how fruitless was the contemplation 
of his situation, how little but pain he could derive from 
thought, and how unnerving to all his energies was the 
memory of Constance de Crey, under the unhappy circum¬ 
stances of the present, he strove not to think ; and gazed 
around him to divert his mind from his wayward fortunes, 
by occupying it with the glittering things around. 

Indeetl, as far as splendour went, that chapel might 
have vied with any thing that ever was devised. In length, 
it was about fifty feet; and, though built of wood, its archi. 
tecture was in that style which we are accustomed to call 
(lOthic. Nothing, however, of the mere walls appeared, 
for from the roof to the ground it was hung with cloth of 
gold, over which fell various festoons of silk, breaking the 
straight lines of the hangings. To the right and left. Sir 
Ostorne remarked two magnificent closets, appropriated, as 
he supposed, to the use of the king and queen, where the 
same costly stuff that lined the rest of the building was 
further enriched by a thick embroidery of precious st^gtes ; 
each also had its particular altar, loaded, besides th^*W|k 
the crucifix, and the candlesticks, with twelve large ima|pi 
of gold, and a crowd of other ornaments. 

The grand altar was still more splendid, the altar-cloth 
itself being one mass of gold and jewels, and the twelve 
images of gold with which it was decorated being, accord¬ 
ing to Hall, each of the size of a child four years old. An 
immense canopy of embroidery of pearls overhung it ; while 
rouml on all sides appeared basins and censers, pixes, gos¬ 
pellers, cruets, paxes, and chalices, of the same glittering 
materials as the rest of the ornaments. 

Sir Osborne advanced, and fixed his eyes upon all the 
splendid things that were there called in to give pomp and 
m^esty to the worship of the Most High ; but he felt 
more strongly than ever, at that moment, how it was all 
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in vain ; and that the small calm tabernacle of the heart 
is that wherein man may offer up the fittest prayer unto 
his Maker. 

Kneeling, however, on the step of the altar, he addressed 
his petitions to Heaven. lie would not pray to he delivered 
from danger, for that he thought cowardly ; but he prayed 
that God would cstabli.sh his innocence and his honour, — 
that God would ])rotect and bless those that he loved ; and, 
if it were the Almighty's will he should fall before his 
enemies, that God would be a support to his father, and a 
shield to Constance de Grey. Then rising from his knee, 
Harnley found that his heart was lightened, and that he 
could look upon his future fate with far more calmness 
than before. 

At that moment the sound of trumpets and clarions met 
his ear from a distance: gradually it swelled nearer and 
more near, with gay and martial tones, and approached 
close to where he was, while shouts and acclamations, and 
loud and laughing voices mingled with the music, strangely 
discording with all that was passing in his heart. Presently 
it grew fainter, and then ceased; though still he thought 
he could hear the roar of the distant multitude, and now 
and then a shout; but in a few minutes these also ceased, 
and, crossing his arms upon his breast, he waited till the 
sergeant-at-arms should come to convey him to Calais, to 
prison, perhaps ultimately to death. 

In a few minutes, some distant steps were heard ; they 
came nearer, nearer still — the key was turned in the luck, 
and the door opened. 


CHAPTER XlII. 

'With Ahnme and sorrow fill’d 
Shame for his hdly ; sorrow out of time 
For plotting an uiiprulitdble cuime. I)ltYi>EM. 

IPe must once more take our reailers back, if it be but for 
the space of a couple of hours, and introduce them into the 
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i)c<l-cliaml)er of a king — a place, wc Mieve, as yet sacred 
from the sacrilegious foot of any novelist. 

In the castle of Guisnes, then, and in the sIee|)ing-rooin 
of Henry the Eighth, King of England, stoo<l, e.xaetly 
opposite the window, a large square bed, covered with a 
rich coverlet of arras, which, hanging down on each side, 
swept the door with its golden fringe. High over head, 
attached to the wall, was a broad and curiously-wrought 
canopy, whereon the laborious needle of some liritish I’ene- 
lope had traced, with threads of gold, the rare and curious 
history of that famous knight, Alexander the Great, who 
was there represented with lance in rest, dressed in a suit 
of Alinaine rivet armour, overthrowing King Darius : who 
for his ])arl, being in a mighty fright, was whacking on his 
elunisy elephant, with his sceptre, while the soti of Philip, 
witli more effect, ai)])cared pricking him up under the ribs 
with the point of his spear. 

In one corner of the chamber, ranged in fair and goodly 
or ler, were to be seen several golden lavers and ewers, 
together with due diapers anil other implements for wash¬ 
ing; while hard by was an open closet dlled with linen and 
plate of various kinds, with several Venice glasses, a mirror, 
and a bottle of scented waters. In addition to tliese jiieces 
of furtiiture appeared four wooden settles of carved oak, 
which, with two large rich chairs of ivory and gold, made 
up, that day, the furniture of a king’s bed-chamber. 

The square lattice window was half open, letting in the 
sweet breath of the summer morning upon Henry himself, 
who, with his head half covered with a black velvet night¬ 
cap, embroidered with gold, still lay in bed, supporting 
himself on his elbow, and listening to *8 long detail of 
grievances poured forth from the rotund mouth of honest 
Jekin Groby, who, by the king’s command, encumbered 
with his weighty bulk one of the ivory chairs by the royal 
bedside. 

Somewhat proud of having had a lord for the companion 
of his perils, the worthy clothier enlarged mightily upon 
the seizure of himself and Lord Darnley by Sir Payan 
Wileton, seasoning his discourse pretty thickly with “ My 



478 


DABNLEY. 


hrd did'' — and, “My lord mid;” but omitting klto. 
gether to mention him by the name of Sir Osborne, think¬ 
ing it would be a degradation to his high companionship 
so to do ; though, had he done so but once, it would have 
saved many of the misfortunes that afterwards befel. 

Henry heard him calmly, till he related the threats 
which Sir I’ayan held out to his prisoner in that interview, 
to which Jekin had been an unperceived witness : tlien 
starting up, “Mother of God!" cried the king, “what 
has become of the young gallant ? Where is he ? ha man ? 
Now, Heaven defend us, the base traitor has not murdered 
him! ha ?" 

“ Lord a’ mercy, you’ve kicked all the clothes oif your 
grace’s worship,” cried Jekin: “ let me kiver you up ! 
you ’ll catch a malplexy ! you will! ’’ 

“ God’s life, answer me, man !’’ cried Henry. “ What 
has become of the young lord, Osborne Darnley ? ha ? ” 

“ Bless your grace, that’s just what I cannot tell you," 
replied Jekin, “ for 1 never saw him after we got out 
o’ window.” 

“Send for the traitor! have him brought instantly!” 
exclaimed the king. “ See who knocks ! Let no one in ! 
Who dares knock so loud at my cbamlier-door” 

Proceeding round the king’s bed, Jekin opened the 
door, against which some one had been tbumjdng wiili 
very little ceremony ; but in a moment the valiant clotbit-r 
started back, exclaiming, “ Lord a’ mercy, it’s a great 
man with a drawn sword! ’’ 

“A drawn sword!” cried Henry, starting up, and 
snatching bis own wea|)on, which lay beside him. But 
at that moment Prancis ran in, and, bolding his blade over 
the king, commanded him to surrender. 

“ 1 yield! — 1 yield ! ” exclaimed Henry, delighted with 
the Jest. “ Now, by my life, my good brother of France, 
thou hast shown roe the best turn ever prince showed 
another. 1 yield me your prisoner; and, as sign of my 
faith, I beg you to accept this jewel.” So saying, he took 
from his pillow, where it had been laid the night before, a 
rich bracelet of emeralds, and clasped it on the French king's 
arm. 
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“ I receive it willingly,” answered Francis ; “ but for 
my love and amity, and also as my prisoner, you must 
wear this cliain; ” and, unclasping a jewelled collar from his 
neck, he laiil it down lieside the English monarch. 

Many were the civilities and reciprocations of friendly 
speeches that now ensued ; and Henry, about to rise, would 
fain have called an attendant to assist him, but Francis took 
the office on himself. “ Come, 1 will lie your valet for 
this morning,” said he; “ no one but I shall give you your 
shirt ; for 1 have come over alone to beg some boons of 
you.” 

“ They are granted from this moment,” replied Henry. 
“■ But do you say you came alone ? Do you mean unat. 
tended ? ” 

“ IFiih but one faithful friend,” answered the French 
king, “one who not a week ago saved my life by the valour 
of his arm. ’T is the best knight that ever charged a lana‘, 
and the noblest heart — he is your subject, too ! ” 

“ Mine!” cried Henry with some surprise. “ How is 
he called! What is his name ? Say, France, and tie will 
love him for his service to you.” 

“ First, hear how he did serve me,” replied Francis ; 
and, while the English monarch threaded the intricate 
mazes of the toilet, he narrated the whole of his adventure 
with Shoenvelt, which not a little interested Henry, the 
knight-errantry of whose disposition took fire at the vivid 
recital of the French king, and almost made him fancy 
himself on the spot. 

“ A gallant knight!” cried he at length, as the king of 
France detailed the exploits of Sir Osborne; “ a most gal¬ 
lant knight, on my life! But say, my brother, what is his 
name ? ’Slife, man, let us hear it. I long to know him.” 

“ His name,” replied Francis with an indifferent tone, 
but at the same time fixing his eyes on Henry’s face, to see 
what effect his answer would produce, — ‘‘his name is Sir 
Osborne Maurice.” 

A cloud came over the countenance of the English king. 
“ Ha ! ” said he thoughtfully, jealous perhaps in some de¬ 
gree that the splendid chivalrous qu^ties of the young 
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knislit should be transferred to the court of F"ranee. “ It 
is like him. It is very like him. For courage and for 
feats of arms, I, who have seen many good knights, have 
rarely seen his equal. I’ity it is that he should be a 
traitor.” 

“Nay, nay, my good brother of England,” answered 
Francis: “1 will avouch him no traitor, but of unim- 
peachalde loyalty. All I regret is, that his love for your 
noble person, and for the court of England, should make 
him wish to quit me. Hut to the point. My first boon 
regards him. He seeks not to return to your royal favour 
with honour stained and faith doubtful, but he claims your 
gracious permission to defy his enemies, and to prove their 
falsehood with his arm. If they be men, let them meet 
him in fair field ; if they be women or churchmen, lame, or 
in any way incomjajtent according to the law of arms, let 
them have a champion, the laist in France or England. To 
regain your favour and to prove his innocence, he will defy 
them be they who they may; and here at yonr feet 1 lay 
dowi^iis gage of battle, so confident in his faith and worth, 
that I myself will be his godfather in the fight. He waits 
here in the corridor to know your royal [ileasure. ” 

Henry thought for a moment. He was not at all willing 
that the court of Francis, already renowned for its chivalry, 
should possess still another knight of so much jirowcss 
and skill as he could not but admit in Sir Osborne. Yet 
the accusations that had been laid against him, and which 
nobody who considers them — the letter of the Duke of 
Uuckingham, and the evidence of Wilson the bailiff — can 
deny were plausible, still rankled in the king’s mind, not- 
w'ithstanding the partial explanation which Laily Katrine 
Buhner had afforded respecting the knight’s influence with 
the Rochester rioters. Remembering, however, that the 
whole, or greater part of the information which Wolsey 
had laid before him, had been obtained, either directly or 
indirectly, from Sir Payan Wileton, he at length re)>lieil, 
“ By my faith, I know not what to say: it is not wise to 
take the sword from the hand of the law, and trust to pri. 
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vate valour to maintain public justice, more than we can 
avoid. But you, my royal brother, shall in the present 
case decide. The accusations against this Sir Osboriie 
Maurice are many and Jieavy, but principally resting on 
the testimonies produced by a certain wealthy and powerful 
knight, one Sir Payan AV'iloton, who, though in other re¬ 
spects, most assuredly abase and disloyal villain, can have no 
enmity against Sir Osborne, and no interest in seeking his 
ruin. Last night, by my order, this Sir Payan was brought 
hither from Oalais, on the accusations of that good fool 
(pointing to Jekin Grohy). You comprehend enough of 
our hard English tongue to hear him examined yourself, 
and thus you shall judge. If you find that there is cause 
to suspect Sir Payan and his witnesses, though it be but in 
having given the slightest eolour of falsehood to their testi¬ 
mony, let Sir Osborne’s arm decide hio tjuarrel against the 
other knight; but if their evidence be clear and indubitable, 
you shall yield him to be judged by the English law. 
What say you ? Is it not just ? " 

The King of France at once agreed to the proposal, and 
Henry turned to Jekin, who had stood by, listening with 
his mouth open, wonderfully edified at hearing the two 
kings converse, though he understood not a word of the 
language in which they spoke. “ Fly to the page, man,” 
cried the king; “ tell him to bid those who have Sir Payan 
Wileton in custody bring him hither instantly by the back 
staircase; but first sciul to the reverend lord cardinal, ro- 
tjuiring his counsel in the king’s chamber. Haste ! dally 
not, I say — I would have them here directly.” 

Jekin hurried to obey; and after he had delivered the 
order, returned to the king’s chamber, where Henry, while 
he completed the adjustment of his apparel, related to 
Francis the nature of the accusation against Sir Osborne, 
and the proofs that had been adduced of it. The king of 
France, however, with a mind less susceptible of suspicion, 
would not believe a word of it, maintaining that the wit. 
nesses were suborned, and the letter a forgery; and con¬ 
tended, it would most certainly appear that Sit Payan had 
some deep interest in the ruin of the knight 
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The sound of many steps in the antechamber soon an¬ 
nounced that some one had arrived. “Quick!” cried Henry 
to Jekin Groby ; “ get behind the arras, good Jekin. After 
we have despatched this first business, I would ask the 
traitor some questions before he sees thee, linsconco thee, 
man ! ensconce thee quick I ” 

At the king’s command, poor Jekin lifted uj) the corner 
of the arras, by the side of the beil, and liid himself behind ; 
but though a considerable space existed between the hangings 
and the wall, the worthy clothier having, as we have hinted, 
several very protuberant contours in his person, his figure 
was somewhat discernible still, swelling out the stomach of 
King Solomon, and the hip of the Queen of Sheba, who 
were represented in the tapestry, as if one was crooked, and 
the otlier had the dropsy. 

Scarcely was he concealed, when tlie page threw open the 
door, and Cardinal Wolsey entered in haste, somewhat sur. 
prised at being called to the king's chamber at so early an 
hour ; but the sight of the French king sufficiently ex¬ 
plained the summons, and he advanced, bending low with a 
proud affectation of humility. 

“ (lod bless and shield your graces both!” said he. “ 1 
feared some evil, by this early call; but now I find that 
the occasion was one of joy, I do not regret the haste that 
ajtprehension gave me.” 

“StiU we have business,ray good Wolsey,” replied Henry, 

“ and of some moment. My brother here. of France 
espouses much the cause of the Sir Osborne Maurice who 
lately sojourned at the court, and won the goodwill of all, 
both by his feats of arms and his high-born and noble 
demeanour; who on the accusations given against him to 
you, lord cardinal, by Sir Payan Wilcton, was banished 
from the court — nay, judged worthy of attachment for- 
trc.ison.” 

The kingj in addressing VTolsey, instead of speaking in 
French, which had been the language used between him 
and Frangis, had returned to his native tongue ; and good 
Jekin Groby, hearing ^vhat passed concerning Sir Osborne ' 
Maurice, was seized with an intolerable desire to have his 
say too. “ l^rd a’ mercy!” cried he, popping his head 
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from behind the tapestry, “ your grace’s worsliip don’t 
know-” 

“ Silence!” cried Henry, in a voice that made poor 
.fekiti shrink into nothing: Said J not to stay there, 

tia!” 

The worthy clothier drew back his head behind the 
arras, like a frightened tortoise retracting its noddle within 
the shelter of its shell; and Henry proceeded to ex))laiti 
to W’olscy, in French, what had passed between himself 
an<l Francis. 

The cardinal was, at that moment, striving hard for tlie 
King of France’s favour ; nor was his resentment towards 
Sir Payan at all abated, though the arrangements of the 
first meeting between the kings had hitherto delayed its 
effects. Thus all at first seemed favourable to Sir Osborne, 
and the minister himself began to soften the evidence 
against him, when Sir Payan, escorted by a jiarty of 
archers and a sergeant-at-arms, was conducted info the 
kiiig’s chamber. The guard drew up across the door of 
I lie anteroom ; and the knight, with a pale .but determined 
eountenance, and a firm heavy step, .advanctil into the 
centre of the room, .and made his obei.sance to the kimrs. 
Henry, now dressed, drew forward one of .the ivory chairs 
fur Francis, and the sergeant hastened to place the other 
by its side for the British monarch ; when, both bting 
seated with Wolsey by their side, the whole group wouhl 
biive formed as strange but powerful a picture .'is ever 
employed the pencil of an artist. The two magnificent 
monarchs in the pride of their youth and greatness, some¬ 
what shadowed by the eastern wall of the room ; the 
grand and dignified form of the cafdinal, with his coun¬ 
tenance full of thought and mind; the stern determined 
asjiect of Sir Payan, his whole figure possessing that .sort 
of rigidity indicative of a violent and continued mental 
effort, with the full light streaming harshly through the 
ojien casement upon his pale chc'ek and haggard eye, and 
passing on to the king’s bed, and the.dressing-robe he had 
cast off upon it, showing ^the strange scene in which 
Henry’s impetuosity had caused such a conclave to be 
held — the.se' objects formed the foreground ; while the 
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sergeant-at-arms standing behind the prisener, and the 
guard, drawn up aqpss the doorway, completed the picture ; 
til!, gliding in between the arches, the strange figure of 
Sir Cesar the astrologer, with his cheeks sunken and livid, 
and his eye lighted up by a kind of wild maniacal fire, 
entere<l the room, and taking a place close on the right 
haiul of Henry, added a new and curious feature to the 
alrcady extraordinary scene. 

ACe ha-.e before said that Sir Cesar was known to the 
whole court, and to Henry amongst the rest, whose ojd- 
nions concerning him it is unnecessary to investigate l.eu 
changing every hour, like his opinions on many other 
things ; sonictimes thinking him mad, sometimes inspired, 
according to the caprice of the moment. However, Sir 
Cesar was a sort of privileged person, whose eccentricities 
were tolerated even by royalty ; and thus liis pre.sence 
caused no surprise, and the king, without taking any 
notice, began to address Sir Payan Wileton. 

“ Sir Payan Wileton,” said Henry, “ many and 
grievous are the crimes laid to your charge, and of which 
your own conscience must accuse you as loudly as tin 
living voices of your fellow.subjects; at least so, by tbe 
evidence brought forward against you, it appears to us at 
this moment. Most of these charges we shall leave to be 
investigated by the common course of law; but there are 
some points touching which, as they involve our own 
personal conduct and direction, we shall question you our¬ 
self ; to which questions we charge you, on your alle¬ 
giance, to answer truly and without concealment.” 

“To your grace’s questions,” replied Sir Payan boldly, 
“ I will answer for your pleasure, though 1 recognise here 
im established court of law; but first, 1 will say that the 
crimes charged against me ought to be heavier than 1, in 
iny innocence, beheve them, to justify the rigour with 
which I have been treated." 

An ominous frown gathered on the king’s brow. 
•• Ha !” cried he, forgetting the calm dignity with which 
he had at first addressed the knight. “ No established 
court of law ! Thou sayest well—we have not the power 
to question thee.' Ha ! who then is the king ? Who 
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is the liead of all magistrates ? 'Who holds in Ids hand 
the power of all the law ? By our crown, we have a 
mind to assemble such a court of law as within this half 
hour shall have thy head struck off upon the gria-n ! ” 

Sir Payan was silent, and AVolsoy replied to the latter 
part of what he had said with somewhat more calmness 
than Henry had done to the former. “ '\'ou have been 
trcateil, sir,” said he, “ with not more rigour than you 
merited ; nor with more than is justified by the usual 
current of tin; latv. It is on affidavit before me, as chan- 
(X'llor of this kingdom, that you both instigated and aided 
the Lady (ionstance de drey, a ward of court, to fly from 
the protection and government of the law ; and, therefore, 
attachment issued against your ])erson, and you stanil 
committed for contem])t. You had better, sir, sue for 
grace and pardon, than aggravate your offence by such 
unbecoming demeanour.” 

“ Thou hast said well and wisely, my good AYolsey,” 
joined in the king, whose heat had somewhat subsided. 
“ Standing thus reproved. Sir Payan Wileton, answer 
touching the charges you have brought against one Sir 
Osborne Maurice; and if you speak truly, to our satis¬ 
faction, you shall have favour and lenity at our hands. 
Say, sir, do you still hold to that accusation '(” 

" All 1 have to reply to your*grace,” answered the 
knight, resolved, even if he fell himself, to work out his 
hatred against Sir Osborne with tliat vindictive rancour 
that the injurer always feels towards the injured — “ all 
that I have to reply is, that what 1 said was true; and 
that if I had stated all that I suspected, as well as what I 
knew, I should have made his treason look much blacker 
than it does even now.” 

“Do you understand, France.!*” demanded Henry, 
turning to Francis: “ shall I translate his answers, to 
show you his true meaning ? ” 

The King of France, however, signified that he com¬ 
prehended perfectly ; and Sir Payan, after a moment’s 
thought, proceeded, 

“ I should suppose your grace could have no doubt left 
upon that traitor’s guilt; for the charge against him rests, 
I 1 3 
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not on my testimony, but upon the witness of various 
indifferent persons, and upon papers in the handwriting of 
his friends and abettors.” 

“ Vill.'iin ! ” muttered Sir (iesar, between his teeth ; 
"hypocritical, snake-like villain!” Both the king and 
Sir Pay an heard him; but Henry merely raised his hand, 
as if commaniling silence, while the eyes of the traitorous 
knight flashed a momentary fire as they met the glance of 
the old man; and he proceeded,—“ I had no interest, your 
grace, in disclosing the plot I did ; though, had I done 
wisely, I wouhl have held my jieace, for it will make 
matiy my cnemic.s, even many more than 1 dreamed of 
then. I have since discovered that I then only knew one 
half of those that are implicated. 1 know them all now," 
he continued, fixing his eye on Sir Cesar; “ but as I find 
the reward that follows honesty, 1 shall bury the whole 
within my own breast.” 

“ On those points, sir, we will leave our law to deal 
with you,” replied Henry: “ there are punishments for 
those that conceal treason ; and by my halidame, no favour 
shall you find in us, without you make a free and full 
confession !—then our grace may touch you, but not else. 
But to the present question, my bold sir. Did you ever 
see Sir Osborne 'Maurice before the day that he was 
arrested by your ordc# on the charge of having excited 
the Cornishmen to revolt ? And before God, we enjoin you 
—say, are you excited against him with feelings of inte¬ 
rest, hatred, or revenge ? ” 

“ On my life,” replied Sir Payan boldly, “ I never saw 
him but on that one day; and as I hope for salvation in 
heaven,” — and here he made a hypocritical grimace of 
j)icty,—“ 1 have no one reason, but pure honesty, to accuse 
him of these crimes.” 

A low groan burst from behind the tapestry at this 
reply; and Henry gave an angry glance towards the 
worthy clothier’s place of concealment; but Francis, call¬ 
ing back his attention, bogged him to ask the knight in 
English whether he had ever known Sir Osborne Maurice 
by any other name, or in any other character. 

Sir Gesar’s eyes sparkled, and Sir Payan’s cheek tume<l 
pale, as Henry put the question ; but he boldly replied. 
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“Never, so help me Heaven ! I never saw him, or heard 
ol‘ him, or knew him, by any other name than Osborne 
Maurice.” 

“ Oh you villanous great liar ! Oh, you hypocritical 
thief I” shouted Jekiu (Jroby, darting out from behind the 
tai)eslry, unable to contain himself any longer. “ I don’t 
care, 1 don’t care a groat for any one ; but I won’t hear 
you tell lii.s grace’s worship such a string of lies, all as fat 
and as well tacked together as Ohristmas sausages. Lord 
a' mercy ! 1 'll tell your graces, both of you, how it was ; 

for you don’t know, that’s clear. 'I'his here Sir Osborne 
Maurice, that you are asking about, is neither more nor 
less than that Lord Darnley that I was telling your grace 
of this morning. Lord ! now, didn’t I hear him tell that 
sw'ect young lady. Mistress Oonstance de Grey, all about 
it; how he could not bear to live any longer abroad in 
these foreign parts, and how he had come back under the 
name of Sir Osborne Maurice, all for to get your grace’s 
love as an adventurous knight. And then didn’t that Sir 
Payan — yes, you great thief, you did, for I heard you ! — 
didn’t he come and crow over him, and say that now he 
had got him in his power ? And then didn’t ho offer to 
let him go, if he would sign some papers ? And then, when 
he would not, didn’t he swear a great oath that he would 
murthcr him, saying ‘ he would make his tenure good 
by the extinction of the race of Darnley ?' You did, you 
great rogue ! you know you did ! And, Lord a’ mercy ! 
to think of your going about to tell his grace such lies — 
your own king, too, who should never hear any thing but 
the truth ! God forgive you, for you ’re a great sinner, and 
the devils will never keep company with you when you go 
to purgatory, but will kick you out into the other place, 
which is worse still, folks say. And now, I humbly beg 
your grace’s pardon, and will go back again, if you like, 
behind the hangings ; but I couldn’t abear to hear him 
cheat you like that.” 

The sudden appearance of Jekin Groby, and the light 
he cast upon the subject, threw the whole party into mo¬ 
mentary confusion. Sir Payan’s resolution abandoned 
him; his knees shook, and his very lips grew pale. Sir 
I I 4 
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Cesar gazed upon him with triumphant eyes, exclaiming, 
“ Die, die ! what hast tliou left but to die ? " At the same 
time Wolsey questioned Jekin Groby, wlio told the same 
straight-forward tale; and Henry explained the whole to 
Francis, whose comprehension of the English tongue did 
not quite comprise the jargon of the worthy clothier. 

Sir Payan Wileton, however, resolved to make one last 
despairing efFcrt, both to save himself and to ruin his 
enemies ; for the dialtolical spirit of revenge was as deeply 
implanted in his bosom as Uiat of self-j)reservation. He 
thought then for a moment, glanced rapidly over his situ¬ 
ation, and cast himself on his knee before the king. 
“ Great and noble monarch,” said he, in a slow impressive 
voice, “ I own my fault — I acknowledge my crime ; but 
it is not such as you think it. Hear me but out, and you 
yourself shall judge whether you will grant me mercy, or 
•show me rigour. I confess, then, that 1 had entereil, as 
deeply as others, into the treasonable plot I have betrayed 
against your throne and life; nay, more, that I would 
never have divulged it, had I not found that the Lord 
Darnley had, under the name of Sir Osborne Maurice, l»e- 
come the Duke of Buckingham’s chief agent, and was to 
lx; rewardetl by the restitution of Chilham Castle, for which 
some vague indemnity was proposed to me hereafter. On 
hearing it, I dissembled my resentment; and pretending to 
enter more heartily than ever into the scheme, I found 
that the ambitious duke reckoned as his chief hope, in case 
of war, the skill and chivalry of this Lord Darnley, who 
promised by his hand to seat him on the throne. 1 learnt, 
moreover, the names of all the conspirators, amongst 
whom that old man is oneand he pointed to Sir Cesar, 
who gazed upon him with a smile of contempt and scorn, 
whose intensity had something of sublime. “ Thirsting 
for revenge,” proceeded Sir Payan, “ and with my heart 
full of rage, I commanded four of my servants to stop the 
private courier of the duke, when I knew he was charged 
with letters concerning this Sir Osborne Maurice, and thus 
I ohtained those papers I placed in the hands of my lord 
cardinal-” 

“ But how shall we know they are not forgeries ? ” crietl 
Henry. “ Your honour, sir, is so gone, and your testi- 
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mony so suspicious^ that we may well suppose those letters 
cunning imitations of the good duke’s hand. AVe have 
heard of such things — ay, marry have we.” 

“ Herein, happily, your grace can satisfy yourself, ami 
prove my truth,” rci)lie<l Sir I’ayan ; “ send for the ser¬ 
vants whose names 1 will give, examine them, put them to 
the torture if you will; and if you wring not from them 
that, on the twenty-ninth of March, they stopped, by my 
command, the courier of the ])ukP of Buckingham, and 
took from him his bag of letters, condemn me to the stake. 
But mark me. King of England! 1 kneel before you plead¬ 
ing for life ; grant it to me, with but my own hereditary 
property, and Buckingham, with all the many traitors that 
arc now aiming at your life, and striving for your crown, 
shall fall into your hand, and you shall have full evidence 
against them. I will instantly disclose all their names, 
and give you such proof against their chief, that to-mor¬ 
row you can reward his treason with the axe, nor fear to 
be called unjust. But if you refuse me your royal pro¬ 
mise sacredly given here before your brother king, — to 
yield me life, and liberty, and lauds, as soon as I have 
fulfilled my word,—I will go to my death in silence like the 
wolf, and never will you be able to prove any thing against 
them, for that letter is nothing without my testimony to 
point it aright.” 

“ Vou are bold ! ” said Henry, “ you are very bold! 
But our subjects’ good, and the peace of our country, may 
weigh with us ! What think you, Wolsey ?” And for a 
moment or two he consulted in a low tone with the car¬ 
dinal and the King of France. “ 1 believe, my liege,” 
said AVolsey, whose hatred towards Buckingham was of 
the blindest virulence ,—“ I believe that your grace will 
never be able to prove his treasons on the duke without 
this man’s help. Perhaps you had better promise.” 

Francis bit his lip and was silent; but Henry, turning 
to Sir Payan, replied, “ The tranquillity of our realm, and 
the happiness of our people, overcome our hatred to your 
crimes; and therefore we promise, that if by your evi¬ 
dence treason worthy of death be proved upon Edward 
Duke of Buckingham, you shall be free in life, in person, 
and in lands.” 
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“ Never !” cried the voice of Sir Cesar, mountiiifr into 
atone of thunder, — ** never !” And spriiigiiig frKard, lie 
cauglit Sir Payan by the throat, grappled with him for an 
instant with a maniacal vigour, and drawing the small 
dagger he always canied, plunged it into the heart of the 
knight, with such force, that one might hear the blow of 
the hilt against his ribs. The whole was done in a mo¬ 
ment, before any one was atvare ; and die red blood and 
the dark spirit rushing forth together, with a loud groati 
the traitor fell prone upon the ground : while Sir Cesar, 
without a moment’s pause, turned the dagger against his 
own bosom, and drove it in up to the very haft. 

Wolsey drew back in horror and affright. Francis and 
Henry started up, laying their hands upon their swords ; 
Jekin Groby crept behind the arras ; and the guards ru.shed 
in to seize the slayer, but Sir Cesar waved them back 
with the proud and dignified air of one who feels that 
earthly power has over him no farther sway. “ VV’hat fear 
ye?" said he, turning to the kings, and still holding the 
poniard tight against his bosom, as if to restrain the spirit 
from breathing forth through the wound. There is no 
offence in the dead or in the dying. Hear me, King of 
England 1 and hear the truth, which thou wouldst never 
have heard from that false caitiff! Yet 1 have little time 

— the last moments of existence speed with fast wings to¬ 
wards another shore — give me a seat, for 1 am faint.” 

They instantly placed for him one of the settles; and 
after gazing round for a moment with that sort of dis¬ 
tressful vacancy of eye that speaks how the brain reels, 
he made an effort, and went on, though less coherently. 
“ All he has said is false. I am on the brink of another 
world, and I say it is false as the hell to which he is 
gone. Gsborne Darnley, the good, the noble, and the true 

— the son of my best and oldest friend,— know of no plot, 
heard of no treason. He was in England but two days 
when he fell into tha't traitor's hands. He never saw 
Buckingham but once. The Osborne Maurice named in 
that duke’s letter is not he — one far less worthy.” 

“ Who then is he ? ” cried the king impatiently. “Give 
me to know him, if you would have me believe. Never 
did I hear of such a name but in years long past, an abettor 
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of Perkyn Warbeck. Wbo thek is this Sir Osborne 
Maurice, ba ? Mother of (JoJ ! name hin»! ” 

1 — I — I — King of England!” cried the old man. 
“ I, who, had he been guided by me, would have taught 
Kichard King of England, whom you style Perkyn Warbeck, 
to wrench the scei)tre from the hand of your usurping 
father — 1, whose child was murdered by that dead traitor, 
in cold blood, after the rout at Taunton — I — I it was 
who predicted to Edward Bohun rtiat his head should be 
highest in the realm of England— I it is that predict it 
still ! ” As he spoke the last words the old man suddenly 
drew forth the blade of the dagger from his breast, upon 
which a full stream of blood instantly gushed forth and de¬ 
luged the ground. Still struggling with the departing spirit, 
he started on his feet — put his hand to his brow. “ 1 
come ! I come!” cried he — reeled — shuddered, and fell 
dead beside his enemy. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

'J'hey all aeglad &» birds of joyous prime 
Thonou led her forth about her dancing round. 

Spenseb. 

The bustle, the confusion, the clamour, the questions, and 
the explanations that ensued, we shall leave the reader to 
imagine, satisfied that his vivid fancy will do far more jus¬ 
tice to such a scene than our worn-out pen. When the 
bodies of Sir Payan Wileton and his companion in death 
had been removed from the chamber of the king, and some 
sand strewed upon the ground to cover the gory memories- 
that such deeds had left behind, order and tranquillity began 
to regain their dominion. 

“ By my faith, a bloody morning’s entertainment have 
we had,” said Francis. But you are happy, my good 
brother of England, in having traitors that will thus de¬ 
spatch each other, and cheat the headsman of his due. 
However, from what I have gathered, Osborne Harnley, the 
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Knight of Burgundy, can no longer seem a traitor in the 
eyes of any one.” 

“ No, truly, my gracious lord,” replied AV'olsey, willine 
to pleasure the king of France. “ He stands freed from all 
spot or blemish, and well deserves the kingly love of either 
noble monarch.” 

“ 'Slife! my good lord cardinal,” cried Henry, “speak 
for yourself alone ! Now I say, on my,soul, he is still a 
most deep and egregiaus traitor ; not only, like that Sir 
Payan Wileton, in having planned his treason, but in hav¬ 
ing executed it.” 

“Nay, how so.?” cried Francis, startled at this new 
charge. “ In what is he a traitor now ? ” 

“ In having aided Francis King of France,” replied 
Henry, smiling, “ to storm our Castle of Cuisnes, and take 
his Uege lord and sovereign prisoner.” 

“ Oh, if that be the ca-se,” cried Francis, “ I give him 
up to your royal indignation ; but still we have a boon to 
ask, which our gracious brother will not refuse.” 

“Name it! name it!” exclaimed Henry. “By St. 
Mary, it shall go to pay our ransom, whatever it be.” 

“ You have in your court,” replied k'lancis, “one Lady 
Constance de Grey, who, though your born subject, is no 
less vassal to the crown of France; owing homage for the 
counties of Boissy and the Val de Marne, assured to your 
late subject the Lord de Grey by Charles the Eighth when 
he gave him in marriage Constance Countess of Boissy, as 
a reward for services rendered in Italy-” 

“ We see your object, O most Christian king! ” cried 
Henry, laughing. “ We see your object ! What, what 
a messenger of Cupid are you ! Well, have your wish. 
We give her to your highness so to dispose of as you may 
think fit; but at the same time claim Lord Osborne Darnley 
at your hands, to punish according to his dements. What 
say you f ha! ” 

“ Agreed, agreed!” replied the King of France. “ He 
waits nje, as 1 said even now, in the corridor without, and 
doubtlesf thinks I sue for him in vain. Those guards 
must hive passed him in the corridor." 

“No, no! they came the other way, said Henry. “ Ho! 
without there! ^rgeant-at-arms, take four stout halbardiers. 
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and going into the west corridor attach me for high treason 
the Lord Osborne 1 )arniey, whom yo.u will there find wait¬ 
ing. Hist! licar me, man ! Use him with all gentleness 
(we do but jest with him), and make some fair excuse to 
shut him up in one of the chamljers of the new palace, tlie 
nearer to the great hall the better. Away ! make speed ! 
and above all return quick, and let me know where you 
have ]>ut him ; but take heed, and let him not see that we 
mock him —haste! My good lord^cardinal,”he continuetl, 
turning to M'olsey, “ though it be an unmeet task for one 
of your grave dignity to bear a message to a lady, yet on 
this day of joy, when our good brother France comes here 
to greet us in brotherly love, even wise men shall forget 
their seriousness and be as gay as boys. Hie then, good 
Wolsey, to our lady queen. 'I’ell her to call all the fair 
flowers of England round about her in our great hall, to 
welcome Francis of France, and that we will be tliere im- 
raediaU’iy uj>on your steps.” 

The cardinal bowed low, and instaritly obeyed; and 
Henry proceeded in whisitering consullation with Francis 
till the return of the sergiant-at arms, then turning to the 
worthy clothier, who, when he found all the killing and 
slaying was over, bad come out from behind the arras to 
enjoy the air of royalty, “ Uoine, good Jekiii,” cried Henry, 
“now a task for thee—hark, man;” and he whispered 
something to honest Groby, who instantly replied, “ Lord 
a’ mercy! yes, your grace ! I know Wilson Goldsmith well; 

1 ’ll go to him directly — no trouble in life. Lord ! I guess 
how it’s going to be. Well, 1 'm vastly glad, 1 do declare. 
Lord 'a mercy ! I hope your grace’s worship will let me 
be there!" 

.Ay, man, ay !” cried the king, “make speed, and 
come with him. Ho, Snell! give me a gown of tissue — 
bid the guard be ready,we will cross the green to the palace.. 
Let the marshals be called to clear the way.” 

In a very few minutes all was prepared; and as the two 
kings were descending tlie grand staircase of the cas^, 
news n as brought that a band of French nobles, anxious 
for the safety of their king, had come over from Ardres at 
all speed to seek him. Francis sent his commands that 
they should dismount in the court; and on issuing out of 
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the castle, the monarcli found a splendid party of the Eng- 
•li.sh and French nobility mingled together, waiting to give 
them the good morrow. 

“ Ha, Alenijon! what fear you, man ?” cried the King of 
France. “ We are all safe. Sir Kichard Hoartley, look 
not for Lord Darnley, he is in security: follow, and you 
will see him presently.” 

“ (lentlemen all, you are most welcome,” said Henry ; 
“follow.us all that love us to our poor palace here without, 
and we will make you "hotter cheer, where ladies’ words 
shall replace this summer air, and their sweet looks the sun¬ 
shine. Sound on before ! ” 

The trumpets sounded, and the ushers and marshals clear¬ 
ing the way for the two kings, they passed out of tlie castle 
gate, and traversed the green on foot, amidst the shouts and 
acclamations of the crowd that the arrival of the French 
nobles, together with various rumours of something extra¬ 
ordinary having happenetl, had collected in the neigh¬ 
bourhood of the royal lodging. 

Arm in arm with Francis, Henry delighting, with osten¬ 
tatious magnifiecnce, to show himself to the people, passed 
round to the front of the palacej and entering the court which 
we have already described, he proceeded at once to the great 
hall, called the Hall of the Cloth of Silver, to which, on the 
announcement of his intentions by Wolsey, the queen had 
hastily summoned all the elect of the court. On the en¬ 
trance of the kings, with all the train of noblemen wlio had 
followed them, a temporary confu-sion ensued, while Francis 
was presented to the Queen of England, and Henry whis¬ 
pered to her a few brief hints of what had taken ]>lace. 

“ Uoom, room, lords and ladies !” cried he at length: 

let us have space.” 

“ There would not be space enough for him in the world, 
if he had his will,” whispered Lady Katrine Buhner to Oon- 
.stance de Grey, who stood by her side, unwillingly appear¬ 
ing in such a meeting. “ On my life, Gonstanee, his eye 
Vvfixed upon us ! Now, what would 1 give to he king, if 
it were but to outstare him ! ” 

“ The Lady Constance de Grey !” said Henry, in a loud 
tone, — " we would speak with the Lady de Grey.” 

" Nay, speak gently.” said the queen. ” Good, my lord. 
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you will frighten her. Constancej come hither to the" 
(jueen, your friend ! ” 

With a i>ale cheolt, and a beating heart, Constance ad¬ 
vanced to the side of the queen, and bending her eyes upon 
the ground awaited in silence, not daring to look around. 

“ Fear not, fair one!" said Henry ; “ we arc not angry, 
but only sorry to lose you. Here is our noble brother, 
Francis of France, claims you as his vassal at our hands.” 
Constance looked up, and saw the^ Hing of France’s eye' 
bent on her with a smile that gave her courage. “Now, 
notwithstanding the great love we lx;ar him,” continued 
Henry, “ we might have resisted his demand, inasmuch as 
yu are our born .subject, had you not shown some slight 
perverseness against our repeated commands. ^V’c tlicre- 
fore must and will resign you into his hands, unless you 
instantly agree to receive such lord to be your husband as 
we shall jmlge fitting for your rank and station.” 

“Oh, no! no, my lord !” cried Constance, clasping her 
hantls, .and forgetting, in her fear of fresh persecution, the 
crowd by which she was surrounded. “ Force me not, 1 
iK'.veeeh your grace, to wed against my will.” 

“ ^’oii see,” sail! Henry, turning to the King of France, 
you see the lady is headstrong! Take her, my good 
brother ; 1 give her up to you. There, sweetheart, is ybur 
lord and sovereign; see if you can olicy him lietter.” 

Francis look the fair girl by the hand, and bending down 
his head, said in a kindly tone, J^ady, fear not. Lift 
nj) your eyes, and tell me if there is one in all this circle 
yon would make your choice.” 

“ No, indeed, my lord,” faltered forth Constance, with¬ 
out looking round ; “ all 1 ask is to be left in jieacc.” 

“ If you have ever seen any one to whom you could give 
your heart, tell me,” said Francis. — Constance was silent. 
“Then I am to judge that you have not,” continued the 
king; so I will choose for you.” 

Constance raised her eyes with a supplicating look; but 
Francis’s face was turned towards Henry, who, with a 
laughing glance, had taken the queen by the hand, and was 
leading her towarils one <A the doors. 

“ Come, we must follow,” cried Francis. “Lord cardinal, 
we shall need your company.” 
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Constance ga^d round with doubt and appreheiisiiSn ; 
hut Francis led her forward immediately after the Kirigahtl 
Queen of England, whispering as they'went, “ Fear not, 
sweet lady ! you are with a friend that knows all.” 

The v/hole court followed along one of the splendid gal¬ 
leries of the palace, preceded by Henry and Katherine, who 
stopped, however, before a door, from before whieh a page 
held back the hangings, and —“ Here,” said the King of 
England, putting a key.into Francis’s hand — '‘here you 
take precedence. This is the cage, and here is the fetter- 
maker,” pointing to a respectable-looking merchant in a 
long furred robe who stood with Jekin Groby in a niche 
hard by. 

More and more confused, not knowing what to fear or 
what to believe, the very uncertainty made Constance’s 
heart sink more than actual danger would have done; 
but still the King of France led her forward, even before 
Queen Katherine, and, putting the key in the lock, threw 
open the door and drew her gently in : when the first 
object that met her sight was Osborne Darnley, with his 
arras folded on bis breast, standing before the high altar of 
a splendid chapel. Her heart beat — eyes grew dim — 
her brain reeled ; and she would have fallen fainting to the 
ground, but Damley started forward and clasped her to his 
heart. 

“ Nay, nay, this is too much !” cried the queen advanc¬ 
ing ; “ sec, the poor girl faints ! My good lord, indeed this 
must not be to-day. It has been too much for her al¬ 
ready. Some day Itefore the two courts part we will pray 
my good lord- cardinal to speak a blessing on their love. 
Bear her into the sacristy. Sir Osborne. Katrine Bulmer, 
giddy namesake, help your friend, while I pray their 
graces bothJo return into the Tiall.” 
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